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I  Dedicati;  to  you,  my  indulgent  Critic  and  long-tried  Friend,  the  work 
which  owes  its  origin  to  your  suggestion.  Long  since,  you  urged  me  to 
attempt  a  fiction  which  might  borrow  its  characters  from  our  own  Records, 
and  serve  to  illustrate  some  of  ttiose  truths  which  History  is  too  often  com- 
pelled to  leave  to  the  Tale-teller,  the  Dramatist,  and  the  Poet  Unques- 
tionably,  Fiction,  when  aspiring  to  something  higher  than  mere  romance, 
lines  not  pervert,  but  elucidate  Facts.  He  who  employs  it  worthily  must, 
like  a  biographer,  study  the  time  and  the  characters  he  selects,  with  a 
minul«  and  earnest  diligence  which  the  general  historian,  whose  range 
exterds  over  centuries,  can  scarcely  be  expected  to  bestow  upon  the  things 
and  the  men  of  a  single  epoch  ;  his  descriptions  should  fill  up  with  colour 
and  detail  the  cold  outlines  of  the  rapid  chronicler  ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  that 
has  been  argued  by  pseudo-critics,  the  very  fancy  which  urged  and  animated 
his  theme  should  necessarily  tend  to  increase  the  reader's  practical  and 
familiar  acquaintance  with  the  habits,  the  motives,  and  the  modes  of  thought, 
which  constitute  the  true  idiosyncrasy  of  an  age.  More  than  all,  to  Fiction 
is  permitted  that  liberal  use  of  Analogical  Hypothesis,  which  is  denied  to 
History,  and  which,  if  sobered  by  research,  and  enlightened  bv  that  know- 
ledge of  mankind  (without  which  Fiction  can  neither  harm  nor  profit,  for  it 
becomes  unreadable),  tends  to  clear  up  much  that  were  otherwise  obscure, 
and  to  solve  the  disputes  and  difficulties  of  contradictory  evidence  by  the 
philosophy  of  the  human  heart. 

My  own  impression  of  the  greatness  of  the  labour  to  which  you  invited 
me,  made  me  the  more  diffident  of  success,  inasmuch  as  the  field  of  English 
historical  fiction  had  been  so  amply  cultivated  not  only  by  the  most  brilliant 
of  our  many  glorious  Novelists,  but  by  later  writers  of  high  and  merited 
reputation.  But  however  the  annals  of  our  History  have  been  exhausted 
by  the  industry  of  Romance,  the  subject  you  finally  pressed  on  my  choice  is 
unquestionably  one  which,  whether  in  the  delineation  of  character,  the 
expression  of  passion,  or  the  suggestion  of  historical  truths,  can  hardly  fail 
to  direct  the  Novelist  to  paths  wholly  untrodden  by  his  predecessors  in  the 
Land  of  Fiction. 

Encouraged  by  you,  I  commenced  my  task — encouraged  by  you,  I  venture, 
>n  concluding  it,  to  believe  that,  despite  the  partial  adoption  of  that  esta- 

ished  compromise  between  the  modern  and  the  elder  diction,  which  Sir 
-falter  Scott  bo  artistically  improved  from  the  more  rugged  phraseology 
ffnployed  by  Strutt,  ani  which  later  writers  have  perhaps  somewhat  over- 
oacknied,  I  may  yet  have  avoided  all  material  trespass  upon  ground  which 
kthers  have  already  redeemed  from  tin- waste. —  Whatever  the  produee  of 
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the  soil  T  have  selected,  I  claim,  at  least,  to  have  cleared  it  with  my  own 
labour,  and  ploughed  it  with  my  own  heifer. 

The  reign  of  Edward  IV.  is  in  itself  suggestive  of  new  considerations  and 
unexhausted  interest  to  those  who  accurately  regard  it.  Then  commenced 
the  policy  consummated  by  Henry  VII.  :  then  were  broken  up  tlie  great 
elements  of  the  old  feudal  order  ;  a  new  Nobility  was  called  into  power,  to 
aid  the  growing  Middle  Class  tn  its  struggles  with  the  ancient  :  and  in  the 
fate  of  the  hero  of  the  age,  Richard  Nevile,  Earl  of  Warwick,  popularly 
called  the  King-maker,  "  the  greatest  as  well  as  the  last  of  those  mighty 
Barons  who  formerly  overawed  the  Crown,"*  was  involved  the  very  prin- 
ciple of  our  existing  civilisation.  It  adds  to  the  wide  scope  of  Fiction, 
which  ever  loves  to  explore  the  twilight,  that,  as  Hume  has  truly  observed — 
"  No  part  of  English  history  since  the  Conquest,  is  so  obscure,  so  uncertain, 
so  little  authentic  or  consistent,  as  that  of  the  Wars  between  the  two  Roses." f 
It  adds  also  to  the  importance  of  that  conjectural  research  in  which  Fiction 
may  be  made  so  interesting  and  so  useful,  that — "  this  profound  darkness 
falls  upon  us  just  on  the  eve  of  the  restoration  of  letters  ;"!  while,  amidst 
the  gloom,  we  perceive  the  movement  of  those  great  and  heroic  passions  in 
which  Fiction  finds  delineations  everlastingly  rew,  and  are  brought  in  contact 
with  characters  sufficiently  familiar  for  interest,  sufficiently  remote  for  adap- 
tation to  romance,  and,  above  all,  so  frequently  obscured  by  contradictory 
evidence,  that  we  lend  ourselves  willingly  to  any  one  who  seeks  to  help  our 
judgment  of  the  individual  by  tests  taken  from  the  general  knowledge  of 
mankind. 

Round  the  great  image  of  the  Last  of  the  Barons  group  Edward  the  Fourth, 
at  once  frank  and  false  ;  the  brilliant  but  ominous  boyhood  of  Richard  the 
Third  ;  the  accomplished  Hastings,  "  a  good  knight  and  gentle,  but  somewhat 
dissolute  of  living  ;  "§  the  vehement  and  fiery  Margaret  of  Anjou,  the  meek 
image  of  her  "  holy  Henry,"  and  the  pale  shadow  of  their  son  :  there,  may 
we  see,  also,  the  gorgeous  Prelate,  refining  in  policy  and  wile,  as  the  enthu- 
siasm and  energy  which  had  formerly  upheld  the  Ancient  Church  pass  into 
the  stern  and  persecuted  votaries  of  the  New  :  We  behold,  in  that  social 
transition,  the  sober  Trader — outgrowing  the  prejudices  of  the  rude  retainer 
or  rustic  frank  in,  from  whom  he  is  sprung — recognising  sagaciously,  and 
supporting  sturdily,  the  sectarian  interests  of  his  order,  and  preparing  the 
way  for  the  mighty  Middle  Class  in  which  our  modern  Civilisation,  with  its 
faults  and  its  merits,  has  established  its  strong  hold  ;  while,  in  contrast  to 
the  measured  and  thoughtful  notions  of  liberty  which  prudent  Commerce 
entertains,  we  are  reminded  of  the  political  fanaticism  of  the  secret  Lollard, — 
of  the  jacquerie  of  the  turbulent  mobleader  ;  and  perceive,  amidst  the  various 
tyrannies  of  the  time,  and  often  partially  allied  with  the  warlike  seignorie|| — 
iver  jealous  against  all  kingly  despotism,— the  restless  and  ignorant  move- 
ment of  a  democratic  principle,  ultimately  suf  pressed,  though  not  destroyed, 
under  the  Tudors,  by  the  strong  union  of  a  Middle  Class,  anxious  for  security 
and  order,  with  an  Executive  Authority  determined  upon  absolute  sway. 

Nor  should  we  obtain  a  complete  and  comprehensive  view  of  that  mos* 
interesting  Period  of  Transition,  unless  we  saw  something  of  the  influence 

*  Hume  adds,  "  and  rendered  the  people  incapable  of  civi.  government ;  "  a  sentence, 
Which,  perhaps,  Judges  too  hastily  the  whole  question  a*  issue  in  our  earlier  history,  between 
the  jealousy  of  the  Barons  and  the  authority  of  UcKing. 

t  ilu»rv.  t  Ibid.  §  C)  roniclc  of  Edward  V.  in  Stowe. 

J  For  it  is  noticeable  that  in  nearly  all  the  popular  rising*—  that  of  Cade,  of  Robin  ot 
ledesdale,  and  afterwards  of  that  ■which  Perk  in  v\  arbeck  made  subservient  to  his  extraor- 
dinary enterprise,  tie  pn-clamations  of  the  lebels  always  announced,  among  their  populai 
grievances,  the  depression  of  the  ancient  nobles  and  the  eltva  ion  ot  new  wen. 
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which  tin*  Bombre  ami  sinister  wisdom  of  Italian  policy  began  to  exercise 
over  the  councils  of  the  great  —  a  policy  of  refined  stratagem- — oi  complic  'ted 
intrigue—  of  systematic  falsehood—  of  ruthless,  but  seen  I  violence  :  a  policy 
\\  inch  actuati  '1  the  fell  statecraft  of  Louis  XL,  which  darkened,  whenever  he 
paused  to  think  and  to  schi  me,  the  gaudy  and  jovial  character  of  Edward  IV. ; 
which  appeared  in  its  fullest  comb  nation  n\'  profound  guile  and  reso  ute 
will  in  Richard  III.,  and,— softened  down  into  more  plausible  and  specious 
purpose  l>y  the  unimpassioned  sagacity  of  Henry  VII.—  finally  atfc  ined  the 
object  which  justified  all  its  villanies  to  the  princes  of  its  native  land- — 
namely,  the  tranquillity  of  a  settled  state,  and  the  establishment  of  a  civilised 
but  imperious  despotism. 

Again,  in  that  twilight  time,  upon  which  was  dawning  the  great  Invention 
that  gave  to  Letters  and  to  Scier.ee  the  precision  and  durability  of  the  prime 

it  is  interesting  to  conjecture  what  would  have  been  the  late  oi  any 
sci<  untie  achievement  for  which  the  world  was  less  prepared.  The  reception 
of  printing  into  England,  chance  d  just  a:  the  happy  -period  when  Scholarship 
and  Literature  were  favoured  by  the  great.  The  princes  of  York,  with  the 
exception  of  Edward  IV.  himself,  who  had,  however,  the  grace  to  lament 
his  own  want  of  learning,  and  the  taste  to  appreciate  it  in  others,  were 
highly  educated.  Tin  Lords  Rivers  and  Hastings*  were  accomplished  in 
all  the  "  witte  and  lere"  of  their  age.  Princes  and  peers  vied  with  each 
other  in  their  patronage  oi  Caxton,  and  Richard  III.,  during  his  brief  reign, 
spared  no  pains  to  circulate  to  the  utmost  the  invention  destined  to  transmit 
his  own  memory  to  the  haired  and  1 1 1 o  horror  of  all  succeeding  time.  But 
when  we  look  around  us.  we  see,  in  contrast  to  the  gracious  and  fostering 
reception  of  the  mere  mi  chanism  by  which  science  is  made  manifest,  the 
utmost  intolerance  to  science  itself.  The  mathematics  in  especial  are 
deemed  the  v<  ry  cabala  of  the  black  art — accusations  of  witchcraft  were 
never  more  abundant,  and  yet,  strange  to  say,  those  who  openly  professed  to 
practise  the  unhallowed  science, t  and  contrived  to  make  their  deceptions 
profitable  to  some  unworthy  political  purpose,  appear  to  have  enjoyed  safety, 
and  sometimes  even  honour,  while  those  who,  occupii  d  with  some  practical, 
useful,  and  noble  pursuits,  uncomprehended  by  prince  or  people,  denied 
their  Borcery,  were  dispatched  without  mercy.  The  Mathematician  and 
Astronon  er,  Bolingbroke  (the  greatest  clerk  of  his  age),  is  hanged  and 
quartered  as  a  wizard,  while  net  only  impunity  hut  reverei  ci  seems  to  have 
awaited  a  certain  Friar  Bungey,  for  having  raised  mists  and  vapours,  which 
ly  befrii  nded  Edward  IV.  at  the  battle  of  Ban 

Our  km  wledge  of  the  intellectual  spirit  of  the  age.  therefore,  only  becomes 

perfect  when  we itrast  the  success  of  the   Impostor  with  the  fate  of  the 

true  Genius.  And  as  ike  prejudices  ol  the  populace  ran  high  against  all 
mechanical  contrivanci  s  for  altering  the  settled  conditions  of  labour, J  so, 
probably, in  the  very  instinct  ami  destiny  of  Genius,  which  ever  drive  it  to  • 
war  with  popular  prejudice,  it  would  be  towards  such  contrivances  '.hat  •■ 

•  Tbi  i     tton's   warmest  patrons,  but  that 

Doblemai  Bl   the  tjme  in  which   Printiiig  is  said  to  have  been  actually 

introduced  into  1  n^'tand. 

t  .n  i  ■  y  eren  took  it  ngst  the  regular  callings. 

"Thomas Tandyki  j styled laii- Pari.  6  r.aahia 

Tvbufk,  BUt  of£nq.,TO\  iv.  p.  6.  Vva  urd  III 

;  1  \>  n  in  the  are  -'  V'1'8 

y  of  a  special  anathen  i  of  Edward  IV,    Iheseenj 

nghl    "bj  ft  i  7i,"  tin  destruction  oi  th<  • 

of  bal  -  Bl  <i  l(  ■ ' ."    And  a7i  act  oi 

pariiami  di  v.  .  IV.)  to  put  down  ibe  fabricate  ii  ci  'He  w'i  bat* 

ird  bonnet."  bj  Mechanical  conti . 
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man  of  great  ingenuity  and  intellect,  if  studying  the  physical  sciences,  would 
direct  his  ambition. 

Whether  the  author,  in  the  invention  he  has  assigned  to  his  philosopher 
(Adam  Warner),  has  too  boldly  assumed  the  possibility  of  a  conception  so 
much  in  advance  of  the  time,  they  who  have  examined  such  of  the  works 
of  Roger  Bacon  as  are  yet  given  to  the  world,  can  best  decide  ;  but  the 
assumption  in  itself  belongs  strictly  to  the  most  acknowledged  prerogatives 
of  Fiction  ;  and  the  true  and  important  question  will  obviously  be,  not 
whether  Adam  Warner  could  have  constructed  his  model,  tut  whether, 
having  so  constructed  it,  the  fate  that  befel  him  was  probable  and  natural. 

Such  characters  as  I  have  here  alluded  to  seemed,  then,  to  me,  in  medi- 
tating the  treatment  of  the  high  and  brilliant  subject  which  your  eloquence 
animated  me  to  attempt,  the  proper  Representatives  of  the  multiform  Truths 
which  the  time  of  Warwick,  the  King-maker,  affords  to  our  interests  and 
suggests  for  our  instruction  ;  and  I  can  only  wish  that  the  powers  of  the 
author  were  worthier  of  the  theme. 

It  is  necessary  that  I  now  state  briefly  the  foundation  of  the  Historical 
portions  of  tins  na  rative.  The  charming  and  popular  History,  of  Hume, 
which,  however,  in  its  treatment  of  the  reign  of  Edward  IV.  is  more  than 
ordinarily  incorrect,  has  probably  left  upon  the  minds  of  many  of  my 
readers,  who  may  not  have  directed  their  attention  to  more  recent  and 
accurate  researches  into  that  obscure  period,  an  erroneous  impression  of  the 
causes  which  led  to  the  breach  between  Edward  IV  and  his  great  kinsman 
and  subject,  the  Earl  of  Warwick.  The  general  notion  is  probably  still 
strong,  that,  it  was  the  marriage  of  the  young  king  to  Elizabeth  Gray,  during 
Warwick's  negotiations  in  France  for  the  alliance  of  Bona  of  Savoy,  (sister- 
in-law  to  Louis  XI.,)  which  exasperated  the  fiery  earl,  and  induced  his 
union  with  the  House  of  L  mi-aster.  All  our  more  recent  historians  have 
justly  rejected  this  groundless  fable,  which  even  Hume  (his  extreme  pene- 
tration supplying  the  defect;  of  his  superficial  research)  admits  with  reserve.* 
A  short  summary  of  the  reasons  for  this  rejection  is  given  by  Dr.  Lingard, 
and  annexed  below.-}-  Ami,  indeed,  it  is  a  matter  of  wonder  that  so  many  of 
our  chroniclers  could  have  gravely  admitted  a  legend  contradicted  by  all  the 
subsequent  conduct  of  Warwick  himself.  For  we  find  the  earl  specially- 
doing  honour  to  the  publication  of  Edward's  marriage,  standing  godfather  tc 
his  firstborn,  (the  Princess  Elizabeth,)  employed  as  ambassador,  or  acting 
as  minister,  and  fighting  for  Edward,  and  against  the  Lancastrians  during 
the  Sve  years  that  elapsed  between  the  coronation  of  Elizabeth  and  Warwick's 
rebellion. 

•  "There  may  even  some  doubt  arise  with  regard  to  the  proposal  of  marriage  made  to 
Bona  of  Savoy,  "&c.  —  Hcme,  not*  to  p.  222,  vol.  iii.,  edit.  1825. 

t  "  Many  writers  ti-li  us  thai  the  enmity  of  Warwick  arose  from  his  disappointment, 
caused  by  Edward's  clandestine  marriage  with  Elisabeth:  If  we  may  believe  tlicin,  the 
■art  ws«  °.t  the  very  time  in  Prance  negotiating  on  the  part  of  the  kin;,'  ,i  marriage  with 
riona  of  Savoy,  sistei  to  the  Queen  of  France;  and  h  iving succeeded  in  his  mission,  brought 
back  with  hire  the  Count  of  Dampniartin  as  ambassador  fiom  Louis.  To  me  the  whole 
story  appears  a  fiction.  1.  It  is  not  to  he  found  in  the  more  ancient  bistort  ins.  2.  Warwick 
was  not  at  the  time  in  Prance.  <  m  the  20th  of  April,  ten  d  lys  before  the  marriage,  lie  was 
employed  m  negotiating  a  truce  with  the  French  envoys  in  London  (Kym.  xi. 521),  and  on 
the  26th  ot  May.  about  three  weeks  after  it,  was  appointed  to  treat  of  another  truce  ".villi 
the  King  of  Scots  (Hvni.  xi.  424).  3.  Nor  could  he  brim;  Da  pmariin  with  him  to  England. 
For   that    nobleman   wa8    committed    a   prisoner     0    the    Ba  tile   in    September,   14G3,    and 

remained  there  till  May,  1 165.  I  Monstrel  ii.  !•;,  109.)  Three  contemporary  and  well- 
infermed  writers,  thi  two  continuators  of  thf  history  ol  I  royland,  and  Wyrcester,  attribute 
bis  discontent  to  the  marriages  and  honour*  grann  d  to  the  v\  ydeviles,  and  the  marriage  oi 
the  Princess  Margaret  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy."    Lingabd,  vol.  iii.  c.  24,  p.  5,  19, 

ko  edition 
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The  real  causes  of  this  memorable  quarrel,  in  which  Warwick  acquired  his 
title  of  King-maker,  appear  to  have  been  these. 

It  is  probable  enough,  as  Sharon  Turner  suggests,*  that  Warwick  was 
disappointed  that,  since  Edward  chose  a  subject  for  his  wife,  he  neglected 
the  more  suitable  marriage  he  might  have  formed  with  the  earl's  eldest 
daughter  :  and  it  is  impossible  but  that  the  carl  should  have  been  greatly 
chafed  in  common  with  all  his  order,  by  the  promotion  of  the  queen's  rela- 
tions^ new  men,  and  apostate  Lancastrians.  But  it  is  clear  that  th'jse 
causes  for  discontent  never  weakened  his  zeal  for  Edward  till  the  year  1467, 
when  we  chance  upon  the  true  origin  of  the  romance  concerning  Bona  of 
Savoy,  and  the  first  open  dissension  between  Edward  and  the  earl. 

Jn  that  year  Warwick  went  to  France,  to  conclude  an  alliance  with 
Louis  XI.,  and  to  secure  the  hand  of  one  of  the  French  princes  J  foi 
Margaret,  sister  to  Edward  IV.  ;  during  this  period,  Edward  received  the 
bastard  brother  of  Charles,  Count  of  Charolois,  afterwards  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy, and  arranged  a  marriage  between  Margaret  and  the  count. 

Warwick's  embassy  was  thus  dishonoured,  and  the  dishonour  was  aggra- 
vated by  persona]  enmity  to  the  bridegroom  Edward  had  preferred  §  The 
earl  retired  in  disgust  to  his  castle.  But  Warwick's  nature,  which  Hume  has 
happily  described  as  one  of"  undesigning  frankness  and  openness,"  ||  does 
not  seem  to  have  long  harboured  this  resentment.  By  the  intercession  of 
tin  Archbishop  of  York  and  others,  a  reconciliation  was  effected,  and  the 
next  year.  ;4(i8,  we  find  Warwick  again  in  favour,  and  even  so  far  forgetting 
his  own  former  cause  of  complaint  as  to  accompany  the  procession  in  honour 
of  Margaret's  nuptials  with  his  private  foe. \  In  the  following  year,  how- 
ever, arose  the  second  dissension  between  the  king  and  his  minister — viz.,  in 
the  king's  refusal  to  sanction  the  marriage  of  his  brother  Clarence  wifti  the 
earl's  daughter  Isabel;  a  refusal  which  was  attended  with  a  resolute  opposi- 
tion that  must  greatly  have  galled  the  pride  of  the  earl,  since  Edward  even 
went  so  far  as**  to  solicit  the  Pope  to  refuse  his  sanction,  on  the  ground  of 
relationship.  The  Pope,  nevertheless,  grants  the  dispensation,  and  the  mar- 
riage takes  place  at  Calais,  A  popular  rebellion  then  breaks  out  in  England. 
Some  of  Warwick's  kinsmen — those,  however,  belonging  to  the  branch  of 
the  Nevile  family,  that  had  always  been  Lancastrians,  and  at  variance  with 
the  earl's  party—  are  found  at  its  head.  The  king,  who  is  in  imminent 
danger,  writes  a  supplicating  letter  to  Warwick  to  come  to  his  aid.-f-f-  The 
ear)  again  forget.s  former  causes  for  resentment,  hastens  from  Calais, 
rescues  the  king,  and  quells  the  rebellion,  by  the  influence  of  his  popular 
name. 

*  Shakon  Tdbjkr,  Hist  England,  vol.iii.  p.  269.  tW  Wtb.506,  7.    Croyl.  542. 

}  Which  of  the  princes  this  was,  docs  not  appear,  and  can  scarcely  be  conjectured.  The 
Pictorial  History  of  England,  (Bookv.  102,)  in  a  tone  of  easy  decision,  says  "  it  was  one  of 
the  sonscf  Louis  XI."  But  Louis  had  no  living  sons  at  all  at  the  time.  The  Dauphin  was 
lot  born  till  thnc  years  afterwards.  The  most  probable  person  was  the  Duke  of  Guienns, 
L/mis's  broth'  r. 

f  The  Croyland  Historian,  who,  as  far  as  his  brief  and  meagre  record  extends,  is  the  best 

authority  'or  the  time  of  Edward  IV.,  vc- •;.  i  a  the  Burgundian  alliance  to  be  the 

ol  Warwick's  displeasure,  rather  than  the  king'*  marriage  with  Elizabeth  : — 

trhlcb  (them  i  rgiret  with  Charolois), Richard  Nevile,  E  irl  of  Warwick, 

who  bad    or  so  mun   years  ta  en  party  with  the  French  against  the  Burgundians,  con- 

n  i  I  hold  this  to  be  the  truer  cause  o(  hi*  re»  ntnn  i  >,  than  the 

kine;-- :  Elisabeth,  for  he  bad  rather  bare  procured  a  husband  for  the  afore- 

«\ul   Princess  Margaret  m  tie-  kingdom  oi  Ire  lyland  Historian  also  speakf 

onphaiically  ot  the  strong  animosity  existing  between  Charolois  and  Warwick. — Com . 

Croyi 

I  Hi  m,  Henry  VI.,  vol.  iii.  p.  172,  edit  INJ.'i.         f  LlNGABD.        *•  CARTE.   Wm.  Wyrk. 

*+  Ponton  Letters,  exeviii.  vol.  ii.,  KnightY  edition.  See  I.  ngard,  c.  24,  foi  the  true  date 
t<f  Edward's  letters  to  Warwick,  Clarence.  ■""'  rue  ArohWshop  ol  fork. 
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We  next  find  Edward  at  Warwick's  castle  of  Middlcham,  where,  accord- 
ing to  some  historians,  he  is  forcibly  detained,  an  assertion,  treated  by  others 
as  a  contemptible  invention  ;  this  question  will  he  examined  in  the  course 
of  this  work  ;*  but,  whatever  the  true  construction  of  the  story,  we  find  that 
Warwick  and  the  king  are  still  on  such  friendly  terms,  that  the  earl  marches 
in  person  against  a  rebellion  on  the  borders — obtains  a  signal  victory- — and 
that  the  rebel  leader  (the  earl's  own  kinsman)  is  beheaded  by  Edward  at 
York.  We  find  that,  immediately  after  this  supposed  detention,  Edward 
speaks  of  Warwick  and  his  brothers  "as  his  best  friends  "t — that  he 
betroths  his  eldest  (laughter  to  Warwick's  nephew,  the  male  heir  of  the 
family.  And  then  suddenly,  only  three  months  afterwards  (in  Feb.  1470), 
and  without  any  clear  and  apparent  cause,  we  find  Warwick  in  open  rebel- 
lion, animated  by  a  deadly  hatred  to  the  king,  refusing,  from  first  to  last,  all 
overtures  of  conciliation  ;  and  so  determined  is  his  vengeance  that  he  bows 
a  pride,  hitherto  morbidly  susceptible,  to  the  vehement  insolence  of  Margaret 
of  Anjou,  and  forms  the  closest  alliance  with  the  Lancastrian  party,  in  the 
destruction  of  which  his  whole  life  had  previously  been  employed  ! 

Here,  then,  where  History  leaves  us  in  the  dark — where  our  curiosity  is 
the  most  excited,  Fiction  gropes  amidst  the  ancient  chronicles,  and  seeks  to 
detect  and  to  guess  the  truth.  And  then,  Fiction,  accustomed  to  deal  with 
the  human  heart,  seizes  upon  the  paramount  importance  of  a  Fact  which  the 
modern  historian  has  been  contented  to  place  amongst  dubious  and  collateral 
causes  of  dissension.  We  find  it  broadly  and  strongly  stated,  by  Hall  and 
others,  that  Edward  had  coarsely  attempted  the  virtue  of  one  of  the  earl's 
female  relations.  "  And  farther  it  erreth  not  from  the  truth,"  says  Hall, 
"that  the  king  did  attempt  a  thing  once  in  the  carl's  house,  which  was  much 
against  the  earl's  honesty  ; — but  whether  it  was  the  daughter  or  the  niece," 
adds  the  chronicler,  "  was  not,  for  both  their  honours,  openly  known  ;  but 
sitri  hi  such  a  thing  was  attempted  by  King  Edward,"  &c. 

Any  one  at  all  familiar  with  Hall,  (and,  indeed,  with  all  our  principal 
chroniclers,  except  Fabyan,)  will  not  expect  any  accurate  precision  as  to  the 
date  he  assigns  for  the  outrage.  He  awards  to  it,  therefore,  the  same  date 
he  erroneously  gives  to  Warwick's  other  grudges,  (viz.,  a  period  brought 
some  years  lower  by  all  judicious  historians,) — a  date  at  which  Warwick  was 
still  Edward's  fastest  friend. 

Once  grant  the  probability  of  this  insult  to  the  earl  (the  probability  is 
conceded  at  once  by  the  more  recent  historians,  and  received  without  scruple 
as  a  fact  by  Rapin,  Habington,  and  Carte),  and  the  whole  obscurity  which 
involves  this  memorable  quarrel  vanishes  at  once.  Here  was,  indeed,  a 
wrong  never  to  be  forgiven,  and  yet  never  to  be  proclaimed.  As  Hall 
implies,  the  honour  of  the  earl  was  implicated  in  hushing  the  scandal,  and 
the  honour  of  Edward  in  concealing  the  offence.. — That,  if  ever  the  insult 
were  attempted,  it  must  have  been  just  previous  to  the  earl's  declared 
hostility,  is  clear.     Offences  of  that  kind  hurry  men  to  immediate  action  at 

*  See  Note  II. 

t  Paston  Letters,  cciv.  vol.  ii ,  Knight's  edition.  The  date  of  this  letter,  which  puzzled 
the  worthy  annotator,  is  clearly  to  tie  referred  to  Edward's  return  from  York,  after  his 
visit  to  Middleham  in  1 169.  No  mention  is  therein  made  by  the  gossiping  contemporary  of 
any  rumour  thai  Edward  had  suffered  imprisonment.  He  enters  the  city  in  state,  as 
having  returni  d  safe  and  victorious  from  ;i  formidable  rebellion.  'I  lie  letter  gors  on  to  say 
— "  Tin'  king  himself  hath  (thai  is.  holds)  good  language  of  the  Lords  i  larence,  of  War- 
wick, &e.,  saying,  '  they  be  lis  best  friends.1  "  Would  hi  say  this  if  just  escaped  iroin  a 
prison!  Sir  John  Paston,  tbi  writei  ol  the  letter,  adds,  it  is  true,  "But  his  household 
men  have  (hold)  other  language."  lnv  probably,  for  the  household  men  were  the  com  I 
creatures  always  at  variance  with  Warwick,  and  helc,  no  doubt,  the  same  language  thej 
bad  been  in  the  habit  of  holding  before. 
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the  first,  or  else,  if  they  stoop  to  dissimulation,  the  more  effectually  to 
avenge  afterwards,  the  outbreak  bides  its  seasonable  time.  But  the  time 
selected  by  the  earl  for  his  outbreak  was  the  very  worst  he  could  have 
chosen,  and  attests  the  influence  of  a  sudden  passion — a  new  and  uncalcu- 
lated  cause  of  resentment.  He  had  no  forces  collected — he  had  not  even 
sounded  his  own  brother-in-law,  Lord  Stanley,  (since  he  was  uncertain  of  his 
intentions,)  while,  but  a  few  months  before,  had  he  felt  any  desire  to 
dethrone  the  king,  he  could  either  have  suffered  him  to  be  crushed  by  the 
popular  rebellion  the  earl  himself  had  quelled,  or  have  disposed  of  his  person 
as  he  pleased,  when  a  guest  at  his  own  castle  of  Middleham.  His  evident 
want  of  all  preparation  and  forethought — a  want  which  drove  into  rapid  and 
compulsory  flight  from  England  the  baron  to  whose  banner,  a  few  months 
afterwards,  flocked  sixty  thousand  men — proves  that  the  cause  of  his  aliena- 
tion was  fresh  and  recent. 

If,  then,  the  cause  we  have  referred  to,  as  mentioned  by  Hall  and  others, 
seems  the  most  probable  we  can  find,  (mo  oilier  cause  for  such  abrupt  hostility 
being  discernible.)  the  date  for  it  must  be  placed  where  it  is  in  this  work — 
viz.,  just  prior  to  the  earl's  revolt.  The  next  question  is,  who  could  have 
been  the  lady  thus  offended,  whether  a  niece  or  daughter  ;  scarcely  a  niece. 
For  Warwick  had  one  married  brother,  Lord  .Montagu,  and  several  sisters, 
but  the  sisters  wen- married  to  lords  who  remained  friendly  to  Edward,* 
ami  Montagu  seems  to  have  had  no  daughter  out  of  childhood/)-  while  that 
nobleman  himself  did  not  share  Warwick's  rebellion  at  the  first,  but  con- 
tinued to  enjoy  the  confidence  of  Edward.  We  cannot  reasonably,  then, 
conceive  the  uncle  to  have  been  so  much  more  revengeful'than  the  parents — 
the  legitimate  guardians  of  the  honour  of  a  daughter.  It  is,  therefore,  more 
probable  that  the  insulted  maiden  should  have  been  one  of  Lord  Warwick's 
daughters,  and  this  is  the  general  belief.  Carte  plainly  declares  it  was 
Isabel.  But  Isabel  it  could  hardly  have  b  'en  ;  she  was  then  married  to 
Edward's  brother,  the  Duke  ol  Clarence,  and  within  a  month  of  her  confine- 
ment. The  earl  had  only  one  other  daughter,  Anne,  then  in  the  flower  of 
her  youth  :  and  though  Isabel  appears  to  have  possessed  a  more  striking 
character  ol  beauty,  Anne  must  have  had  no  inconsiderable  charms  to  have 
wen  the  love  of  the  Lancastrian  Prince  Edward,  and  to  have  inspired  a 
tender  and   human   affection   in   Richard   Duke  of  Gloucester.^     It  is  also 

•  Kxcept  the  Bisters  married  to  Lord  Fitzhugh  and  Lord  Oxford.     But  though  Fitzhugh, 
or  ra'her  bis  son,  broke  into  was  i  r  Bome  cat  Be  in  whi  b  Warwick  did  not 

sympathise,  for  by  Warwick  himsell  was  that  rebi  Uion  put  down  ;  nor  could  the  aggr  eved 
lady  have  been  a  daughter  of  Lord  Oxford's,  for  he  was  a  stanch,  though  not  avowed, 
Lancii-'  ally  kept  alool  from  the  court. 

t  Montagu's  wife  could  have  been  little  more  than  thirty  at  the  tin  e  ol  bis  death,    she 
married  again,  and  bad  a  family  by  lei  second  husband. 

{  N  .    inly  does  Majerus,  the  Flemish  Annalist,  speak  of  Richard's  etv  ,y  affection  to  Anne, 

but  Rieuard'e  pertinacity  in  marrying  her,  at  a  time  when  her  family  was  crushed  and 

fallen,  seen  e  t<  sanction  the  assertii  n.    True,  that     ichard  received  with  her  a  eonsider- 

bei  parents.    Lut  both  Anne  hersell  and  her  parents  were 

attainted,  and  the  whole  prnpert;  at  thedi 

mportant  services  on  Edward.    Hi  I  i    aithful  to  him  during 

the  rebe  dai  both  at  Barnet  and  Tewksbury. 

His  repul  ti'.n  «  i-  tin  a  exceedingly  high,  and  it  he  had  demanded,  as  a  legit  mate  reward, 

the  lands  of  Middleham,  will  rd  could  not  well  have  r<  fusi  d  them.     He 

j  bad  a  much  better  claim  th  ther  corapetitoi 

and  the  disguise  sin-  ai     mi       ei  Strl        nd's  Life  ol  Anne  ol  w  an 

Donour  of  Anne,  rather  than  of  Richard  to  wh   •  •  natters 

but  little,  it  may  lien  ije  ohs<  rvi  d  thai  ko  far  from  thi  re  U  big  any  ground  to  Mippi 
stet  was  an  arc  mp  ice  In  ib< 

•Jiere   1-   pi. lee   fJTOUSd 
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noticeable,  that  when,  not.  as  Shakspeare  represents,  but  after  long  solicita- 
tion, and  apparently  by  positive  coercion,  Anne  formed  her  iecond  marriage 
she  seems  to  have  been  kept  carefully  by  Richard  from  his  gay  brother's 
court,  and  rarely,  if  ever,  to  have  appeared  in  London  till  Edward  was 
no  more. 

That  considerable  obscurity  should  always  rest  upon  the  facts  connected 
with  Edward's  meditated  crime — that  they  should  never  bo  published 
amongst  the  grievances  of  the  haughty  rebel,  is  natural  from  the  very  dignity 
of  the  parties,  and  the  character  of  the  offence — that  in  such  obscurity, 
sober  History  should  not  venture  too  far  on  the  hypothesis  suggested  by  the 
chronicler,  is  right  and  laudable.  But  probably  it  will  be  conceded  by  all, 
that  here  Fiction  finds  its  lawful  province,  and  that  it  may  reasonably  help, 
by  no  improbable  nor  groundless  conjecture,  to  render  connected  and  cleai 
the  most  broken  and  the  darkest  fragments  of  our  annals. 

I  have  judged  it  better  partially  to  forestall  the  interest  of  the  reader  in 
my  narrative,  by  stating  thus  openly  what  he  may  expect,  than  to  encounter 
the  far  less  favourable  impression,  (if  he  had  been  hitherto  a  believer  in  the 
old  romance  of  Bona  of  Savoy,*)  that  the  author  was  taking  an  unwarrant- 
able liberty  with  the  real  facts,  when,  in  truth,  it  is  upon  the  real  facts,  as 
far  as  they  can  be  ascertained,  that  the  author  has  built  h's  tale,  and  his 
boldest  inventions  are  but  deductions  from  the  amplest  evidence  he  could 
collect.  Nay,  he  even  ventures  to  believe,  that  whoever,  hereafter,  shall 
write  the  history  of  Edward  IV.,  will  not  disdain  to  avail  himself  of  some 
suggestions  scattered  throughout  these  volumes,  and  tending  to  throw  new 
light  upon  the  events  of  that  intricate  but  important  period. 

It  is  probable  that  this  work  will  prove  more  popular  in  its  nature  than 
my  last  fiction  of  "  Zanoni,"  which  could  only  be  relished  by  those  interested 
in  the  examination  of  t:ie  various  problems  in  human  life  which  it  attempts 
to  solve.  But  both  fictions,  however  different  and  distinct  their  treat- 
ment, are  constructed  on  those  principles  of  art  to  which,  in  all  my 
later  works,  however  imperfect  my  success,  I  have  sought  at  least  steadily  to 
adhere. 

To  my  mind,  a  writer  should  sit  down  to  compose  a  fiction  as  a  painter 
prepares  to  compose  a  picture.  His  first  care  should  be  the  conception  of  a 
whole  as  lofty  as  his  intellect  can  grasp — as  harmonious  and  complete  as  his 
art  can  accomplish  ;  his  second  care,  the  character  of  the  interest  which  the 
details  are  intended  to  sustain. 

It  is  when  we  compare  works  of  imagination  in  writing,  with  works  of 
imagination  on  the  canvas,  that  we  can  best  form  a  critical  idea  of  the 
different  schools  which  exist  in  eat-di  ;  for  common  both  to  the  author  and 
the  painter  are  those  styles  which  we  call  the  Familiar,  the  Picturesque,  and 
the  Intellectual.  By  recurring  to  this  comparison  we  can  without  much 
difficulty  classify  works  of  Fiction  in  their  proper  order,  and  estimate  the 
rank  they  should  severally  hold.  The  Intellectual  will  probably  never  be  the 
most  widely  popular  for  the  moment.  He  who  prefers  to  study  in  this 
school  must  be  prepared  for  much  depreciation,  for  its  greatest  excellences, 
even  if  he  achieve  them,  are  not  the  most  obvious  to  the  many.     In  discuss- 

would  fain  hope  the  grandson  of  Henry  V.  did  die)  fiijhUntr  manfully  in  the  field. — Rar- 
lkian  Mss. ;  Stowe,  Chronicle  of  Tewkshury  ;*Sharon  Ti  knf.k,  vol.  iii.  p.  335. 

*  I  say,  the  old  romance  of  Bona  of  Savoy  — 10  far  as  Edward's  rejection  of  her  hand  for 
that  of  Elizabeth  firay,  is  stated  to  nave  made  I  he  cause  of  bis  quarrel  with  Warwick.  Hut 
I  do  not  deny  the  possibility  that  such  a  marriage  had  been  contemplated  and  advised  by 
Warwick,  though  he  neither  sought  to  negotiate  it,  nor  was  wronged  by  Edward'.-  preference 
of  his  fair  subject. 
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ing,  for  instance,  a  modern  vork,  wo  hear  it  [raised,  perhaps,  for  some 
striking  passage,  some  prominent  character  ;  but  when  do  we  ever  hear  any 
comment  on  its  harmony  of  construction,  on  its  fulness  of  design,  on  its 
ideal  character,-  on  ;tr  essentials,  'i  short,  as  a  work  of  art  ?  What  we  hear 
most  valued  in  the  picture,  we  often  find  the  must  neglected  in  the  book — 
viz.,  the  composition  ;  and  this, simply,  because  in  England  painting  is  recog- 
nised as  an  art,  and  estimated  according  to  definite  theories,  l.'r.t  in  litera- 
ture, we  ,uc.gi-  from  a  taste  never  formed — from  a  thousand  prejudices  and 
ignorant  predilections.  We  do  not  yet  comprehend  that  the  author  is  an 
artist,  and  that  the  true  rules  of  art  by  which  he  should  be  tested  are  precise 
and  immutable.  Hence  the  singular  and  fantastic  caprices  of  the  popular 
opinion— its  exaggerations  of  praise  or  censure- -its  passion  and  re-action. 
At  one  while,  its  solemn  contempt  for  Wordswortn — at  another,  its  absurd 
idolatry  At  one  while  we  are  stunned  by  the  noisy  elebrity  of  Byron — at 
another,  we  are  calmly  told  that  he  can  scarcely  be  called  a  poet  Each  of 
these  variations  in  the  public  is  implicitly  followed  by  the  vulgar  criticism  ; 
and  as  a  few  years  back  our  journals  vied  with  each  othor  in  ridiculing 
Wordsworth  for  the  faults  which  he  did  not  possess,  they  vie  n  w  with  each 
other  in  eulogiums  upon  the  merits  which  he  has  never  displayed. 

These  violent  fluctuations  betray  both  a  public  and  a  criticism  ■■itterly 
unschooled  in  the  elementary  principles  of  literary  art,  and  entitle  the 
humblest  author  to  dispute  the  censure  of  the  hour,  while  they  ought  to 
render  the  greatest  suspicious  of  its  praise. 

it  is,  then,  in  conformity,  not  with  any  presumptuous  conviction  of  his  owu 
superiority,  but  with  his  common  experience  and  common  sense,  that  every 
author  who  addresses  an  English  audience  in  serious  earnest  i-  permitted  to 
feel  that  his  final  sentence  rests  not  with  the  jury  before  which  he  is  first 
heard.  The  literary  history  of  the  day  consists  of  a  series  of  judgments  set 
aside. 

But  this  uncertainty  must  more  essentially  betide  every  student,  however 
lowly,  in  the  school  I  have  called  the  Intellectual,  which  must  ever  be  more  or 
less  at  variance  with  the  popular  canons;  it  is  its  bard  necessity  to  vex  and 
disturb  the  lazy  quietude  of  vulgar  taste,  for  unless  it  did  so,  it  could  neither 
elevate  nor  move.  He  who  resigns  the  Dutch  art  for  the  Italian  must 
continue  through  the  dark  to  explore  the  principles  upon  which  he  'bunds 
his  design— to  which  he  adapts  his  execution  ;  in  hope  or  in  despondence, 
still  faithful  to  the  theory  which  cares  less  for  the  amount  of  in t<  rest  created, 
than  for  V.-.v-  sources  from  which  the  interest  is  to  be  drawn — seeking  in 
action  the  movement  of  the  grander  passions,  or  the  subtler  springs  of  con- 
duct— seeking  in  repose  the  colouring  of  intellectual  beauty. 

The  Low  and  the  High  of  Art  are  not  very  readily  comprehended  ;  they 
depend  not  upon  the  worldly  degree  or  the  physical  condition  of  the  charao 
ters  delineated  ;  they  depend  entirely  upon  the  quality  of  the  emotion  which 
the  characters  are  intended  to  excite — viz.,  whether  of  sympathy  for  some- 
thing  low,  or  of  admiration  tor  something  high.      There  is  nothing  high  in  a 

I; "s   head  by  Teniers — there  is  nothing  low  in  a  boor's  head  by  Guido, 

What  makes  the  difference  between  the  two  ? — The  absence  or  presence  ol 
the  Ideal!  But  every  one  can  judge  of  the  merit  of  the  first — for  it  is  of 
tic-  Familiar  school— it  requires  a  connoisseur  to  see  the  merif  of  the  last, 
for  it  is  of  the  Intellectual, 

I  have  the  less  scrupled  to  leave  these  remarks  to  cavil  or  to  Barcasm, 
because  this  fiction  is  probably  the  last  with  which  1  shall  trespass  upon  the 
Public,  audi  am  desirous  that  it  shall  contain,  at  least,  my  avowal  ot    the 
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principles  upon  which  it  and  its  later  predecessors  have  been  composed  ; 
you  know  well,  however  others  may  dispute  the  fact,  the  earnestness  with 
which  those  principles  kave  been  meditated  and  pursued, — with  high  desire, 
if  but  with  poor  results. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  feel  that  the  aim,  which  I  value  more  than  the  success, 
is  comprehended  by  one,  whose  exquisite  taste  as  a  critic  is  only  impaired 
by  that  far  rarer  quality — the  disposition  to  over-estimate  the  person  you 
profess  to  esteem  !  Adieu,  my  sincere  and  valued  friend  ;  and  accept  as  a 
mute  token  of  gratitude  and  regard,  these  flowers  gathered  in  the  Garden 
where  we  have  so  often  roved  together. 

E.  L.  B. 

London, 

January,  1843. 


TREFACE 
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This  was  the  first  attempt  of  the  Author  in  Historical  Romanes 
upon  English  ground.  Nor  would  he  have  risked  the  disadvan- 
age  of  comparison  with  the  genius  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  had  he  not 
believed  that  that  great  writer  and  his  numerous  imitators  had 
left  altogether  unoccupied  the  peculiar  field  in  Historical  Romance 
which  the  Author  has  here  sought  to  bring  into  cultivation.  In 
"  The  Last  of  the  Barons,"  as  in  "  Harold,"  the  aim  has  been  to 
illustrate  the  actual  history  of  the  period  ;  and  to  bring  into  fuller 
display  than  general  History  itself  has  done,  the  characters  of  the 
principal  personages  of  the  time, — the  motives  by  winch  they  were 
probably  actuated, — the  state  of  parties, — the  condition  of  the 
people, — and  the  great  social  interests  which  were  involved  in 
what,  regarded  imperfectly,  appear  but  the  feuds  of  rival  factions. 

"  The  Last  of  the  Barons  "  has  been  by  many  esteemed  the 
best  of  the  Author's  romances;  and  perhaps  in  the  portraiture  of 
actual  character,  and  the  grouping  of  the  various  interests  and 
agencies  of  the  time,  it  may  have  produced  effects  which  render 
it  more  vigorous  and  life-like  than  any  of  the  other  attempts  in 
romance  by  the  same  hand. 
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It  will  be  observed  that  the  purely  imaginary  characters  intro 
duced  ai'e  very  few ;  and,  however  prominent  they  may  appear 
still,  in  order  not  to  interfere  with  the  genuine  passions  and 
events  of  history,  they  are  represented  as  the  passive  sufferers, 
not  the  active  agents,  of  the  real  events.  Of  these  imaginary 
characters,  the  most  successful  is  Adam  Warner,  the  philosopher 
in  advance  of  his  age  ;  indeed,  as  an  ideal  portrait,  I  look  upon 
it  as  the  most  original  in  conception,  and  the  most  finished  in 
execution,  of  any  to  be  found  in  my  numerous  prose  works. 
"  Zanoni  "  alone  excepted. 

For  the  rest,  I  venture  to  think  that  the  general  reader  will 
obtain  from  these  pages  a  better  notion  of  tbe  important  age, 
characterised  by  tbe  decline  of  the  feudal  system,  and  immediately 
preceding  that  great  change  in  society  which  we  usually  date  from 
the  accession  of  Henry  VII.,  than  he  could  otherwise  gather 
without  wading  through  a  vast  mass  of  neglected  chronicles 
antiquarian  dissertations. 
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BOOK     THE     FIRST. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE    PASTIME    GROUND    OF    OLD    COCKAIGNE. 


Westward,  beyond  the  still  plea- 
sant, but,  even  then,  no  longer  solitary, 
hamlet  of  Charing,  a  broad  space 
broken,  here  and  there,  by  scattered 
houses  and  venerable  pollards,  in  the 
early  spring  of  1467,  presented  the 
rural  scene  for  the  sports  and  pas- 
times of  the  inhabitants  of  Westmin- 
ster and  London.  Scarcely  need  we 
say  that  open  spaces  for  the  popular 
games  and  diversions  were  then  nu- 
merous in  the  suburbs  of  the  metro- 
polis. Grateful  to  some,  the  fresh 
pools  of  Islington  ;  to  others,  the 
grass-bare  fields  of  Finsbury  ;  to  all, 
the  hedgeless  plains  of  vast  Mile-end. 
But  the  site  to  which  we  are  now 
summoned,  was  a  new  and  maiden 
holiday  pound,  lately  bestowed  upon 
the  townsfolk  of  Westminster,  by  the 
powerful  Earl  of  Warwick. 

Raised  by  a  verdant  slope  above  the 
low  marsh  grown  .-oil  of  Westminster, 
the-  -round  communicated  to  the  left 
with  the  Brook  field-,  through  which 
stole  the  peaceful  Ty-bourne,  and  com 

manded   pros] is.  on  all   side-  fair, 

and  on  each  side  varied.  Behind, 
rose  the  twin  green  bills  of  Hampstead 
and  Highgate,  with  the  upland  park 
>nd  chase  of  Marybone  —its  stately 
manor-house  half  hid  in  wood-      in 


front,  might  be  seen  the  Convent  of 
the  Lepers,  dedicated  to  St.  James — 
now  a  palace ;  then,  to  the  left,  York 
House,*  now  Whitehall ;  farther  on, 
the  spires  of  Westminster  Abbey  and 
the  gloomy  tower  of  the  Sanctuary ; 
next,  the  Palace,  with  its  bulwark  and 
vawmure,  soaring  from  the  rivei . 
while,  eastward,  and  nearer  to  the 
scene,  stretched  the  long  bush-growl 
passage  of  the  Strand,  picturesquely 
varied  with  bridges,  and  flanked  to 
the  right  by  the  embattled  halls  o/ 
feudal  nobles,  or  the  inns  of  the  ut 
less  powerful  prelates, — while  sombr 
and  huge,  amidst  hall  and  inn,  loom  ; 
the  gigantic  ruins  of  the  Savoy,  demo- 
lished in  the  insurrection  of  Wat 
Tyler.  Farther  on,  and  farther  yet, 
the  eye  wandered  over  tower,  and 
gate,  and  arch,  and  spire,  with  fie 
quent  glimpses  of  the  broad  sunlit 
river,  and  the  opposite  shore  crowned 
by  the  palace  of  Lambeth,  and  the 
church    of  St.  Mary    Overies,   till    the 

indistinct     cluster     of     battlements 

around  the  Fortress  Palatine  bounded 

ious  gaze.      As  whatever  is  new 

is  for  a  while  popular,  so  to  this  pas- 


*  The   residence  of  the  Archbinliups  of 
York. 
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time-ground,  on  the  day  we  treat  of, 
flocked,  not  only  the  idlers  of  West- 
minster, but  the  lordly  dwellers  of  Lud- 
gate  and  the  Flete,  and  the  wealthy 
citizens  of  tumultuous  Chepe. 

The  ground  was  well  suited  to  the 
purpose  to  which  it  was  devoted. 
About  the  outskirts,  indeed,  there 
were  swamps  and  fish-pools;  but  a 
considerable  plot  towards  the  centre 
presented  a  level  sward,  already  worn 
bare  and  brown  by  the  feet  of  the 
multitude.  From  this,  towards  the 
left,  extended  alleys,  some  recently 
planted,  intended  to  afford,  in  sum- 
mer, cool  and  shady  places  for  the 
favourite  game  of  bowls ;  while  scat- 
tered clumps,  chiefly  of  old  pollards,  to 
the  right,  broke  the  space  agreeably 
enough  into  detached  portions,  each 
of  which  afforded  its  separate  pastime 
or  diversion.  Around  were  ranged 
many  carts,  or  waggons — horses  of  all 
B^rts  and  value  were  led  to  and  fro, 
while  their  owners  were  at  sport. 
Tents, awnings,  hostelries — temporary 
buildings — stages  for  showmen  and 
jugglers — abounded,  and  gave  the 
scene  the  appearance  of  a  fair.  But 
what  particularly  now  demands  our 
attention  was  a  broad  plot  in  the 
ground,  dedicated  to  the  noble  diver- 
sion of  archery.  The  reigning  House 
of  York  owed  much  of  its  military 
success  to  the  superiority  of  the  bow- 
men under  its  banners,  and  the  Lon- 
doners themselves  were  jealous  of 
their  reputation  in  this  martial  accom- 
plishment. For  the  last  fifty  years, 
notwithstanding  the  warlike  nature  of 
the  times,  the  practice  of  the  bow,  in 
the  intervals  of  peace,  had  been  more 
neglected  than  seemed  wise  to  the 
rulers.  Both  the  king  and  his  loyal 
city  had  of  late  taken  much  pains  to 
enforce  the  due  exercise  of  "  Goddes 
instrumente,"*  upon  which  an  edict 
had    declared    that    "  the     liberties 


*  «Jo  called  emphatically  by  liishop  Lati- 
mer, In  his  celebrated  Sixth  Sermon. 


and   honour  of  England   principal!} 
rested ! " 

And  numerous  now  was  the  attend 
ance,  not  only  of  the  citizens,  the 
burghers,  and  the  idle  populace,  but 
of  the  gallant  nobles  who  surrounded 
the  court  of  Edward  IV.,  then  in  the 
prime  of  his  youth  ;  the  handsomest, 
the  rnyov\  r>«  +.be  bravest  prince  in 
Christcudj    . 

The  royal  tour:  ent?,  (which  were, 
however,  waning  from  their  ancient 
lustre  to  kindle  afresh,  and  to  expire 
in  the  reigns  of  the  succeeding  Tudors.) 
restricted  to  theamusements  of  knight 
and  noble,  no  doubt  presented  more 
of  pomp  and  splendour  than  the  mot- 
ley and  mixed  assembly  of  all  ranks 
that  now  grouped  around  the  compe- 
titors for  the  silver  arrow,  or  listened 
to  the  itinerant  jongleur,  dissour,  or 
minstrel; — or,  seated  under  the  stunted 
shade  of  the  old  trees,  indulged  with 
eager  looks,  and  hands  often  wander- 
ing to  their  dagger  hilts,  in  the  ab- 
sorbing passion  of  the  dice ;  but  no 
later  and  earlier  scenes  of  revelry  ever, 
perhaps,  exhibited  that  heartiness  of 
enjoyment,  that  universal  holiday, 
which  attended  this  mixture  of  every 
class,  and  established  a  rude  equality 
for  the  hour — between  the  knight - 
and  the  retainer,  the  burgess  and  the 
courtier. 

The  Revolution  that  placed  Ed- 
ward IV.  upon  the  throne,  had,  in 
fact,  been  a  popular  one.  Not  only 
had  the  valour  and  moderation  of  his 
father  Richard,  Duke  of  York,  be- 
queathed a  heritage  of  affection  to  hia 
brave  and  accomplished  son — not  only 
were  the  most  beloved  of  the  great 
barons,  the  leaders  of  hi?  party— but 
the  King  himself,  partly  from  inclina- 
tion, partly  from  policy,  spared  no 
pains  to  win  the  good  graces  of  that 
slowly  rising,  but  even  then  important 
part  of  the  population — the  Middle 
Class.  He  was  the  first  king  who 
descended,  without  loss  of  dignity  and 
respect,  from  the  society  of  his  peers 
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and  princes,  to  join  familiarly  in  the 
feasts  and  diversions  of  the  merchant 
and  the  trader.  The  lord  mayor  and 
council  of  London  were  admitted,  on 
more  than  one  solemn  occasion,  into 
the  deliberations  of  the  Court ;  and 
Edward  had  not  long  since,  on  the 
coronation  of  his  queen,  much  to  the 
discontent  of  certain  of  his  barons, 
conferred  the  Knighthood  of  the 
Bath  upon  four  of  the  citizens.  On 
the  other  hand,  though  Edward's  gal- 
lantries— the  only  vice  which  tended 
to  diminish  his  popularity  with  the 
sober  burgesses — were  little  worthy 
of  his  station,  his  frank,  joyous  fami- 
liarity with  his  inferiors,  was  not 
debased  by  the  buffooneries  that  had 
led  to  the  reverses  and  the  awful  fate 
of  two  of  his  royal  predecessors. 
There  must  have  been  a  popular 
principle,  indeed,  as  well  as  a  popular 
famy,  involved  in  the  steady  and 
ardent  adherence  which  the  popula- 
tion of  London,  in  particular,  and 
most  of  the  great  cities, -exhibited  to 
the  person  and  the  cause  of  Edward  IV. 
There  was  a  feeling  that  his  reign 
was  an  advance,  in  civilisation,  upon 
the  monastic  virtues  of  Henry  VI., 
and  the  stern  ferocity  which  accom- 
panied the  great  qualities  of  "  The 
Foreign  Woman,"  as  the  people  styled 
and  regarded  Henry's  consort,  Mar- 
garet of  Anjou.  While  thus  the  gifts, 
the  courtesy,  and  the  policy  of  the 
young  sovereign  made  him  popular 
with  the  middle  classes,  he  owed  the 
allegiance  of  the  more  powerful  barons 
and  the  favour  of  the  rural  population 
to  a  man  who  stood  colossal  amidst 
the  iron  images  of  the  Age  —  the 
greatest  and  the  last  of  the  old  Nor- 
man Chivalry — kinglier  in  pride,  in 
6tate,  in  possessions,  and  in  renown, 
than  the  king  himself — Richard 
Nevile,  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  War- 
wick. 

This  princely  personage,  in  the  full 
vigour  of  his  age,  possessed  all  the 
attributes  that  endear  the  nolle  to  the 


commons.  His  valour  in  the  field  was 
accompanied  with  a  generosity  rare  in 
the  captains  of  the  time.  He  valued 
himself  on  sharing  the  perils  and  the 
hardships  of  his  meanest  soldier.  His 
haughtiness  to  the  great  was  not  in- 
compatible with  frank  affability  to 
the  lowly.  His  wealth  was  enormous, 
but  it  was  equalled  by  his  magnifi- 
cence, and  rendered  popular  by  his 
lavish  hospitality.  No  less  than  thirty 
thousand  persons  are  said  to  have 
feasted  daily  at  the  open  tables  with 
which  he  allured  to  his  countless 
castles  the  strong  hands  and  grateful 
hearts  of  a  martial  and  unsettled 
population.  More  haughty  than  am- 
bitious, he  was  feared  because  he 
avenged  all  affront ;  and  yet  not 
envied,  because  he  seemed  above  all 
favour. 

The  holiday  on  the  archery-ground 
was  more  than  usually  gay,  for  the 
rumour  had  spread  from  the  court  to 
the  city,  that  Edward  was  about  to 
increase  his  power  abroad,  and  to 
repair  what  he  hail  lost  in  the  eyes  of 
Europe,  through  his  marriage  with 
Elizabeth  Gray — by  allying  his  sister 
Margaret  with  the  brother  of  Louis  XL, 
and  that  no  less  a  person  than  the 
Earl  of  Warwick  had  been  the  day 
before  selected  as  ambassador  on  the 
important  occasion. 

Various  opinions  were  entertained 
upon  the  preference  given  to  France 
in  this  alliance,  over  the  rival  candi- 
date for  the  hand  of  the  princess — 
viz.,  the  Count  de  Charolois,  after- 
wards Charles  the  Bold,  Duke  of 
Burgundy. 

"  By'r  Lady,"  said  a  stout  citizen, 
about  the  age  of  fifty,  "  but  I  am  not 
over  pleased  with  this  French  mar- 
riage-making!  I  would  liefer  the 
stout  earl  were  going  to  France  with 
bows  and  bills,  than  sarcenets  and 
satins.  What  will  become  of  our 
trade  with  Flanders — answer  me  that, 
Master  Stoktonl  The  House  of  York 
is  a  jcood  house,  and  the  king  is  a 
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good  king,  hut  trade  is  trade.  Every 
man  must  draw  water  to  his  own 
mill." 

"  Hush,  Master  Heyford  !  "  said  a 
small  lean  man  in  a  light-grey  sur- 
coat.  "  The  king  loves  not  talk  about 
what  the  king  does.  'Tis  ill  jesting 
with  lions.  Remember  William 
Walker,  hanged  for  saying  his  son 
should  be  heir  to  the  Crown." 

"  Troth,"  answered  Master  Heyford, 
nothing  daunted,  for  he  belonged  to 
one  of  the  most  powerful  corporations 
of  London — "  it  was  but  a  scurvy  Pep 
perer  *  who  ma^e  that  joke.  But  a 
joke  from  a  worshipful  goldsmith,  who 
has  monies  and  influence,  and  a  fair 
wife  of  his  own,  whom  the  king  him- 
self has  been  pleased  to  commend,  is 
another  guess  sort  of  matter.  But 
here 's  my  grave-visaged  headman, 
who  always  contrives  to  pick  up  the 
last  gossip  astir,  and  has  a  deep  eye 
into  millstones.  Why,  ho,  there ! 
Alwyn — I  say,  Nicholas  Alwyn  ! — who 
would  have  thought  to  see  thee  with 
that  bow,  a  good  half  ell  taller  than 
thyself?  Methought  thou  wert  too 
sober  and  studious  for  such  man-at- 
arms  sort  of  devilry." 

"An'  it  please  you,  Master  Hey- 
ford," answered  the  person  thus  ad- 
dressed— a  young  man,  pale  and  lean, 
though  sinewy  and  large-boned,  with 
a  countenance  of  great  intelligence, 
but  a  slow  and  somewhat  formal  man- 
ner of  speech,  and  a  strong  provincial 
accent — "An'  it  please  you,  King 
Edward's  edict  ordains  every  English- 
man to  have  f.  bow  of  his  own  height; 
and  he  who  neglects  the  shaft  on  a 
holiday,  forfeiteth  one  halfpenny  ami 
some  honour.  For  the  rest,  methinks 
that  the  citizens  of  London  will  be- 
come of  more  worth  and  potency  every 
year;  and  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  ii' 
I  do  not,  though  but  a  humble  head- 
man to  your  worshipful  mastership, 
help  to  make  them  so." 


*  Old  name  for  Grocer. 


"  Why,  that 's  well  said,  lad  ;  but 
if  the  Londoners  prosper,  it  is  be- 
cause they  have  nobles  in  their  gip- 
bires,*  not  bows  in  their  hands." 

"Thinkest  thou,  then,  Master  Hey- 
ford, that  any  king  at  a  pinch  would 
leave  them  the  gipsire.  if  they  could 
not  protect  it  with  the  bow  ?  That 
Age  may  have  gold,  let  not  Youth 
despise  iron." 

"Body  o'  me!"  cried  Master  Hey- 
ford, "  but  thou  hadst  better  curb  in 
thy  tongue.  Though  T  have  my  jest — 
as  a  rich  man  and  a  corpulent — a  lad 
who  has  his  way  to  make  good  should 
be  silent  and — but  he 's  gone." 

"  Where  hooked  you  up  that  young 
jack-fish  .'"  said  Master  Stokton — the 
thin  mercer,  who  had  reminded  the 
goldsmith  of  the  fate  of  the  grocer. 

"  Why  he  was  meant  for  the  cowl, 
but  his  mother,  a  widow,  at  his  own 
wish,  let  him  make  choice  of  the  flat 
cap.  He  was  the  best  'prentice  ever 
I  had.  By  the  blood  of  St.  Thomas, 
he  will  push  his  way  in  good  time  ; 
he  has  a  head,  Master  Stokton — a 
head— and  an  ear;  and  a  great  big 
pair  of  eyes  always  looking  out  for 
something  to  his  proper  advantage." 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  goldsmith's 
headman  had  walked  leisurely  up  to 
the  Archery-Ground,  and  even  in  his 
gait  and  walk,  as  he  thus  repaired  to 
a  pastime,  there  was  something  steady, 
staid,  and  business-like. 

The  youths  of  his  class  and  calling 
were  at  that  day  very  different  from 
their  equals  in  this.  Many  of  them 
the  sons  of  provincial  retainers,  seme 
even  of  franklins  and  gentlemen 
their  childhood  had  made  them  fami- 
liar with  the  splendour  and  the  sports 
of  knighthood  ;  tbey  had  learned  t(, 
wrestle,  to  cudgel,  to  pitch  the  bar  or 
the  quoit,  to  draw  the  bow,  and  to 
practise  the  sword  and  buckler,  before 
transplanted  from  the  village  green 


*  Gipsire,  a  kind  of  pouch  worr  at  tha 
girdle 
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to  the  city  stall.  And,  even  then, 
the  constant  broils  and  ware  of  the 
time — the  example  of  their  betters  — 
the  holiday  spectacle  of  mimic  si  rite  — 
and,  above  all,  the  powerful  and  cor- 
porate association  they  formed  amongst 
themselves  tended  to  make  them  as 
wild,  as  jovial,  and  as  dissolute  a  set 
of  young  fellows  as  their  | 
are  aoi  ireful,  and  discreet. 

And  as  Nicholas  Alwyn,  with  a  slight 
inclination  of  bis  head,  passed  by, 
two  or  three  loud,  swaggering,  bold- 
looking  groups  of  apprentices — their 
slriu-y  hair  streaming  over  their 
shoulders— their  caps  on  one  side — 
their  short  cloaks  of  blue,  torn  or 
patched,  though  still  passably  new — 
their  bludgeons  under  their  arms — and 
their  whole  appearance  and  manner 
not  very  dissimilar  from  the  German 
collegians  in  the  last  century— nota- 
bly contrasted  Alwyn's  prim  dress, 
his  precise  walk,  and  the  feline  care 
with  which  he  Stepped  aside  from  any 
patches  of  mire  that  might  sully  the 
soles  of  his  square-toed  shoes. 

The  idle  apprentices  winked  and 
whispered,  and  lolled  out  their  tongues 
at  him  as  he  passed.  "  Oh  !  but  that 
must  be  as  good  as  a  May-Fair  day — 
6ober  Nick  Alwyn's  maiden  flight  of 
the  shaft.  Hollo,  puissant  archer. 
take  care  of  the  goslings  yonder .' 
Look  this  way  when  thou  pull'st,  and 
then  woe  to  the  other  side  !"  Vcnt- 
se  and  many  similar  specimens 
of  the  humour  of  Cockaigne,  the 
apprentices,  however,  followed  their 
quondam  colleague,  and  elbowed  their 
way  into  the  crowd  gathered  around 
npetitors  at  the  hut's  ;  ami  it 
was  at  this  spot,  commanding  a  view 
of  the  whole  space,  that  the  spectator 
might  well  have  formed  son,,' 
of  the  vast  following  of  the  House 
of  N'evile.  For  everywhere  along  the 
front  lines — everywhere  in  tfa 
tercd  groups — might  be  seen,  glisten- 
ing in  the  sunlight,  the  armorial 
badges  uf  thai  mighty  family.    The 


Pied  Bull,  which  was  the  proper  cog- 
tuzance*  of  the  Neviles,  was  princi- 
pally bornt  by  the  numerous  kinsmen 
of  Karl  Warwick,  who  rejoiced  in  the 
Nevile  name.      The    Lord   Montagu, 
Warwiek"s  brother,  to  whom  the  King 
had    granted    tin;     forfeit    title    and 
estates  of  the   Earls  of  Northumber- 
land, distinguished  his  own  retainers, 
however,  by  the  special   crest  of  the 
ancient  Montagus—  a  Grj  phon  isauant 
from  a  ducal  crown.     But  far  more 
numerous    than     Bull    or    Gryphon 
(numerous  as  either  seemed)  were  the 
badges  borne  by    those  who   ranked 
themselves  among   the   peculiar   fol- 
lowers of  the  great  Earl  of  Warwick  : 
— The  cognizance   of  the    Bear  and 
Sagged   Staff,   which   he  assumed   in 
right  of  the  Beauchamps,  whom  he 
represented    through    his    wife,   the 
heiress  of  the  Lords  of  Warwick,  was 
worn  in  the  hats  of  the  more  gentle 
and  wellborn  clansmen  and  followers, 
while   the    Ragged    Staff  alone    was 
worked,  front  and  back,  on  the  scarlet 
jackets  of  his  more  humble  and  per- 
sonal retainers.     It  was    a  matter  of 
popular  notice  and  admiration,  that 
in  those  who  bore  these  badges,  as  in 
the  wearers  of  the  hat  and  staff  of  the 
ancient  Spartans,  might  be  traced  a 
grave  loftiness  of  bearing,  as  if  they 
belonged  to  another  caste — another 
race  than  the  herd  of  men.     Near  the 
place    where    the  rivals  for  the  silver 
arrow   were  collected,  a  lordly  party 
had  reined  in  their  palfreys,  and  con- 
versed with  each  other,  as  the  judges 
of  the   field    were    marshalling    the 
competitors. 

"  Who,"  said  one  of  these  gallant*. 
'•  « ho  is  that  comely  young  fellow 
just  below  us,  with  the  Nevile  cog- 
nizance of  the  Bull  on  his  hat  (  He 
h.is  i  he  air  of  one-  1  should  know." 

"  I  never  saw  him  before,  my  Lord  of 
Northumberland,"  answered  one  of  the 


*  The  Pled  Bull  the  oognlmnoe— the  Dii* 

Hull's  bead  the  ni'.t 
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gentlemen  thus  addressed,  "  but,  par- 
dieu,  he  who  knows  all  the  Neviles  by 
eye,  must  know  half  England."  The 
Lord  Montagu,  for  though  at  that 
moment  invested  with  the  titles  of 
the  Percy,  by  tiiat  name  Earl  War- 
wick's brother  is  known  to  history, 
aud  by  that,  his  rightful  name,  he 
shall  therefore  be  designated  in  these 
pages; — the  Lord  Montagu  smiled 
graciously  at  this  remark,  and  a  mur- 
mur through  the  crowd  announced 
that  the  competition  for  the  silver 
arrow  was  about  to  commence.  The 
butts,  formed  of  turf,  with  a  small 
white  mark  fastened  to  the  centre  by 
a  very  minute  peg,  were  placed  apart, 
one  at  each  end,  at  the  distance  of 
eleven  score  yards.  At  the  extremity, 
where  the  shooting  commenced,  the 
crowd  assembled,  taking  care  to  keep 
clear  from  the  opposite  butt,  as  the 
warning  word  of  "  Fast "  was  thun- 
dered forth  ;  but  eager  was  the  general 
murmur,  and  many  were  the  wagers 
given  and  accepted,  as  some  well- 
known  archer  tried  his  chance.  Near 
the  butt,  that  now  formed  the  target, 
stood  the  marker  with  his  white  wand ; 
and  the  rapidity  with  which  archer 
after  archer  discharged  his  shaft,  and 
then,  if  it  missed,  hurried  across  the 
ground  to  pick  it  up,  (for  arrows  were 
dear  enough  not  to  be  lightly  lost,) 
amidst  the  jeers  and  laughter  of  the 
Liystanders,  was  highly  animated  and 
diverting.  As  yet,  however,  no 
marksman  had  hit  the  white,  though 
many  had  gone  close  to  it,  when 
Nicholas  Alwyn  stepped  forward ; 
and  there  was  something  so  un-n  arlike 
in  his  whole  air,  so  prim  in  his  gait, 
so  careful  in  his  deliberate  survey  of 
tho  shaft,  and  his  precise  adjustment 
of  the  leathern  gauntlet  that  protected 
the  arm  from  the  painful  twang  of  the 
string,  that  a  general  burst  of  laughter 
from  the  bystanders  attested  their 
anticipation  of  a  signal  failure. 

"  'Fore   heaven !  "    said    Montagu, 
"  he  handles  his  bow  an'  it  were  a 


yard  measure.  One  would  think  he 
were  about  to  bargain  for  the  bow- 
string, he  eyes  it  so  closely." 

"  And  now,"  said  Nicholas,  slowly 
adjusting  the  arrow,  "a  shot  for  the 
honour  of  old  Westmoreland  !"  And 
as  he  spoke,  the  arrow  sprang  gal- 
lantly forth,  and  quivered  in  the  very 
heart  of  the  white.  There  was  a 
general  movement  of  surprise  among 
the  spectators,  as  the  marker  thrice 
shook  his  wand  over  his  head.  But 
Alwyn,  as  indifferent  to  their  respect 
a-«  he  had  been  to  their  ridicule, 
turned  round  and  said,  with  a  signifi- 
cant glance  at  the  silent  nobles,  "  We 
springals  of  London  can  take  care  of 
our  own,  if  need  be." 

"  These  fellows  wax  insolent.  Our 
good  king  spoils  them,"  said  Montagu; 
with  a  curl  of  his  lip.  "  I  wish  some 
young  squire  of  gentle  blood  would 
not  disdain  a  shot  for  the  Nevile 
against  the  craftsman.  How  say  you, 
fair  sir  1"  And,  with  a  princely 
courtesy  of  mien  and  smile,  Lord 
Montagu  turned  to  the  young  man  he 
had  noticed,  as  wearing  the  cognizance 
of  the  First  House  in  England.  The 
bow  was  not  the  customary  weapon  of 
the  well-born  ;  but  still,  in  youth,  its 
exercise  formed  one  of  the  accom- 
plishments of  the  future  knight,  and 
even  princes  did  not  disdain,  on  a 
popular  holiday,  to  match  a  shaft 
against  the  yeoman's  cloth-yard.*  The 
young  man  thus  addressed,  and  whose 
honest,  open,  handsome,  hardy  face 
augured  a  frank  and  fearless  nature, 
bowed  his  head  in  silence,  and  then 
slowly  advancing  to  the  umpires, 
craved  permission  to  essay  his  skill, 
and  to  borrow  the  loan  of  a  shaft  and 
bow.  Leave  given  and  the  weapons 
lent— as  the  young  gentleman  took 
•his  stand,  his  comely  person,  his  dress, 


*  At  a  later  period,  Henry  VIII.  was  a 
match  for  the  best  bowman  in  his  kingdom. 
His  accomplishment  was  hereditary,  and 
distinguished  alike  his  wise  father  and  b>« 
piuus  eon. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


of  a  better  quality  than  that  of  the 
competitors  hitherto,  and,  above  all, 
the  Nevile  badge  worked  in  silver  on 
his  hat,  diverted  the  general  attention 
from  Nicholas  Alwyn.  A  mob  is 
usually  inclined  to  aristocratic  predi- 
lections, and  a  murmur  of  goodwill 
and  expectation  greeted  him,  when 
he  put  aside  the  gauntlet  ottered  to 
him,  and  said,  "In  my  youth  I  was 
taught  so  to  brace  the  bow  that  the 
Btring  should  not  touch  the  arm  ;  and 
though  eleven  score  yards  be  but  a 
boy's  distance,  a  good  archer  will  lay 
his  body  into  his  bow  *  as  much  as  if 
he  were  to  hit  the  blanc  four  hundred 
yards  away." 

"  A  tall  fellow  this  !"  said  Montagu; 
"and  one,  I  wot,  from  the  North,"  as 
the  young  gallant  fitted  the  shift  to 
the  bow.  And  graceful  and  artistic 
was  the  attitude  he  assumed,  the 
head  slightly  inclined,  the  feet  firmly 
planted,  the  left  a  little  in  advance, 
and  the  stretched  sinews  of  the  bow- 
hand  alone  evincing  that  into  that 
grasp  was  pressed  the  whole  strength 
of  the  easy  and  careless  frame.  The 
public  expectation  was  not  disap- 
pointed— the  youth  performed  the  feat 
considered  of  all  the  most  dexterous, 
his  arrow  disdaining  the  white  mark, 
struck  the  small  peg  which  fastened 
it  to  the  butts,  and  which  seemed 
literally  invisible  to  the  bystanders. 

"Holy  St.  Dunstan !  there's  but 
one  man  who  can  beat  me  in  that  sort 
that  I  know  of,"  muttered  Nicholas, 
"and  I  little  expected  to  see  him  take 
a  bite  out  of  his  own  hip."  With  that 
he  approached  his  successful  rival. 

"  Well,  Master  Marmaduke,"  said 
he,    "  it  is   many  a  year  since  you 


*  "  My  father  taught  me  to  lay  my  body 
In  my  buw,"  Sic,  said  Latimer,  in  his  well- 
known  sermon  before  Edward  VI — 1549. 
The  Bishop  also  herein  observes,  thai  "  it  >■. 
best  to  «ive  the  bow  10  much  bending  that 
the  btring  need  never  touch  tin-  arm.     I  hi-.," 

e  adds, "  i->  practised  bj  many  good  archers 
with  w h-jiu  I  am  acquainted." 


showed  me  that  trick  at  your  father, 
Sir  Guy's—  God  rest  him  !  But  I  scarce 
take  it  kind  in  you  to  beat  your  own 
countryman !" 

"  Beshrew  me  ! "  cried  the  youth, 
and  his  cheerful  features  brightened 
into  hearty  and  cordial  pleasure; 
"  but  if  I  see  in  thee,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
my  old  friend  and  foster-brother,  Nick 
Alwyn,  this  is  the  happiest  hour  I 
!  have  known  for  many  a  day.  But 
stand  back  and  let  me  look  at  thee, 
man !  Thou !  thou  a  tame  London 
trader  !     Ha  !  ha  ! — is  it  possible?" 

"  Hout,  Master  Marmaduke,"  an- 
swered Nicholas,  "  every  crow  thinks 
his  own  baird  bonniest,  as  they  say  in 
the  North.  We  will  talk  of  this  anon, 
an'  thou  wilt  honour  me.  I  suspect 
the  archery  is  over  now.  Few  will 
think  to  mend  that  shot." 

And  here,  indeed,  the  umpires 
advanced,  and  their  chief — an  old 
mercer,  who  had  once  borne  arms,  and 
indeed  been  a  volunteer  at  the  battle 
of  Touton — declared  that  the  contest 
was  over,  "  Unless,"  he  added,  in  the 
spirit  of  a  lingering  fellow-feeling  with 
the  Londoner,  "  this  young  fellow, 
whom  I  hope  to  see  an  alderman  one 
of  these  days,  will  demand  another 
shot,  for  as  yet  there  hath  been  but 
one  prick  each  at  the  butts." 

"  Nay,  master,"  returned  Alwyn, 
"  I  have  met  with  my  betters — and, 
after  all,"  he  added,  indifferently, 
"  the  silver  arrow,  though  a  pretty 
bauble  enough,  is  over  light  in  its 
weight." 

"  Worshipful  sir,"  said  the  young 
Nevile,  with  equal  generosity,  "  I 
cannot  accept  the  prize  for  a  mere 
trick  "('  the  craft — the  blanc  was  al- 
ready disposed  of  by  Master  Alwyn's 
arrow.  Moreover,  the  contest  was 
intended  for  the  Londoners,  and  I 
am  but  an  interloper  —  beholden  to 
their  courtesy  for  a  practice  of  skill 

and  even  the  loan  of  a  bow — where- 
fore the  silver  arrow  be  given  to 
Nicholas  Alwyn." 
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"  That  may  not  be,  gentle  sir,"  said 
the  umpire,  extending  the  prize. 
"  Sith  Alwyn  vails  of  himself,  it  is 
ferine,  by  might  and  by  right." 

The  Lord  Montagu  had  not  been 
inattentive  to  this  dialogue,  and  he 
now  said,  in  a  loud  tone  that  silenced 
the  crowd,  "  Young  Badgeman,  thy 
gallantry  pleases  me  no  less  than  thy 
skill.  Take  the  arrow,  for  thou  hast 
won  it ;  but,  as  thou  seemest  a  new 
comer,  it  is  right  thou  shouldst  pay 
thy  tax  upon  entry — this  be  my  task. 
Come  hither,  I  pray  thee,  good  sir," 
and  the  nobleman  graciously  beck- 
oned to  the  mercer ;  "  be  these  five 
nobles  the  prize  of  whatever  Lon- 
doner shall  acquit  himself  best  in  the 
bold  English  combat  of  quarter-staff, 
and  the  prize  be  given  in  this  young 
archer's  name.     Thy  name,  youth  ?" 

"  Marmaduke  Nevile,  good  my 
lord." 

Montagu  smiled,  and  the  umpire 
withdrew  to  make  the  announcement 
to  the  bystaDders.  The  proclamation 
was  received  with  a  shout  that  tra- 
versed from  group  to  group,  and  line 
to  line,  more  hearty  from  the  love  and 
honour  attached  to  the  name  of  Ne- 
vile, than  even  from  a  sense  of  the 
gracious  generosity  of  Earl  Warwick's 
brother.  One  man  alone,  a  sturdy, 
well-knit  fellow,  in  a  franklin's  Lin- 
coln broadcloth,  and  with  a  hood  half- 
drawn  over  his  features,  did  not  join 
the  popular  appl  tuse.  "  These  York- 
ists," he  muttered,  "  know  well  how 
to  fool  the  people." 

Meanwhile,  the  young  Nevile  still 
stood  by  the  gilded  stirrup  of  the 
great  noble  who  had  thus  hnnoured 
him,  and  contemplated  him  with  that 
respect  and  interest  which  a  youth's 
ambition  ever  feels  for  those  who 
have  won  a  name. 

The  Lord  Montagu  bore  a  very  dif- 
ferent character  from  his  puissant 
brother.  Though  so  skilful  a  captain, 
that  he  had  never  been  known  to  lose 
a  battle,  his  fame  as  a  warrior  was, 


strange  to  say,  below  that  of  the  great 
Earl,  whose  prodigious  strength  had 
accomplished  those  personal  feats 
that  dazzled  the  populace,  and  re\  ived 
the  legendary  renown  of  the  earlier 
Norman  knighthood.  The  caution 
and  wariness  indeed  which  Montagu 
displayed  in  battle,  probably  caused 
his  success  as  a  general,  and  the  in- 
justice done  co  him,  (at  least  by  the 
vulgar,)  as  a  soldier.  Rarely  had 
Lord  Montagu,  though  his  courage 
was  indisputable,  been  known  to  mix 
personally  in  the  affray.  Like  the 
captains  of  modern  times,  he  con- 
tented himself  with  directing  the 
manoeuvres  of  his  men,  and  hence 
preserved  that  inestimable  advantage 
of  coldness  and  calculation,  which  was 
not  always  characteristic  of  the  eager 
hardihood  of  his  brother.  The  cha- 
racter of  Montagu  differed  yet  more 
from  that  of  the  Earl  in  peace  than  in 
war.  He  was  supposed  to  excel  in  all 
those  supple  arts  of  the  courtier, 
which  Warwick  neglected  or  de- 
spised ;  and  if  the  last  was,  on  great 
occasions,  the  adviser,  the  other,  in 
ordinary  life,  was  the  companion  ol 
his  sovereign.  Warwick  owed  his 
popularity  to  his  own  large,  open, 
daring,  and  lavish  nature.  The  sub- 
tler Montagu  sought  to  win,  by  care 
and  pains,  what  the  other  obtained 
without  an  effort.  He  attended  the 
various  holiday  meetings  of  the  citi- 
zens, where  Warwick  was  rarely  seen. 
He  was  smooth-spoken  and  courteous 
to  his  equals,  and  generally  affable, 
though  with  constraint,  to  his  inte- 
riors. He  was  a  close  observer,  and 
not  without  that  genius  for  intrigue, 
which  in  rude  ages  passes  for  the 
talent  of  a  statesman.  Andyet  in  that 
thorough  knowledge  i>t'  the  habits 
;md  tastes  of  the  great  mass,  which 
gives  wisdom  to  a  ruler,  he  was  far 
inferior  to  the  Earl.  In  common  with 
his  brother,  he  was  gifted  with  the 
majesty  of  mien  which  imposes  on  the 
eye,  and  his   port  and   countenance 
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were  such  as  became  the  prodigal 
expense  of  velvet,  minever,  gold, 
and  jewels,  by  which  the  gorgeous 
magnates  of  the  day  communicated  to 
their  appearance  the  arrogant  splen- 
dour of  their  power.  "  Young  gen- 
tleman," said  the  earl,  after  eyeing 
with  some  attention  the  comely  archer, 
"  1  am  pic  ised  I  hai  you  bear  the  name 
of  Nevile.  Vouchsafe  to  inform  me 
to  what  scion  of  our  house  we  are 
this  day  indebted  for  the  credit  with 
which  you  have  upborne  its  cogni- 
zance ? " 

"  I  fear,"  answered  the  youth  with 
a  slight,  but  not  ungraceful  hesitation, 
"  that  my  Lord  of  Montagu  and  North- 
umberland will  hardly  forgive  the 
presumption  with  which  I  have  in- 
truded upon  this  assembly  a  name 
borne  by  nobles  so  illustrious,  espe- 
cially if  it  belong  to  those  less  fortu- 
nate branches  of  his  family  which  have 
taken  a  different  side  from  himself  in 
the  late  unhappy  commotions.  My 
father  was  Sir  Guy  Nevile,  of  Arsdale, 
in  Westmoreland." 

Lord  Montagu's  lip  lost  its  gracious 
smile — he  glanced  quickly  at  the 
courtiers  round  him,  and  said,  gravely 
— "  I  grieve  to  hear  it.  Had  I  known 
this,  certes  my  gipsire  had  still  been' 
five  nobles  the  richer.  It  becomes 
not  one,  fresh  from  the  favour  of  King 
Edward  IV.,  to  show  countenance  to  [ 
the  Bon  of  a  man,  kinsman  though  he 
was,  who  bore  arms  for  the  usurpers 
'•;'  Lane  ister.  I  pray  thee,  sir,  to  doff, 
henceforth,  a  badge  dedicated  only  to 
the  service  of  Royal  York.  No  more, 
young  man  :  we  may  not  listen  to  the 

son  of  Sir  Guy  Nevile. Sirs,  shall 

we   ride  to  see  how  the    Londoners 
♦.hrive  at  quarter-staff  < " 

With  that,  Montagu,  deigning  no 
farther  regard  at  Nevile,  wheeled  his 
palfrey  toward-  a  distant  part  of  the 
ground,  to  which  the  multitude  was 
already  pressing  it*  turbulent  and  | 
noisy  way. 

"  Thou  art  hard  on  thy  namesake 


J  fair  my  lord,"  said  a  young  noble,  in 
I  whose  dark -auburn  hair,  aquiline 
haughty  features,  spare  but  powerful 
frame,  and  inexpressible  air  of  autho- 
rity am!  command,  were  found  all  the 
attributes  of  the  purest  and  eldest 
Norman  race  -  the  Patricians  of  the 
World. 

"  Dear  Raoul  de  Fulke,"  returned 
Montagu,  coldly,  "  when  thou  hast 
reached  my  age  of  thirty  and  four, 
thou  wilt  learn  that  no  man's  fortune 
casts  so  broad  a  shadow  as  to  shelter 
from  the  storm  the  victims  of  a  fallen 
cause." 

"  Not  so  would  say  thy  bold  bro- 
ther," answered  Raoul  de  Fulke,  with 
a  slight  curl  of  his  proud  lip.  "And 
I  hold,  with  him,  that  no  king  is  so 
sacred  that  we  should  render  to  his 
resentments  our  own  kith  and  kin. 
God's  wot,  whosoever  wears  the  badge, 
and  springs  from  the  stem,  of  Raoul 
de  Fulke,  shall  never  find  me  question 
overmuch  whether  his  father  fought 
for  York  or  Lancaster." 

"  Hush,  rash  babbler!"  said  Mon- 
tagu, laughing  gently  ;  "  what  would 
King  Edward  say  if  this  speech  reached 
his  ears?  Our  friend,"  added  the 
courtier,  turning  to  the  rest,  "  in  vain 
would  bar  the  tide  of  change ;  and  in 
this  our  New  England,  begirt  with 
new  men  and  new  fashions,  affect  the 
feudal  baronage  of  the  worn-out  Nor- 
man. But  thou  art  a  gallant  knight, 
De  Fulke,  though  a  poor  courtier." 

"  The  saints  keep  me  so  ! "  returned 
De  Fulke.  "  From  over-gluttony,  from 
over  wine  bibbing,  from  cringing  to  a 
king's  leman,  from  quaking  at  a  king's 
frown,  from  unbonnetting  to  a  greasy 
mob,  from  marrying  an  old  crone  for 
vile  gold,  may  the  saints  ever  keep 
Raoul  de  Fulke  and  his  sons !   Amen !" 

This  speech,  in  wdiich  every  sentence 
struck  it-  Btinging  satire  into  one  or 
other  of  the  listener-,  was  succeeded 
by  an  awkward  silence,  which  Mon- 
tagu was  the  first  to  break. 

'•  I'ardicu!"    he  Baid,  "when    did 
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Lord  Hastings  leave  us?  and  what 
fair  face  can  have  lured  the  truant  ] " 

"  He  left  us  suddenly  on  the  archery 
ground,"  answered  the  young  Lovell. 
"  But  as  well  might  we  track  the 
breeze  to  the  rose,  as  Lord  William's 
sigh  to  maid  or  matron." 

While  thus  conversed  the  cavaliers, 


and  their  plumes  waved,  and  theii 
mantles  glittered  along  the  broken 
ground,  Marmaduke  Nevile's  eye  pur- 
sued the  horsemen  with  all  that  bitter 
feeling  of  wounded  pride  and  impo- 
tent resentment  with  which  Youth 
regards  the  first  insult  it  receives 
from  Power. 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE    BROKEN    OITTERN. 


Rousing  himself  from  his  indignant 
reverie,  Marmaduke  Nevile  followed 
one  of  the  smaller  streams  into  which 
the  crowd  divided  itself  on  dispersing 
from  the  archery-ground,  and  soon 
found  himself  in  a  part  of  the  holiday 
scene  appropriated  to  diversions  less 
manly,  but  no  less  characteristic  of 
the  period,  than  those  of  the  staff  and 
arrow.  Beneath  an  awning,  under 
which  an  itinerant  landlord  dispensed 
cakes  and  ale,  the  humorous  Bourdour 
(the  most  vulgar  degree  of  minstrel, 
or  rather  tale-teller,)  collected  his 
clownish  audience,  while  seated  by 
themselves — apart,  but  within  hear- 
ing— two  harpers,  in  the  king's  livery, 
consoled  each  other  for  the  popularity 
of  their  ribald  rival,  by  wise  reflec- 
tions on  the  base  nature  of  common 
folk.  Farther  on,  Miirmaduke  started 
to  behold  what  seemed  to  him  the 
heads  of  giants  at  least  six  yards  high  ; 
but  on  a  nearer  approach  these  for- 
midable apparitions  resolved  them- 
selves to  a  company  of  dancers  upon 
stilts.  There,  one  joculator  exhibited 
the  antics  of  his  well-tutored  ape — 
there,  another  eclipsed  the  attractions 
of  the  baboon  by  a  marvellous  horse, 
that  beat  a  tabor  with  his  fore  feet — 
there  the  more  sombre  Tregetour, 
before  a  table  raised  upon  a  lofty  stage, 
promised  to  cut  off  and  refix  the  head 
of  a  sad-faceu  little  boy,  who,  in  the 


meantime,  was  preparing  his  niurtal 
frame  for  the  operation  by  apparently 
larding  himself  with  sharp  knives  and 
bodkins.  Each  of  these  wonder-dealers 
found  his  separate  group  of  admirers, 
and  great  was  the  delight  and  loud 
the  laughter  in  the  pastime-ground  of 
old  Cockaigne. 

While  Marmaduke,  bewildered  by 
this  various  bustle,  stared  around  him, 
his  eye  was  caught  by  a  young  maiden, 
in  evident  distress,  struggling  in  vain 
to  extricate  herself  from  a  troop  of 
timbrel  girls,  or  tymbesteres,  (as  they 
were  popularly  called,)  who  surrounded 
her  with  mocking  gestures,  striking 
their  instruments  to  drown  her  remon- 
strances, and  dancing  about  her  in  a 
ring  at  every  effort  towards  escape. 
The  girl  was  modestly  attired,  as  one 
of  the  humbler  ranks,  and  her  wimple 
in  much  concealed  her  countenance, 
but  there  was,  despite  her  strange  and 
undignified  situation  and  evident 
alarm,  a  sort  of  quiet,  earnest  self- 
possession —  an  effort  to  hide  her 
terror,  and  to  appeal  to  the  better  and 
more  womanly  feelings  of  her  perse- 
cutors. In  the  intervals  of  silence 
from  their  clamour,  her  voice,  though 
low,  clear,  well-tuned,  and  impressive, 
forcibly  arrested  the  attention  of 
young  Nevile ;  for  at  that  day,  even  more 
than  this,  (sufficiently  apparent,  as  it 
now  is,)  there  was  a  marked  diatinc 
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tion  in  the  intonation,  the  accent,  the 
modulation  of  voice  between  the  better 
bred  and  better  educated,  and  the  in- 
ferior classe,j.  But  this  difference,  30 
ill  according  with  her  dress  and  posi- 
tion, only  served  to  heighten  more 
the  hold  insolence  of  the  musical 
Bacchantes,  who,  indeed,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  sober,  formed  the  most  immoral 
nuisance  attendant  on  the  sports  o£ 
the  time,  and  whose  hardy  license 
and  peculiar  sisterhood  might  tempt 
the  antiquarian  to  search  for  their 
origin  amongst  the  relics  of  ancient 
in.  And  now,  to  increase  the 
girl's  distress,  some  half  score  ol  dis- 
soluie  apprentices  and  journeymen 
suddenly  broke  into  the  ring  of  the 
Maenads,  and  were  accosting  her  with 
yet  more  alarming  insults,  when  Mar- 
maduke,  pushing  them  aside,  strode 
to  her  assistance.  "  How  now,  ye 
lewd  varlets  ! — ye  make  me  blush  for 
my  countrymen  in  the  face  of  day  1 
Are  these  the  sports  of  merry  England 
— these  your  manly  contests — to  strive 
which  can  best  affront  a  poor  maid  ] 
Out  on  ye,  cullions  and  bezonians ! 
Cling  to  me,  gentle  donzell,  and  fear 
not     Whither  shall  I  lead  thee?" 

The  apprentices  were  not,  however, 
so  easily  daunted.  Two  of  them  ap- 
proached to  the  rescue,  nourishing 
their  bludgeons  about  their  heads 
with  formidable  gestures — "  Ho,  ho  !" 
cried  one,  "  what  right  hast  thou  to 
step  between  the  hunters  and  the 
doe  1  The  young  quean  is  too  much 
honoured  by  a  kiss  from  a  bold  'pren- 
tice of  London." 

Marmaduke  stepped  back,  and  drew 
the  small  dagger  which  then  formed 
the  only  habitual  weapon  of  a  gentle- 
man.* This  movement,  discomposing 
his  mantle,  brought  the  Bilver  arrow 
he  had  won,  (which  was  placed  in  his 
girdle,)  in  full  view  of  the  assailants. 
At  the  same  time  they  caught  sight 


*  Sr-ords  were  not  worn,  in  peace,  at  that 
pferiod 


of  the  badge  on  his  hat.  These  in- 
timidated their  ardour  more  than  the 
drawn  poniard. 

'■  A  Nevile !  "  said  one,  retreating. 
"  And  the  jolly  marksman  who  beat 
Nick  Alwyn,"  said  the  other,  lowering 
his  bludgeon,  and  doffing  his  cap. 
"  Gentle  sir,  forgive  us,  we  knew  not 
your  quality.  Eut  as  for  the  girl — 
your  gallantry  misleads  you." 

"  The  Wizard's  daughter  !  ha  !  ha  I 
— the  Imp  of  Darkness!''  screeched 
the  timbrel  girls,  to.-sing  up  their  in- 
struments, and  catching  them  again 
on  the  points  of  their  fingers.  "  She 
has  enchanted  him  with  her  glamour. 
Foul  is  fair!  Foul  fair  thee,  young 
springal.if  thou  go  to  the  nets.  Shadow 
and  goblin  to  goblin  and  shadow ! 
Flesh  and  blood  to  blood  and  flesh  ! " 
— and  dancing  round  him,  with  wan- 
ton looks  and  bare  arms,  and  gossa- 
mer robes  that  brushed  him  as  they 
circled,  they  chanted — 

•'  Come  kiss  me,  my  darling, 
Warm  kisses  I  trade  for; 
Wine,  music,  and  kisses — 
What  else  was  life  made  for  !" 

With  some  difficulty,  and  with  a 
disgust  which  was  not  altogether 
without  a  superstitious  fear  of  the 
strange  words  and  the  outlandish 
appearance  of  these  loathsome  Dali- 
lahs,  .Marmaduke  broke  from  the  ring 
with  his  new  charge  ;  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  Nevile  and  the  maiden 
found  themselves,  unmolested  and 
unpursued,  in  a  deserted  quarter  of 
the  ground;  but  still  the  scream  of 
the  timbrel  girls,  as  they  hurried, 
wheeling  and  dancing,  into  the  dis- 
tance, was  borne  ominously  to  the 
young  man's  ear,— "Ha,  ha!  the 
witch  and  her  lover!  Foul  is  fair  ! — ■ 
foul  is  fair!  Shadow  to  goblin,  goblin 
to  shadow— and  the  Devil  will  have 
hi-  own  !  " 

"  And  what  mischance,  my  poor 
girl,"  asked  the  Nevile,  Boothingly, 
"brought  thee  into  sucdi  evil  com 
pany ) " 
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"I  know  not,  fair  sir,"  said  the  girl, 
slowly  recovering  herself,  "  hut  my 
father  is  poor,  and  1  had  heard  that 
on  these  holiday  occasions  one  who 
had  some  slight  skill  on  the  gittern 
might  win  a  few  groats  from  the 
courtesy  of  the  bystanders.  So  I  stole 
out  with  my  serving- woman,  and  had 
already  got  more  than  I  dared  hope, 
when  those  wicked  timbrel  players 
came  round  me,  and  accused  me  of 
taking  the  money  from  them.  And 
then  they  called  an  officer  of  the 
ground,  who  asked  me  my  name  and 
holding ;  so  when  I  answered,  they 
called  my  father  a  wizard,  and  the 
man  broke  my  poor  gittern — see  ! " — 
and  she  held  it  up,  with  innocent 
sorrow  in  her  eyes,  yet  a  half  smile  on 
her  lips — "and  they  soon  drove  poor 
old  Madge  from  my  side,  and  I  knew 
no  more  till  you,  worshipful  sir,  took 
pity  on  me." 

'•  But  why,"  asked  the  Nevile,  "  did 
they  give  to  your  father  so  unholy  a 
name  ? " 

"  Alas,  sir !  he  is  a  great  scholar, 
who  has  spent  his  means  in  studying 
wdiat  he  says  will  one  day  be  of  good 
to  the  people." 

"  Humph  ! "  said  Marmaduke,  who 
had  all  the  superstitions  of  his  time, 
who  looked  upon  a  scholar,  unless  in 
the  Church,  with  mingled  awe  and 
abhorrence,  and  who,  therefore,  was 
but  ill  satisfied  with  the  girl's  artless 
answer.  — 

"Humph!  your  father  —  but" — 
checking  what  he  was  about,  perhaps 
harshly,  to  say,  as  he  caught  the 
bright  eyes  and  arch  intelligent  face 
lifted  to  his  own — "  but  it  is  hard  to 
punish  the  child  for  the  father's 
errors." 

"  Errors,  sir  ! "  repeated  the  damsel, 
proudly,  and  with  a  slight  disdain  in 
her  face  and  voice.  "  But  yes,  wis- 
dom is  ever,  perhaps,  the  saddest 
error !  " 

This  remark  was  of  an  order  supe-  i 
nor  in  intellect  to  those  which  had  | 


preceded  it :  it  contrasted  witn  the 
sternness  of  experience  the  simplicity 
of  the  child  ;  and  of  such  contrasts, 
indeed,  was  that  character  made  up. 
For  with  a  sweet,  an  infantine  change 
of  tone  and  countenance,  she  added, 
after  a  short  pause — "  They  took  the 
money  ! — the  gitterj, — see,  they  left 
that,  when  they  had  made,  it  useless." 

"  I  cannot  mend  the  gittern,  but  I 
can  refill  the  gipsire,"  said  Manna 
duke. 

The  girl  coloured  deeply.  "  Nay, 
sir,  to  earn  is  not  to  beg." 

Marmaduke  did  not  heed  this  an- 
swer, for  as  they  were  now  passing 
by  the  stunted  trees,  under  which 
sate  several  revellers,  who  looked  up 
at  him  from  their  cups  and  tankards, 
some  with  sneering,  some  with  grave 
looks,  he  began,  more  seriously  than 
in  his  kindly  impulse  ho  had  hitherto 
done,  to  consider  the  appear.ince  it 
must  have,  to  be  thus  seen  walking, 
in  public,  with  a  girl  of  inferior 
degree,  and  perhaps  doubtful  repute. 
Even  in  our  own  day,  such  an  exhibi- 
tion would  be,  to  say  the  least,  suspi- 
cious, and  in  that  day,  when  ranks 
and  classes  were  divided  with  iron 
demarcations,  a  young  gallant,  whose 
dress  bespoke  him  of  gentle  quality, 
with  one  of  opposite  sex,  and  belong- 
ing to  the  humbler  orders,  in  broad 
day  too,  was  far  more  open  to  censure. 
The  blood  mounted  to  his  brow,  and 
halting  abruptly,  he  said,  in  a  dry  and 
altered  voice — "  My  good  damsel,  you 
are  now.  I  think,  out  of  danger;  it 
would  ill  beseem  you,  so  young  and  so 
comely,  to  go  further  with  one  not 
old  enough  to  be  your  protector,  so, 
in  God's  name,  depart  quickly,  and 
remember  me  when  you  buy  your 
new  gittern — poor  child  !  "  Sc  saying, 
he  attempted  to  place  a  piece  of  money 
in  her  hand.  She  put  it  back,  and 
the  coin  fell  on  the  ground. 

"Nay,  this  is  foolish,"  said  he. 

"  Alas,  sir!"  said  the  girl,  gravelv. 
"  I  see  well  that  you  are  ashamed  of 
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your  goodness.  But  my  father  begs 
not.  And  once— but  that  matters 
not." 

"Once  what?"  persisted  Manna- 
duke,  interested  in  her  manner,  in 
spite  of  himself. 

"  Once,"  said  the  gir!,  drawing 
herself  up,  and  with  an  expression 
that  altered  the  whole  character  of 
her  faee — "  the  beggar  ate  at  my 
father's  gate.  He  is  a  born  gentle- 
man an  1  a  knight's  son." 

"  And  what  reduced  him  thus  J  " 

"  I  have  said,"  answered  the  girl, 
simply,  yet  with  the  same  half  scorn 
on  her  lip  that  it  had  before  betrayed 
— "  he  is  a  Bcholar,  and  thought  more 
of  others  than  himself." 

"  I  never  saw  any  good  come  to  a 
gentleman  from  those  accursed  books," 
said  the  Nevile;  "fit  only  for  monks 
and  shavelings.  But  still,  for  your 
father's  sake,  though  I  am  ashamed 
of  the  poorness  of  the  gift " 

"  No  —  God  be  with  yrou,  sir,  and 
reward  you."  She  stopped  short, 
drew  her  wimple  round  her  face,  and 
was  gone.  Nevile  felt  an  uncom- 
fortable sensation  of  remorse  and  dis- 
approval at  having  suffered  her  to 
quit  him  while  there  was  yet  any 
chance  of  molestation  or  annoyance, 
and  his  eye  followed  her  till  a  group 
of  trees  veiled  her  from  his  view. 

The  young  maiden  slackened  her 
pace  a.s  she  found  herself  alone  under 
the  leafless  houghs  of  the  dreary  pol- 
lards : — a  desolate  Bpot,  made  melan- 
choly by  dull  Bwamps,  half  overgrown 
with  rank  verdure,  through  which 
forced  its  clogged  way  the  shallow 
Brook  that  now  gives  its  name 
(though  its  waves  are  seen  no  more) 
to  one  of  the  main  Btreets  in  the  most 
polished  quarter  of  the  metropolis. 
Upon  a  mound  formed  by  the  gnarled 
roots  of  the  dwarfed  ami  gnome-like 
oak,  she  sat  down,  and  wept.  In  our 
earlier  years,  most  of  us  may  remem 
her,  that  there  was  one  day  which 
made  an  epoch  in  life — the  day  that 


separated  Childhood  from  Youth  ;  for 
that  dayseeme  not  to  come  gradually, 
but  to  l>e  a  sudden  crisis,  an  abrupt 
revelation.  The  buds  of  the  heart 
open  to  close  no  more.  Such  a  day 
was  this  in  that  girl's  fate.  But  the 
day  was  not  yet  gone  !  That  morning, 
when  she  dressed  for  her  enterprise 
of  filial  love,  perhaps  for  the  first 
time  Sibyll  Warner  felt  that  she  was 
fair — who  shall  say,  whether  some 
innocent,  natural  vanity  had  not 
blended  with  the  deep,  devoted  ear- 
nest ne.-s,  which  saw  no  shame  in  the 
act  by  which  the  child  could  aid  the 
father  ?  Perhaps  she  might  have 
smiled  to  listen  to  old  Madge's 
praises  of  her  winsome  face  —  old 
Madge's  predictions  that  the  face  and 
the  gittern  would  not  lack  admirers 
on  the  gay  ground.  Perhaps  some 
indistinct,  vague  forethoughts  of 
the  Future  to  which  the  sex  will 
deem  itself  to  be  born,  might  have 
caused  the  cheek — no,  not  to  blush, 
but  to  take  a  rosier  hue,  and  the 
pulse  to  beat  quicker,  she  knew 
not  why.  At  all  events,  to  that 
ground  went  the  young  Sibyll,  cheer- 
ful, and  almost  happy,  in  her  inex- 
perience of  actual  life,,  and  sure,  at 
least,  that  youth  and  innocence  suf- 
ficed to  protect  from  insult.  And 
now,  she  sat  down  under  the  leafless 
tree,  to  weep ;  and  in  those  bitter 
tears,  childhood  itself  was  laved  from 
her  soul  for  ever. 

"  What  ailest  thou,  maiden!"  asked 
a  deep  voice  ;  and  she  felt  a  hand  laid 
lightly  on  her  shoulder.  She  looked 
up  in  terror  and  contusion,  but  it  was 
no  form  or  face  to  inspire  alarm  that 
met  her  eye.  It  was  a  cavalier, 
holding  by  the  rein  a  horse  richly 
caparisoned,  and  though  his  dress  wag 
plainer  and  li  ss  exaggerated  than 
thai  U6ually  worn  by  men  of  rank,  its 
materials  were  those  which  the  sump- 
tuary la.1.-  (constantly broken,  indeed, 
as  such  laws  ever  muBt  be,)  confined 
to  nobles.      Though    his  sun-oat    rt;u 
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but  of  cloth,  and  the  colour  dark  and 
sober,  it  was  woven  in  foreign  looms 
— an  unpatriotic  luxury,  above  the 
degree  of  knight — and  edged  deep 
with  the  costliest  sables.  The  hilt  of 
the  dagger,  suspended  round  his 
breast,  was  but  of  ivory,  curiously 
wrought,  but  the  scabbard  was  sown 
with  large  pearls.  For  the  rest,  the 
stranger  #as  of  ordinary  stature,  well 
knit,  and  active  rather  than  powerful, 
and  of  that  age  (about  thirty-five) 
which  may  be  called  the  second  prime 
of  man.  His  face  was  far  less  hand- 
some than  Marmaduke  Nevile's,  but 
infinitely  more  expressive,  both  of 
intelligence  and  command,  the  fea- 
tures straight  and  sharp,  the  com- 
plexion clear  and  pale,  and  under  the 
0 right  grey  eyes  a  dark  shade  spoke 
either  of  dissipation  or  of  thought. 

"What  ailest  thou,  maiden]  — 
weepest  thou  some  faithless  lover] 
Tush  I  love  renews  itself  in  youth,  as 
flower  succeeds  flower  in  spring." 

Sibyll  made  no  reply ;  she  rose, 
and  moved  a  few  paces,  then  arrested 
her  steps,  and  looked  around  her. 
She  had  lost  all  clue  to  her  way 
homeward,  and  she  saw  with  horror, 
in  the  distance,  the  hateful  timbrel 
girls,  followed  by  the  rabble,  and 
weaving  their  strange  dances  towards 
the  spot. 

"  Dost  thou  fear  me,  child  ]  there 
is  no  cause,"  said  the  stranger,  follow- 
ing her.  "  Again,  I  say,  '  What  ailest 
thou ] ' " 

This  time  his  voice  was  that  of 
command,  and  the  poor  girl  involun- 
tarily obeyed  it.  She  related  her 
misfortunes,  her  persecution  by  the 
Lymbesteres,  her  escape — thanks  to 
the  Nevile's  courtesy — her  separation 
from  her  attendant,  and  her  uncer- 
tainty as  to  the  way  she  should  pursue. 

The  nobleman  listened  with  inte- 
rest :  he  was  a  man  sated  and  wearied 
by  pleasure  and  the  world,  and  the 
evident  innocence  of  Sibyll  was  a 
oovelty  to  his  experience,  while  the 


contrast  between  her  language  and 
her  dress  moved  his  curiosity.  "And," 
said  he,  "  thy  protector  left  thee,  his 
work  half  done  ; — fie  on  his  chivalry  ! 
But  I,  donzell,  wear  the  spurs  of 
knighthood,  and  to  succour  the  dis- 
tressed is  a  duty  my  oath  will  not  let 
me  swerve  from.  I  will  guide  thee 
home,  for  I  know  well  all  the  purlieus 
of  this  evil  den  of  London.  Thou 
hast  but  to  name  the  suburb  in  which 
thy  father  dwells." 

Sibyll  involuntarily  raised  her 
wimple,  lifted  her  beautiful  eyes  to 
the  stranger,  in  bewildered  gratitude 
and  surprise.— Her  childhood  had 
passed  in  a  court — her  eye,  accus- 
tomed to  rank,  at  once  perceived  the 
high  degree  of  the  speaker ;  the  con- 
trast between  this  unexpected  and 
delicate  gallantry,  and  the  conde- 
scending tone  and  abrupt  desertion 
of  Marmaduke,  affected  her  again  to 
tears. 

"  Ah,  worshipful  sir ! "  she  said,  fal- 
teringly,  "what  can  reward  thee  foi 
this  unlooked-for  goodness?" 

"  One  innocent  smile,  sweet  virgin  ! 
— for  such,  I'll  be  sworn,  thou  art." 

He  did  not  offer  her  his  hand,  but 
hanging  the  gold-enamelled  rein  over 
his  arm,  walked  by  her  side  ;  and  a 
few  words  sufficing  for  his  guidance, 
led  her  across  the  ground,  through 
the  very  midst  of  the  throng.  He 
felt  none  of  the  young  shame,  the 
ingenuous  scruples  of  Marmaduke, 
at  the  gaze  he  encountered,  thus 
companioned.  But  Sibyll  noted  that 
ever  and  anon  bonnet  and  cap  were 
raised  as  they  passed  along,  and  the 
respectful  murmur  of  the  vulgar,  win. 
had  so  lately  jeered  her  anguish, 
taught  her  the  immeasurable  distance 
in  men's  esteem,  between  poverty 
shielded  but  by  virtue,  and  poverty 
protected  by  power. 

But  suddenly  a  gaudy  tinsel  uroup 
broke  through  the  crowd,  and  wheel- 
ing round  their  path,  the  foremost  of 
them  daringly  approached  the  nol  le- 
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man,  and  looking  full  into  his  dis- 
dainful face,  exclaimed  —  "  Tradest 
thou,  too,  for  kisses  ]  Ha!  ha! — life 
is  short — the  witch  is  outwitched  by 
thee !  But  witchcraft  and  death 
go  together,  as,  peradventure,  thou 
mayest  learn  at  the  last,  sleek  wooer." 
Then  darting  off,  and  heading  her 
painted,  tawdry  throng,  the  timbrel  girl 
sprung  into  the  crowd,  and  vanished. 

This  incident  produced  no  effect 
upon  the  strong  and  cynical  intellect 
of  the  stranger.  Without  allusion  to 
it,  he  continued  to  converse  with  his 
young  companion,  and  artfully  to 
draw  out  her  own  singular  but  ener- 
getic and  gifted  mind.  He  grew 
more  than  interested,  he  was  both 
touched  and  surprised.  His  manner 
became  yet  more  respectful,  his  voice 
more  subdued  and  soft. 

On  what  hazards  turns  our  fate ! 
On  that  day — a  little,  and  Sibyll's 
pure,  but  sensitive  heart  had,  per- 
haps, been  given  to  the  young  Ne- 
vile.  He  had  defended  and  saved  her; 
he  was  fairer  than  the  stranger,  he  was 
more  of  her  own  years,  and  nearer  to 
her  in  station ;  but  in  showing  him- 
self ashamed  to  be  seen  with  her,  he 
had  galled  her  heart,  and  moved  the 
bitter  tears  of  her  pride.  What  had 
the  stranger  done]  Nothing,  but 
reconciled  the  wounded  delicacy  to 
itself;  and  suddenly  he  became  to 
her  one  ever  to  be  remembered — 
wondered  at — perhaps  more.  They 
reached  an  obscure  suburb,  and  parted 
at  the  threshold  of  a  large,  gloomy, 
ruinous  house,  which  Sibyll  indicated 
as  her  father's  home. 

The  girl  lingered  before  the  porch  ; 
and  the  stranger  gazed,  with  the  pas- 
sionless admiration  which  some  fair 
object  of  art  produces  on  one  who  has 
refined  his  taste,  but  who  has  survived 
enthusiasm,  upon  the  downcast  cheek 
thai    blushed    beneath    his    gaze  — 

'.<;ll  '"    he    said  ;   and    the    girl 
looked  up  wistfully.    He  might,  with- 
out  vanity,  have  supposed  that  look 
No.  82. 


to  imply  what  the  lip  did  not  dare  to 
say — "  And  snail  we  meet  no  more  T 
But  he  turned  away,  with  formal 
though  courteous  salutation ;  and  as 
he  remounted  his  steed,  and  r<»de 
slowly  towards  the  interior  of  the 
city,  he  muttered  to  himself,  with 
a  melancholy  smile  upon  his  lips — 
"  Now  might  the  grown  infant  make 
to  himself  a  new  toy ;  but  an  inno- 
cent heart  is  a  brittle  thing,  and  one 
false  vow  can  break  it.  Pretty  maiden, 
I  like  thee  well  eno'  not  to  love  thee. 
So,  as  my  young  Scotch  minstrel  sings 
and  prays, 

«  Christ  keep  these  birdis  bright  in  bowers, 
Sic  peril  lies  in  paramours  !  ''  * 

We  must  now  return  to  Marmaduke. 
On  leaving  Sibyll,  and  retracing  his 
steps  towards  the  more  crowded  quar- 
ter of  the  space,  he  was  agreeably 
surprised  by  encountering  Nicholas 
Alwyn,  escorted  in  triumph  by  a 
legion  of  roaring  apprentices  from 
the  victory  he  had  just  obtained  over 
six  competitors  at  the  quarter-staff. 

V.'hen  the  cortege  came  up  to  Mar 
maduke,  Nicholas  halted,  and  fronting 
his  attendants,  said,  with  the  same 
cold  and  formal  stiffness  that  had 
characterised  him  from  the  begin- 
ning— "  I  thank  you,  lads,  for  your 
kindness.  It  is  your  own  triumph. 
All  I  cared  for  was  to  show  that  you 
London  boys  are  able  to  keep  up  youi 
credit  in  these  days,  when  there's  little 
luck  in  a  yard  measure,  if  the  same 
hand  cannot  bend  a  bow,  or  handle 
cold  steel.  But  the  less  we  think  of 
the  strife  when  we  are  in  the  stall, 
the  better  for  our  pouches.  And  so  I 
hope  we  shall  hear  no  more  about  it, 
until  I  get  a  ware  of  my  own,  whetf 

*  A  Scotch  poet,  in  Lord  Hailes's  Colleo 
tion,  has  the  following  lines  in  the  verj 
prett]  poem  called  "Peril  In  Paramours:*-* 

••  Wherefore  I  pray.  In  termys  short, 
Christ  keep  these  birdis  bright  in  bower 
l-'ia  false  lovers  and  their  disport, 
Sic  peril  lies  In  paramours." 

o  2 
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the  more  of  ye  that  like  to  talk  of 
euch  matters  the  better  ye  will  be 
welcome, — always  provided  ye  be  civil 
customers,  who  pay  on  the  nail,  for, 
as  the  sawsaith, '  Ell  and  tell  makes  the 
crypt  swell. '  For  the  rest,  thanks  are 
due  to  this  brave  gentleman,  Marma 
duke  Nevile,  who,  though  the  son  of  a 
knight-banneret,  who  never  furnished 
less  to  the  battle-field  than  fifty  men- 
»t -arms,  has  condescended  to  take 
part  and  parcel  in  the  sports  of  us 
peaceful  London  traders  ;  and  if  ever 
you  can  do  him  a  kind  turn — for  turn 
ad  turn  is  fair  play — why  you  will,  I 


answer  for  it.  And  so  one  cheer  for 
old  London,  and  another  for  Marma- 
duke  Nevile.  Here  goes!  Hurrah, 
my  lads!"  And  with  this  pithy  ad- 
dress Nicholas  Alwyn  took  off  his  cap 
and  gave  the  signal  for  the  shouts, 
which,  being  duly  performed,  he 
bowed  stiffly  to  his  companions,  who 
departed  with  a  hearty  laugh,  ani 
coming  to  the  side  of  Nevile,  the  two 
walked  on  to  a  neighbouring  booth, 
where,  under  a  rude  awning,  and  over 
a  flagon  of  clary,  they  were  soon 
immersed  in  the  confidential  commu- 
nications each  had  to  give  and  receive. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE    TRADER   AND    THE    GENTLE  ;    OR,    THE    CHANGING    GENERATI05. 


"  No,  my  dear  foster-brother,"  said  I 
the  Nevile,  "  I  do   not  yet  compre- 
hend the  choice  you  have  made.   You  j 
were  reared  and  brought  up  with  such  | 
careful  book-lere,  not  only  to  read  and  I 
to  write — the  which,  save  the  mark  !  I 
I  hold  to  be  labour  eno' — but  chop 
Latin  and   logic  and  theology  with 
St.  Aristotle  (is  not  that   his   hard  j 
name  ?)  into  the  bargain,  and  all  be- 
cause you  had  an  uncle  of  high  note 
in  Holy  Church.   I  cannot  say  I  would  \ 
be  a  shaveling  myself;  but  surely  a 
monk,  with  the  hope  of  preferment,  j 
is  a  nobler  calling  to  a  lad  of  spirit  j 
and  ambition  than  to  stand  out  at  a  j 
door  and   cry,    '  Buy,  buy ' — '  What 
d'ye  lack  ' — to  spend  youth  as  a  Flat- 
cap,  and  drone  out  manhood  in  mea- 
suring  cloth,  hammering  metals,  or 
weighing  out  spices?" 

"  Fair  and  softly,  Master  Manna- 
duke,"  said  Alwyn,  "  you  will  under- 
stand me  better  anon.  My  uncle,  the 
gub-prior,  died — some  say  of  austeri- 
ties, others  of  ale — that  matters  not ; 
Vo  was  a  learned  man  and  a  cunning. 
)'Tephew  Nicholas,'  said   he  on   his 


death-bed, '  think  twice  before  you  tie 
yourself  up  to  the  cloister ;  it's  ill 
leaping  now-a-days  in  a  sackcloth  hag. 
If  a  pious  man  be  moved  to  the  cowl 
by  holy  devotion,  there  is  nothing  to 
be  said  on  the  subject;  hut  if  he  take 
to  the  Church  as  a  calling,  and  wish 
to  march  ahead  like  his  fellows,  these 
times  show  him  a  prettier  path  to  dis- 
tinction. The  nobles  begin  to  get  the 
best  things  for  themselves:  and  a 
learned  monk,  if  he  is  the  son  of  a 
yeoman,  cannot  hope,  without  a  spe- 
ciality of  grace, -to  become  abbot  or 
bishop.  The  king,  whoever  he  be, 
must  he  so  drained  by  bis  wars,  that 
he  has  little  land  or  gold  to  bestow 
on  his  favourites;  but  his  gentry  turn 
an  eye  to  the  temporalities  of  the 
Church,  and  the  Church  and  the  King 
wish  to  strengthen  themselves  by  the 
gentry.  This  is  not  all ;  there  are 
free  opinions  afloat.  The  House  of 
Lancaster  has  lost  ground,  by  its  per- 
secutions and  burnings.  Men  dare 
not  openly  resist,  but  they  treasure 
up  recollections  of  a  fried  grand- 
father, or  a  roasted  cousin ;  recollec 
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tions  which  have  done  much  damage 
to  the  Henries,  and  will  shake  Holy 
Church  itself  on«  of  these  days.  The 
Lollards  lie  hid,  hut  Lollardism  will 
never  die.  There  is  a  new  class  rising 
amain,  "here  a  little  learning  goes  a 
great  way,  if  mixed  with  spirit  and 
sense.  Thou  likest  broad  pieces,  and 
a  creditable  name — go  to  London,  and 
be  a  trader.  London  begins  to  decide 
who  shall  wear  the  crown,  and  the 
traders  to  decide  what  king  London 
shall  befriend.  Wherefore,  cut  thy 
trace  fiom  the  cloister,  and  lake  thy 
road  to  the  shop.'  The  next  day  my 
uncle  gave  up  the  ghost. — They  had 
better  clary  than  this  at  the  couvent, 
I  must  own.  But  every  stone  has  its 
flaw  ! " 

"  Yet,"  said  Marmaduke,  "  if  you 
took  distaste  to  the  cowl,  from  reasons  ' 
that  I  pretend  not  to  judge  of,  but ' 
which  seem  to  my  poor  head  very  bad 
ones,  seeing  that  the  Church  is  as 
mighty  as  ever,  and  King  Edward  is 
no  friend  to  the  Lollards,  and  that 
your  uncle  himself  was  at  least  a  sub- 
prior " 

"  Had  he  been  son  to  a  baron,  he 
had  been  a  cardinal,"  interrupted  Ni- 
cholas, "  for  his  head  was  the  longest 
that  ever  came  out  of  the  north 
country.  But  go  on  ;  you  would  say 
my  father  was  a  sturdy  yeoman,  and 
1  might  have  followed  his  callingl" 

"  You  hit  the  mark,  Master  Nicho 
las." 

"  Hout, — man.  I  crave  pardon  of 
your  rank,  Master  Nevile.  But  a 
yeoman  is  burn  a  yeoman,  and  he  dies 
a  yeoman — 1  think  it  better  to  die 
Lord  Mayor  of  London  ;  and  SO  I 
craved  my  mother's  blessing  and 
leave,  and  a  part  of  the  old  uyde  bag 
been  Bold  to  pay  for  the  first  step  to 
the  red  gown,  which  !  need  not  gay 
mu-t  Oe  that  of  the  Flat  cap.  I  have 
already  taken  my  degrees,  and  no 
longer  wear  blue.  I  am  headman  to 
my  master,  and  my  master  will  be 
feherilT  of  London." 


"  It  is  a  pity,"  said  the  Nevile, 
Bhaking  his  head;  "you  were  ever  a 
tall,  brave  lad,  and  would  have  made 
a  very  pretty  soldier." 

"  Thank,  you,  Master  Marmaduke, 
but  I  leave  cut  and  thrust  to  the  gen- 
tles. I  have  seen  eno'  of  the  life  of 
a  retainer.  He  goes  out  on  foot  wit'" 
his  shield  and  his  sword,  or  his  bow 
and  his  quiver,  while  sir  knight  sit* 
on  horseback,  armed  from  the  crown 
to  the  toe,  ;.nd  the  arrow  slants  off 
from  rider  and  horse,  as  a  stone  from 
a  tree.  1/  the  retainer  is  not  sliced 
and  carved  Into  mincemeat,  he  comes 
home  to  a  heap  of  ashes,  and  a  hand- 
ful of  acres  harried  ami  rivellcd  into 
a  common ;  sir  knight  thanks  him 
for  hia  valour,  but  he  does  not  build 
up  his  house;  sir  knight  gets  a  grant 
from  the  king,  or  an  heiress  for  his 
son,  and  Hob  Yeoman  turns  gisarme 
and  bill  into  ploughshares.  Tut,  tut, 
there's  no  liberty,  no  safety,  no  getting 
on,  for  a  man  who  has  no  right  to  the 
gold  BpurSj  but  in  the  guild  of  his 
fellows ;  and  London  is  the  place 
for  a  born  Saxon,  like  Nicholas 
Alwyn." 

As  the  young  aspirant  thus  uttered 
the  sentiments,  which,  though  others 
might  not  so  plainly  avow  and 
shrewdly  enforce  them,  tended  towards 
tin. i  -low  revolution,  which,  under  all 
the  stormy  events  that  the  superficial 
record  we  '-all  History  alone  deigns 
to  enumerate,  was  working  thai 

change  in  the  tl ghts  and   habits  of 

the  people— that  impulsion  of  the 
provincials  citywards — that  gradual 
formation  of  a  class  between  knight 
and  vassal — which  became  fin  I  con- 
8titiUi<maUy  visible  ami  distinct  in 
the  reign  of  Henry   VII.,  Marmaduke 

ign  liiug  and  half- 
despising  t he  i'  a iouingH  i»f  on 
brol  her,  was  pla 

and  glancing  al   his  silver  arrow. 

■•  Yel  you  co,, ],l  -i ill   have  eno'  of 

tic  tall  yeoman  and  tin-  -tout  retainei 

•  »u  to  try  lor  ihht  l<auble,  and 
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to  break  half-a-dozen  thick  heads  with 
your  quarter-staff!  " 

"True,"  Raid  Nicholas;  "you  must 
recollect  we  are  only,  as  yet,  between 
the  skin  and  the  selle — half  trader, 
half  retainer.      The   old   leaven   will 
out : — '  Eith  to  learn  the  cat  to  the 
kirn,' — as  they  say  in  the  north.    But 
that's  not  all ;  a  man,  to  get  on,  must  • 
win  respect  from  those   who  are  to 
jostle  him   hereafter,   and  it's  good 
policy  to  show  those  roystering  young- 
Bters  that  Nick  Alwyn,  stiff  and  steady 
though  he  be,  has   the  old  English  ! 
metal  in  him,  if  it  comes  to  a  pinch  ; 
it 's  a  lesson  to  yon  lords  too,  save  \ 
your  quality,  if  they  ever  wish  to  ride 
roughshod  over  our  guilds  and  com- ! 
panies.      But    eno'   of  me — Drawer,  I 
another  stoup   of  the   clary.      Now,  I 
gentle  sir,  may  I  make  bold  to  ask 
news  of  yourself!     I  saw,  though    I 
spake  not  before  of  it,  that  my  Lord  1 
Montagu  showed  a  cold  face  to  his ! 
kinsman.    I  know  something  of  these  ' 
great  men,  though  I  be  but  a  small  j 
9ne — a  dog  is  no  bad  guide  in  the 
:ity  he  trots  through." 

"  My  dear  foster-brother,"  said  the 
Nevile;  "you  had  ever  more  brains 
than  myself,  as  is  meet  that  you  I 
should  have,  since  you  lay  by  the 
steel  casque,  which,  I  take  it,  is  meant 
as  a  substitute  for  us  gentlemen  and 
soldiers  who  have  not  so  many  brains 
to  spare ;  aud  I  will  willingly  profit 
by  your  counsels.  You  must  know," 
he  said,  drawing  nearer  to  the  table, 
and  his  frank,  hardy  face  assuming  a 
more  earnest  expression,  "  that  though 
my  father,  Sir  Guy,  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  his  chief,  the  Earl  of  West- 
moreland, and  of  the  Lord  Nevile, 
bore  arras,  at  the  first,  for  King 
Henry — " 

'•  Hush  !  hush  !  for  Henry  of  Wind- 
»or ! " 

"Henry  of  Windsor! — so  be  it! 
yet  being  connected,  like  the  nobles 
I  have  spoken  of,  with  the  blood  of 
Warwick  and  Salisbury,  it   was  over 


with  doubt  and  misgiving,  and  rathei 
in  the  hope  of  ultimate  compromise 
between  both  parties,  (which  the 
Duke  of  York's  moderation  rendered 
probable,)  than  of  the  extermination 
of  either.  But  when,  at  the  battle  of 
York,  Margaret  of  Anjou  and  her 
generals  stained  their  victory  by 
cruelties  which  could  not  fail  to  close 
the  door  on  all  conciliation ;  when  the 
infant  son  of  the  duke  himself  was 
murdered,  though  a  prisoner,  in  cold 
blood ;  when  my  father's  kinsman, 
the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  was  beheaded 
without  trial ;  when  the  head  of  the 
brave  and  good  duke,  who  had  fallen 
in  the  field,  was,  against  all  knightly 
and  kinglike  generosity,  mockingly 
exposed,  like  a  dishonoured  robber,  on 
the  gates  of  York,  my  father,  shocked 
and  revolted,  withdrew  at  once  from 
the  army,  and  slacked  not,  bit  or 
spur,  till  he  found  himself  in  his  hall 
at  Arsdale.  His  death,  caused  partly 
by  his  travail  and  vexation  of  spirit, 
together  with  his  timely  withdrawal 
from  the  enemy,  preserved  his  name 
from  the  attainder  passed  on  the 
Lords  Westmoreland  and  Nevile  ;  and 
my  eldest  brother,  Sir  John,  accepted 
the  king's  proffer  of  pardon,  took  the 
oaths  of  allegiance  to  Edward,  and 
lives  safe,  if  obscure,  in  his  father's 
halls.  Thou  knowest,  my  friend,  that 
a  younger  brother  has  but  small 
honour  at  home.  Peradventure,  in 
calmer  times,  I  might  have  bowed  my 
pride  to  my  calling,  hunted  my  bro- 
ther's dogs,  flown  his  hawks,  rented 
j  his  keeper's  lodge,  and  gone  to  my 
j  grave  contented.  But  to  a  young 
ma...  »Uu,  from  his  childhood,  had 
heard  the  stirring  talk  of  knights  and 
captains,  who  had  seen  valour  and 
fortune  make-  the  way  to  distinction, 
and  whose  ears,  of  late,  had  been 
filled  by  the  tales  of  wandering  min- 
strels and  dissours,  with  all  the  gay 
wonders  of  Edward's  court,  such 
a  life  soon  grew  distasteful.  My 
AuhHr.   on    his   death-bed,   dike   thv 
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uncle,  the  sub  prior,)  encouraged  me 
little  to  follow  his  own  footsteps. 
'  I  see,'  said  he,  '  that  King  Henry 
is  too  soft  to  rule  his  barons,  and 
Margaret  too  fierce  to  conciliate  the 
commons — the  only  hope  of  p 
in  the  settlement  of  the  11 
York  Wherefore  let  not  thy  father's 
errors  stand  in  the  way  of  thy  advance- 
ment;'— and  therewith  he  made  his 
sonfessor-  -  for  he  wa-  no  penman  him- 
self, the  worthy  old  knight! — indite  a 
letter  to  his  great  kinsman,  the  Earl 
of  Warwick,  commending  me  to  his 
protection.  He  signed  his  mark,  and 
set  his  seal  to  this  missive,  which  I 
no  w  have  at  mine  host  el  rie,  and  died  the 
same  day.  My  brother  judged  me 
too  young  then  to  quit  his  roof,  and 
condemned  me  to  hear  his  humours 
till,  at  the  age  of  twenty  three,  I  could 
bear  no  more  !  So,  having  sold  him 
my  scant  share  in  the  heritage,  and 
turned,  like  thee,  bad  land  into  good 
nobles, —  1  joined  a  party  of  horse  in 
their  journey  to  London,  and  arrived 
yesterday  at  Master  Sackbut's  host- 
elry, in  Ea.stchepe.  I  went  this  morn- 
ing to  my  Lord  of  Warwick,  but  he 
was  gone  to  the  king's,  and  hearing 
of  the  merry-makings  here,  I  came 
hither  for  kill  time.  A  chance  word 
of  my  Lord  of  Montagu,  whom  St. 
Dunstan  confound,  made  me  conceit 
that  a  feat  of  skill  with  the  cloth-yard, 
might  not  ill  preface  my  letter  to  the 
great  earl.  But,  pardie !  it  seems  I 
reckoned  without  my  host,  and  in 
Becking  to  make  my  fortunes  too 
rashly,  I  have  helped  to  mar  them." 
Wherewith  he  related  the  particulars 
of  his  interview  with  Montagu. 

Nicholas   Alwyn    listened    to    him 
with  friendly  and  thoughtful  in 
and,  when  he  had  done,  spoke  thus  :   - 

"  The  Earl  of  Warwick  is  '•>■  gener- 
ous man.  and,  though  hot,  bears  little 
malice,  i  nst  those  whom  he 

deems  miftthink  or  insult  him  ;  he  is 
ed  up  to  as  a  pro- 
tector, especially  by  those  <>f  his  own  . 


kith  and  name.  Your  fathers  letter 
will  touch  the  right  string,  and  you 
cannot  do  better  than  deliver  it  with 
a  plain  story.  A  young  partisan  like 
thee  is  noi  to  be  despised.  Thou  must 
trust  to  Lord  Warwick  to  set  matters 
right  with  his  brother:  and  now, 
before  I  say  further,  let  me  ask  thee 
plainly,  and  without  offence,  Dost  thou 
so  love  the  House  of  Y-.rk  that  n<i 
chance  could  ever  make  thee  turn 
sword  against  it!  Answer  as  I  ask- 
under  thy  breath;  those  drawers  ara 
parlous  spies ! " 

And  here,  in  justice  to  Marmaduka 
Nevile  and  to  his  betters;  it  is 
sary  to  preface  his  reply  by  some  brief 
remarks,  to  which  we  must  crave  the 
earnest  attention  of  the  reader.  What 
we  call  Patriotism,  in  the  high  and 
Catholic  acceptat  ion  of  the  word,  was  1  i  t- 
tleifal  all  understood  in  days  when  pas- 
sion, pride,  and  interest  were  motives 
little  softened  by  reflection  and  educa- 
tion, and  softened  still  less  by  the  fusion 
of  classes  that  characterised  the  small 
states  of  old,  and  marks  the  civilisa- 
tion of  a  modern  age.  Though  the 
right  by  descent  of  the  House  of  York, 
if  genealogy  alone  were  consulted,  was 
indisputably  prior  to  that  of  Lancaster, 
yet  the  long  exercise  of  power  in  the 
latter  house,  the  genius  of  the  Fourth 
Henry  ami  the  victories  of  the  Fifth 
would, -no  doubt,  have  com 
superseded  the  obsolete  claims  of  the 
Yorkists,  had  Henry  VI.  po 
any  of  the  qualities  necessary  for  tho 
time.  As  it  was,  men  had  got  puzzled 
by  genealogies  and  cavils;  th 
tity  attached  to  th"  king's  name  was 

weakened  by  his  doubtful  right  to 
his  throne,  and  the  Wars  of  die  rival 
:  I   las)  (with  two 

■  to  be  noted),  t  he  mere 
contests  of  exasperated  faction.-,  in 
which    publh  itions     were 

scarcely  even  made  the  blind  to  indi- 
vidual interest,  prejudice,  or  passion. 
Thus   instances  of  desertion,  from 
to  the  other  party,  even  l>y  the 
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highest  nobles,  and  on  the  very  eve 
of  battle,  had  grown  so  common,  that 
little  if  any  disgrace  was  a' inched  to 
them  :  and  any  knight  or  captain  held 
an  affront  to  himself  an  amply  suffi- 
cient cause  for  the  transfer  of  his  alle- 
giance. It  would  be  obviously  absurd 
to  expect  in  any  of  the  actors  of  that 
aue  the  more  elevated  doctrines  of 
party  faith  and  public  honour,  "hich 
clearer  notions  of  national  morality, 
and  the  salutary  exercise  of  a  large 
general  opinion,  free  from  the  passions 
of  single  individuals,  have  brought 
into  practice  in  our  more  enlightened 
days.  The  individual  feelings  of  the 
individual  man,  strong  in  himself 
became  his  guide,  and  he  was  free  in 
much  from  the  regular  and  thoughtful 
virtues,  as  well  as  from  the  mean  and 
plausible  vices  of  those  who  act  only 
in  bodies  and  corporations.  The  two 
exceptions  to  this  idiosyncrasy  of  mo- 
tive and  conduct,  were,  first,  in  the 
general  disposition  of  the  rising  middle 
class,  especially  in  London,  to  connect 
greai  political  interests  with  the  more 
popular  House  of  York.  The  corn- 
minis  in  parliament  had  acted  in 
opposition  to  Henry  the  Sixth,  as  the 
laws  they  wrung  from  him  tended  to 
show,  and  it  was  a  popular  and  trading 
party  I  hat  came,  as  it  were,  into  power 
under  King  Edward,  It  is  true  that 
Edwa.rd  was  sufficiently  arbitrary  in 
himself,  but  a  popular  party  will 
stretch  as  much  as  its  antagonists  in 
favour  of  despotism — eo'eicisrd  on  its 
enemies.  And  Edward  did  his  best 
to  consult  the  interests  of  commerce, 
though  the  prejudices  of  the  mer- 
chants interpreted  those  interests  in 
a  way  opposite  to  that  in  which  politi- 
cal economy  now  understands  them. 
The  second  exception  to  the  mere  hos- 
tilities  of  individual  chiefs  and  feudal 
factions  has,  not  less  than  the  former, 
been  too  much  overlooked  by  histo- 
rians. Lut  this  was  a  still  more  pow- 
cful  element  in  the  success  of  the 
House  of  York.     The  hostility  against 


the  Roman  church,  and  the  tenets  of 
the  Lollards,  were  shared  lyan  im- 
mense part  of  the  population.  In  the 
previous  century  an  ancient  writer 
computes  that  one-half  the  population 
were  Lollards ;  and  though  the  sect 
were  diminished  and  silenced  by  fear, 
they  still  ceased  not  to  exist,  and  their 
doctrines  not  only  shook  the  Church 
under  Henry  VIII.,  but  destroyed  the 
throne  by  the  strong  arm  of  theii 
children,  the  Puritans, under  Charles  I 
It  was  impossible  that  these  men 
should  not  have  felt  the  deepest  re- 
sentment at  the  fierce  and  steadfast 
persecution  they  endured  under  the 
House  of  Lancaster;  and  without 
pausing  to  consider  how  far  they 
would  benefit  under  the  dynasty  of 
York,  they  had  all  those  motives  of 
revenge  which  are  mistaken  so  often 
for  the  counsels  of  policy,  to  rally 
round  any  standard  raised  against 
their  oppressors.  These  two  great 
exceptions  to  merely  selfish  policy, 
which  it  remains  for  the  historian 
clearly  and  at  length  to  enforce,  these 
and  these  alone  will  always,  to  a  saga- 
cious observer,  elevate  the  Wars  of  the 
Roses  above  those  bloody  contests  for 
badges  which  we  are,  at  first  sight, 
tempted  to  regard  them.  But  these 
deeper  motives  animated  very  little 
the  nobles  and  the  knightly  gentry,* 
and  with  them  the  governing  princi- 
ples were,  as  we  have  just  said,  inter- 
est, ambition,  and  the  zeal  for  the 
honour  and  advancement  of  houses 
and  chiefs. 

"  Truly,"  said  Marmaduke,  aftej  a 

*  Amongst  miiny  instances  of  the  stlf. 
seeking  <>f  tin-  time,  not  the  least  striking 
is  the  subservience  of  John  Mowbray,  the 
great  Duke  ot  Norfolk,  to  hi-  old  political 
enemy,  the  Karl  ol  Oxford,  the  moment  the 
last  comes  into  power,  during  the  brief  re- 
storation  of  Henry  S:l  John  l'aston,  whose 
fam  ly  had  been  sufficiently  hnrassed  by 
this  (treat  Duke,  says,  with  some  glee,  '•  The 
Duke  and  Duchess  (of  Norfolk)  sue  to  him 
1 1  ord  Oxford]  us  humbly  as  ever  I  did  to 
them." — Paston  Letters    cccii. 
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short  and  rather  embarrassed  pause, 
"  I  am  little  beholden  as  yet  to  the 
House  of  York.  There,  where  I  see 
a  noble  benefactor,  or  a  brave  and 
wise  leader,  shall  I  think  my  sword 
and  heart  may  best  proffer  allegiance." 

"Wisely  said,"  returned  Alwyn, 
with  a  Blight,  bui  half  sarcastic  smile ; 
"I  asked  thee  the  question  because— 
(draw  closer) — there  are  wise  men  in 
our  city  who  think  the  ties  between 
Warwick  and  the  king  less  strong 
than  a  ship's  cable.  And  if  thou 
attachest  thyself  to  Warwick,  he  will 
be  better  pleased,  it  may  be,  with  talk 
of  devotion  to  himself  than  professions 
of  exclusive  loyalty  to  King  Edward. 
He  who  has  little  silver  in  his  pouch 
must  have  ;hc  more  silk  on  his  tongue. 
A  word  to  a  Westmoreland  or  a  York 
shire-man  is  as  good  as  a  sermon  to 
men  not  born  so  far  north.  One  word 
more,  and  I  have  done.  Thou  art 
kind,  and  affable,  and  gentle,  my  dear 
foster-brother,  but  it.  will  not  do  for 
thee  to  be  seen  again  with  the  gold- 
smith's headman,  [f  thou  wan  test  me, 
send  for  me  at  nightfall  ;  I  shall  be 
found  at  Master  Heyford's,  in  the 
Chcpe.  And  if,"  added  Nicholas,  with 
a  prudent  reminiscence,  "  thou  sue- 
ceedestat  court,  and  canst  recommend 
my  master— there  is  no  better  gold- 
smith— it  m;;.  ii  rve  me 
for  myself  «  bich  I  look  to  '1"   hortly." 

"But,  to  send  for  thee,  my  own 
foster-brother,  at  nightfall,  as  if  1 
were  ashamed .'" — 

"  llout,  Master  Marmaduke,  if  thou 
wert  not  ashamed  of  me  1  Bhould  be 
ashamed  to  be  seen  with  a  gay  springal 
like  thee.  Why,  they  would  say  in 
the Chepe that  Nick  Alwyn  v.; 
to  ruin.  No.  no.  Birds  of  a  feather 
keep  >hy  of  those  that  moult 
other  colours  ;  and  so.  my  dear  young 
master,  this  is  my  last  shake  of  the 


band.     But  hold.     Dost  thou  know 
thy  way  back  1 

"Oh,  yes — never  fear!"  answered 
Marmaduke;  "though  I  see  not  why 
so  far,  at  least,  we  may  not  be  com- 
panions." 

"  No,  better  as  it  Is ;  after  this  day's 
work,  they  will  gossip  about  both  of 
us,  and  we  shall  meet  many  who  know 
my  long  visage  on  the  way  back. 
God  keep  thee;  avise  me  how  thou 
prospercst." 

So  saying,  Nicholas  Alwyn  walked 
off,  too  delicate  to  propose  to  pay  his 
share  of  the  reckoning  with  a  superior. 
But  when  he  had  gone  a  few  paces, 
he  turned  back,  and  accosting  the 
Nevile,  as  the  latter  was  rebuckling 
his  mantle,  said — 

"  1  have  been  thinking,  Master 
Nevile,  that  these  gold  nobles,  which 
it  has  been  my  luck  to  bear  off,  would 
be  more  useful  in  thy  gipsire  than 
mine.  I  have  sure  gains  and  small 
expenses — but  a  gentleman  gains  no- 
thing,  and  his  hand  must  be  ever  in 
his  pou«h— so " 

"  Foster-brother!"  said  Marmaduke, 
haughtily,  "a  gentleman  never  bor- 
rows— except  of  the  Jews,  and  with 
due  interest.  Moreover,  I  too  have 
my  calling;  and  as  thy  stall  to  thee, 
so  to  me  my  food  sword.  Saints  keep 
thee!    Be  sure  I  will  serve  thee  when 

'•  The  devil's  in  these  young  strips 
of  the  herald's  tree,"  muttered  Alwj  n, 
as  he  strode  off;  "as  if  it  were  die 
:  row  a  broad  piece  with- 
out cutting  u  throat  for  it  !  Howbeit, 
i  a  prolific  mother  :  and  here 
is  eno'  to  hii'.  in.- a  gold  chain  against 

I  am  aid.  Mean  of  London.  Hout, 
thus  goes  the  world— the  knight's 
baubles  become  the  alderman's  baugt.8 
— so  much  the  better." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


ILL   FARES   THE   CO.UTRY    MOUSE    IN   THE   TRAPS   OP   T0WTJ. 


TVe  trust  we  shall  not  be  deemed 
discourteous,  either,  on  the  one  hand, 
to  those  who  value  themselves  on  their 
powers  of  reflection,  or,  on  the  other, 
to  those  who  lay  claim  to  what,  in 
modern  phrenological  jargon,  is  called 
the  Organ  of  Locality,  when  we  venture 
to  surmise  that  the  two  are  rarely 
found  in  combination ;  nay,  that  it 
seems  to  us  a  very  evident  truism, 
that  in  proportion  to  the  general  ac- 
tivity of  the  intellect  upon  subjects  of 
pith  and  weight,  the  mind  will  be 
indifferent  to  those  minute  external 
objects  by  which  a  less  contemplative 
understanding  will  note,  and  map  out, 
and  impress  upon  the  memory,  the 
chart  of  the  road  its  owner  has  once 
taken.  Master  Marmaduke  Nevile,  a 
hardy  and  acute  forester  from  child- 
hood, possessed  to  perfection  the  useful 
faculty  of  looking  well  and  closely 
before  him  as  he  walked  the  earth, 
and  ordinarily,  therefore,  the  path  he 
had  once  taken,  however  intricate  and 
obscure,  he  was  tolerably  sure  to  re- 
trace with  accuracy,  even  at  no  incon- 
siderable distance  of  time — the  out- 
ward senses  of  men  are  usually  thus 
alert  and  attentive  in  the  3avage  or 
the  semi-civilised  state.  He  had  nol 
therefore,  overvalued  his  general  acute 
ness  in  tha  note  and  memory  of  locali- 
ties, when  he  boasted  of  his  power  to 
refind  his  way  to  his  hostelrie  with- 
out the  guidance  of  Alwyn.  But  it  so 
happened  that  the  events  of  this  day, 
so  memorable  to  him,  withdrew  his 
attention  from  external  objects,  to 
concentrate  it  within.  And  in  mar- 
velling and  musing  over  the  new 
Course    upon   which  his  destiiu-  ha4 


entered,  he  forgot  to  take  heed  ol 
that  which  his  feet  should  pursue  ,  so 
that,  after  wandering  unconsciously 
onward  for  some  time,  he  suddenly 
halted  in  perplexity  and  amaze  to 
find  himself  entangled  in  a  labyrinth 
of  scattered  suburbs,  presenting  fea- 
tures wholly  different  from  the  road 
|  that  had  conducted  him  to  the  archery 
I  ground  in  the  forenoon.  The  dark- 
|  ness  of  the  night  had  set  in,  but  it 
I  was  relieved  by  a  somewhat  faint  and 
J  mist-clad  moon,  and  some  few  and 
scattered  stars,  over  which  rolled, 
fleetly,  thick  clouds,  portending  rain. 
No  lamps  at  that  time  cheered  the 
steps  of  the  belated  wanderer;  the 
houses  were  shut  up,  and  their  in- 
mates, for  the  most  part,  already  re- 
tired to  rest,  and  the  suburbs  did  not 
rejoice,  as  the  city,  in  the  round  of  the 
watchman  with  his  drowsy  call  to  the 
inhabitants,  "  Hang  out  your  lights!" 
The  passengers,  who  at  first,  in 
various  small  groups  and  parties,  had 
enlivened  the  stranger's  way,  seemed 
to  him,  unconscious  as  he  was  of  the 
lapse  of  time,  to  have  suddenly 
vanished  from  the  thoroughfares; 
and  he  found  himself  alone  in  places 
thoroughly  unknown  to  him,  waking 
'»  the  displeasing  recollection  that 
..ie  approaches  to  the  city  were  said 
to  be  beset  by  brawlers  and  ruffians  of 
desperate  characters,  whom  the  cessa- 
tion of  the  civil  wars  had  flung  loose 
upon  the  skirts  of  society,  to  maintain 
themselves  by  deeds  of  rapine  and 
plunder.  As  might  naturally  be  ex- 
pected, most  of  these  had  belonged  to 
the  defeated  party,  who  had  no  claim 
to  the  irood  offices  or  charity  of  those 
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ra  power.  And  although  some  of  the 
Nevile-s  had  Bided  with  the  Lancas- 
trians, yet  the  badge  worn  by  Marma- 
duke  was  considered  a  pledge  of  de- 
votion to  the  reigning  House,  and 
adued  a  new  danger  to  those  which 
beset  his  path.  Conscious  of  this— 
for  he  now  culled  to  mind  the  admo- 
nitions of  his  host  in  parting  from 
the  hostelrie — he  deemed  it  but  dis- 
creet to  draw  the  hood  of  his  mantle 
over  the  silver  ornament ;  and  while 
thus  occupied,  he  heard  not  a  step 
emerging  from  a  lane  at  his  rear. 
when  suddenly  a  heavy  hand  was 
placed  on  his  shoulder ;  he  started, 
turned,  and  before  him  stood  a  man, 
whose  aspect  and  dress  betokened 
little  to  lessen  the  alarm  of  the  un- 
courteous  salutation.  Marrnaduke's 
dagger  was  bare  on  the  instant. 

"  And  what  would'st  thou  with 
me ) "  he  asked. 

"Thy  purse  and  thy  dagger!" 
answered  the  stranger. 

"Come  and  take  them,"  said  the 
Nevile,  unconscious  that  he  uttered  a 
reply  famous  in  classic  history,  as  he 
sprang  backward  a  step  or  so,  and 
threw  himself  into  an  attitude  of  de- 
fence. The  stranger  slowly  raised  a 
rude  kinc  of  mace,  or  rathi 
with  a  ball  of  iron  at  the  end.  gar- 
nished with  long  spikes, as  he  replied, 
"  Art  thou  mail  eno'  to  light  for  such 
trifles'!" 

"  Art  thou  in  the  habit  of  meeting 
one  Englishman  who  yields  his  goods, 
without  a  blow,  to  another'!"  retorted 
liarmaduke.  "  Go  to — thy  club  does 
not  daunt  me."  The  Btranger  warily 
dr.'w  back  a  step,  and  applied  a 
whistle  to  his  mouth.  The  Nevile 
spranp  at.  him,  but  the  stranger 
warded  off  the  thrust  of  the  poniard 
with  a  1  i ltIi t.  flourish  of  his  heavy 
weapon;  and  had  not  the  youth 
drawn  back  on  the  instant,  it  had 
been  go.nl  nighi  and  a  long  day  to 
Marmaduke  Nevile.  Even  as  it  was, 
his  heart  beat  quick,  as  the  whirl  of 


the  huge  weapon  sent  the  air  like  a 
strong  wind  against  his  face.  Ere  he 
had  time  to  renew  his  attack,  he  wag 
suddenly  seized  from  behind,  and 
found  himself  struggling  in  the  armi 
of  two  men.  From  these  he  broke, 
and  his  dagger  glanced  harmless 
against  the  tough  jerkin  of  his  first 
assailant.  The  next  moment  his 
right  arm  fell  to  his  side,  useless  and 
deeply  gashed.  A  heavy  blow  on  the 
head,  —  the  moon,  the  stars  reeled  in 
his  eyes — and  then  darkness; — he 
knew  no  more.  His  assailants  very 
deliberately  proceeded  to  rifle  the 
inanimate  body,  when  one  of  them, 
perceiving  the  silverbadge, exclaimed, 
with  an  oath,  "  One  of  the  rampant 
Neviles  !  This  cock  at  least  shall 
crow  no  more  ] "  And  laying  the 
young  man's  head  across  his  lap, 
while  he  stretched  back  the  throat 
with  one  hand,  with  the  other  he 
drew  forth  a  long  sharp  knife,  like 
those  used  by  huntsmen  in  dispatch- 
ing the  hart.  Suddenly,  and  in  tho 
very  moment  when  the  blade  was 
about  to  inflict  the  fatal  gash,  hi? 
hand  was  forcibly  arrested,  and  a  man 
who  had  silently  and  unnoticed  joined 
the  ruffians,  said,  in  a  stern  whisper, 
"  Hi--  and  depart  from  thy  brother- 
hood for»*-er   We  admit  no  murderer." 

The  rufu^ii  looked  up  in  bewilder- 
ment. "  Robin — captain — thou  here!" 
he  said  falteringly. 

"  1  in u- 1  needs  be  everywhere,  I  se?, 
if]  nrould  keep  such  fellows  as  thou 
and  these  from  the  gallows.  What  is 
this/  —  a  silver  arrow  —  the  young 
archer. — Urn." 

"  A  Nevile  !  "  growled  the  would- 
be  murderer. 

"And  for  that  very  reason  his  life 
should  be  safe.  K  no  west  thou  not 
that  Richard  of  Warwick,  the  great 
Nevile,  ever  spares  the  commons. 
Begone  1  1  say."  The  captain's  low 
voice  grew  terrible  as  he  uttered  the 
hwt  word-.  The  savage  rose,  and 
without  a  word  stalked  away. 
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"  Look  you,  my  masters,"  said 
Robin,  turning  to  the  rest,  "  soldiers 
must  plunder  a  hostile  country. 
While  York  is  on  the  throne,  Eng- 
land is  a  hostile  country  to  us  Lan- 
castrians. Rob,  then,  rifle,  if  ye  will. 
But  he  who  takes  life  shall  lose  it. 
Ye  know  me  !  "  The  robbers  looked 
down,  silent  and  abashed.  Robin 
bent  a  moment  over  the  youth.  "  He 
will  live,"  he  muttered.  "So!  he 
already  begins  to  awaken.  One  of 
these  houses  will  give  him  shelter. 
Off,  fellows,  and  take  care  of  your 
necks ! " 

When  Marmaduke,  a  few  minutes 
after  this  colloquy,  began  to  revive,  it 
was  with  a  sensation  of  dizziness,  pain, 
and  extreme  cold.  He  strove  to  lift 
himself  from  the  ground,  and  at 
length  succeeded.  He  was  alone  ; 
the  place  where  he  had  lain  was  damp 
and  red  with  stiffening  blood.  He 
tottered  on  for  several  paces,  and  per- 
ceived from  a  lattice,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, a  light  still  burning.  Now 
reeling — now  falling,  he  still  dragged 
on  his  limbs  as  the  instinct  attracted 
him  to  that  sign  of  refuge.  He  gained 
the  doorway  of  a  detached  and  gloomy 
house,  and  sank  on  the  stone  before 
it  to  cry  aloud.  But  his  voice  soon 
sank  into  deep  groans,  and  once  more, 
as  his  efforts  increased  the  rapid  gush 
of  the  blood,  became  insensible.  The 
man  styled  Robin,  who  had  so  oppor- 
tunely saved  his  life,  now  approached 
from  the  shadow  of  a  wall,  beneath 
which  he  had  watched  Marmaduke's 
movements.  He  neared  the  door  of 
the  house,  and  cried,  in  a  sharp, 
clear  voice — "  Open,  for  the  love  of 
Christ  !" 

A  head  was  now  thrust  from  the 
lattice — the  light  vanished — a  minute 
more,  the  door  opened  ;  and  Robin, 
as  if  satisfied,  drew  hastily  back,  and 
vanished — saying  to  himself,  as  he 
strode  along'.  "  A  young  man's  life 
must  needs  be  dear  to  him  ;  yd,  had 
the  lad  been  a  lord,  methinks  i  should 


have  cared  little  to  have  saved  for  the 
people  one  tyrant  more." 

After  a  long  interval,  Marmaduke 
again  recovered,  and  his  eyes  turned 
with  pain  from  the  glare  of  a  light 
held  to  his  face. 

"  He  wakes,  father  i — he  will  live  1" 
cried  a  sweet  voice. 

"  Ay,  he  will  live,  child  ! "  answered 
a  deeper  tone ;  and  the  young  man 
muttered  to  himself,  half  audibly,  as 
in  a  dream,  "  Holy  Mother  be  blessed ! 
it  is  sweet  to  live  !  " 

The  room,  in  which  the  sufferer 
lay,  rather  exhibited  the  remains  of 
better  fortunes  than  testified  to  the 
solid  means  of  the  present  possessor. 
The  ceiling  was  high  and  groined, 
and  some  tints  of  faded,  but  once 
gaudy  painting,  blazoned  its  compart- 
ments and  hanging  pendants.  The 
walls  bad  been  rudely  painted,  (for 
arras*  then  was  rare,  even  among  the 
wealthiest,)  but  the  colours  were  half 
obliterated  by  time  and  damp.  The 
bedstead  on  which  the  wounded  man 
reclined  was  curiously  carved,  with  a 
figure  of  the  Virgin  at  the  head,  and 
adorned  with  draperies,  in  which  were 
wrought  huge  figures  from  scriptural 
subjects,  but  in  the  dress  of  the  date 
of  Richard  II. — Solomon  in  pointed 


*  Mr  Hallam,  (History  of  the  Middle 
.Ages,  chap,  ix  part  2,)  implies  a  doubt 
whether  gnat  houses  were  furnished  with 
hangings  so  Boon  as  the  reign  of  Edward  IV 
But  there  is  abundant  evidence  to  satisfy 
our  learned  historian  upon  that  head.  The 
Narrative  of  the  "Lord  of  Giauthnse," 
edited  by  sir  F.  Madden,  specifies  the  hang 
ings  of  cloth  of  gold  in  the  apartments  in 
which  that  lord  wasrece'Ived  by  Edward  IV.  ; 
also  the  hangings  of  white  silk  and  linen  in 
the  chamber  appropriated  to  himself  at 
Windsor.  But  long  before  this  period  (to 
say  nothing  of  the  Bayeuz  Tapestrj )— viz  in 
ti  .if  Edward  III  (in  1344.1  a  writ 
was  issued  to  inquire  into  the  mystery  oi 
working  tapestry;  and  in  I39H.  Mr  Br  it  ton 
observes  th at  the  celebrated  arras  hangings 
at  Warwick  Castle  are  mentioned.  (Set 
Britton's  Dictionary  of  Architecture  and 
Archeology— art.  Taocstrj) 
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upturned  sines,  and  Goliath,  in  the 
armour  of  a  crusader,  —  frowning 
grimly  upon  the  sufferer.  By  the 
bedside  stood  a  personage,  who,  in 
reality,  was  but  little  past  the  middle 
age,  1'iit  whose  pale  visage  intersected 
with  deep  furrows,  whose  long  heard 
and  hair,  partially  grey,  gave  him  the 
appearance  of  advanced  age:  never- 
theless there  was  something  peculiarly 
Btriking  in  the  aspect  of  the  man. 
His  forehead  was  singularly  high  and 
massive,  but  the  back  of  the  head 
was  disproportionately  small,  as  if 
the  intellect  too  much  preponderated 
over  all  the  animal  qualities  for 
Btrength  in  character  and  buc< 
life.  The  eyes  were  soft)  dark,  and 
brilliant,   but  dreamlike    and   vague  ; 

itures  in  youth  must  have  been 
regular  and  beautiful,  but  their  con- 
tour was  now  sharpened  by  the  hollow- 
the  cheeks  and  temples.  The 
form,  in  the  upper  part,  was  nobly 
Bhaped,  sufficiently  muscular,  if  not 
powerful,  and  with  the  long  uhroal 
and  falling  shoulders,  which  always 
give  something  of  grace  and  dignity 
to  the  carriage  ;  but  it  was  prema- 
turely bent,  and  the  lower  limbs  '.'ere 
thin  and  weak,  as  is  common  with 
men  who  have  sparely  used  them  ; 
they  seem  disproportioned  to  that 
broad  chest,  and  still  more  to  thai 
magnificent  and  spacious  brow.  The 
corresponded 

with  the  aspect  of  his  al 

materials   were    those   worn    by   the 

but  they  were  old,  threadbare, 

and    discoloured     with     innumerable 

and   stains.      His   bands   were 

small  and   delicate,  with    large  blue 

i  hat   spoke   of  relaxed    fibres, 

but.      their      natural      whiter' 

Bmudgod  with  Bmoke-stains,  and  his 
i  culine  ornament  utterly 
'.in    of  fashion   among   the  youngei 
race  it;  K  n  ml  when 

worn  by  the   elder  gentry,  carefully 
trimme  I  and  perfumed  -  was  dishev 
n>-d  >nlO  all  the   Bpiral    and 


curls,   displayed    in    the    sculptured 
head   of  some   old    Grecian    s 
poet. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  bed  knelt 
a  young  girl,  of  about  sixteen,  with  a 
face  exquisitely  lovely  in  its  delicacj 
and  expression.  She  seemed  about 
the  middle  stature,  and  her  arms  and 
neck,  as  displayed  by  the  close-fitting 
vest,  had  already  the  smooth  and 
rounded  contour  of  dawning  woman- 
hood, while  the  face  had  still  the  soft- 
ness, innocence,  and  inexpressible 
bloom  of  the  child.  There  was  a 
strong  likeness  between  her  and  her 
lather,  (for  sueh  the  relationship,) 
despite  the  difference  of  sex  and 
years — the  same  beautiful  form  of  lip 
and  brow — the  same  rare  colour  of  the 
eyes,  dark-blue,  with  black  fringing 
lashes  --  and  perhapa  the  common 
expression,  at  that  moment,  of  gentle 
pity  and  benevolent  anxiety  contri- 
buted to  render  the  resemblance 
ger. 

"  Father,  he  sinks  again  .'  "  said  the 
girl. 

"  Sibyl], "  answered  the  man,  pub- 
ting  his  finger  upon  a  line  in  a 
manuscript  book  that  he  held,   '  the 

authority  saith,  that  a  patient  B i- 

tused  should  lose  blood,  and  then 
the  arm  must  be  lightly  bandaged. 
Verily,  we  lack  the  wherewithal." 

■'Not  bo,  father'"  said  t he  girl, 
and  blushing,  she  turned  aside,  ami 
took  off  ill"  partelet  of  lawn,  upon 
which  bolidaj  finery  lei  yout 
perhaps  that  morning  had  turned 
with  pleasure,  and  white  as  snOVI  was 
the  neck  which  was  thus  displayed—* 
"  this  will  suffice  to  bind  his  arm." 

"  But  the  book,"  said  the  father,  in 
greal  perplexity  -"the  book  toilet h 
us  not  how  the  lancet  should 
plied.  It  iseas]  to  say, '  Do  this  and 
do  that '-  but  to  do  it  once,  it  Bhould 
have  been  don,-  i,,  fore  .'  This  is  not 
among  my  experimi 

Luckily,  perhaps,  tor  Mai  d 
momen  entei 


A 
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woman,  the  solitary  servant  of  the 
house,  whose  life,  in  those  warlike 
times,  had  made  her  pretty  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  simpler  modes  of 
dealing  with  a  wounded  arm  and  a 
Droken  head.  She  treated  with  great 
disdain  the  learned  authority  referred 
to  by  her  master  ;  she  bound  the  arm, 
plaistered  the  head,  and  taking  upon 
srself  the  responsibility  to  promise  a 


rapid  cure,  insisted  upon  the  retire 
ment  of  father  and  child,  and  took 
her  solitary  watch  beside  the  bed. 

"  If  it  had  been  any  other  me- 
chanism than  that  of  the  vile  human 
body!"  muttered  the  philosopher,  as 
if  apologising  to  himself; — and  with; 
that  he  recoverid  his  seif-complacency 
and  looked  round  him  proudly. 


CHAPTER  V. 


WEAL    TO   i'HE    IDLER — WOE    TO    THE    WORKMAN. 


As  Provideuce  tempers  the  wind  to 
the  shorn  lamb,  so  it  possibly  might 
conform  the  heads  of  that  day  to  a 
thickness  suitable  for  the  blows  and 
knocks  to  which  they  were  variously 
subjected ; — yet  it  was  not  without 
considerable  effort,  and  much  strug- 
gling, that  Marmaduke's  senses  reco- 
vered the  shock  received,  less  by  his 
flesh  wound,  and  the  loss  of  blood, 
than  a  blow  on  the  seat  of  reason, 
that  might  have  dispatched  a  passable 
ox  of  these  degenerate  days.  Nature, 
to  say  nothing  of  Madge's  leechcraft, 
ultimately  triumphed,  and  Marma- 
duke  woke  one  morning  in  full  pos- 
session of  such  understanding  as 
Nature  had  endowed  him  with.  He 
was  then  alone,  and  it  was  with 
much  simple  surprise  that  he  turned 
bis  large  hazel  eyes  from  corner 
to  corner  of  the  unfamiliar  room. 
He  began  to  retrace  and  weave 
together  sundry  disordered  and  vague 
reminiscences  :  he  commenced  with 
the  commencement,  and  clearly  satis- 
fied himself  that  he  had  been  griev- 
ously wounded  and  surely  bruised; 
he  then  recalled  the  solitary  light  at 
+he  high  lattice,  and  his  memory 
found  itself  at  the  porch  of  the  large, 
lonely,  ruinous  old  house;  then  all 
became  a   bewildered    and    feverish  i 


dream.  He  caught  at  the  vision  Oi 
an  old  man  with  a  long  beard,  whom 
he  associated,  displeasingly,  with  re- 
collections of  pain  :  he  glanced  off  tp 
a  fair  young  face,  with  eyes  that 
looked  tender  pity  whenever  he 
writhed  or  groaned  under  the  tor- 
tures that,  no  doubt,  that  old  accursed 
carle  had  inflicted  upon  him.  But 
even  this  face  did  not  dwell  with 
pleasure  in  his  memory — it  woke  up 
confused  and  labouring  associations 
of  something  weird  and  witchlike — of 
sorceresses  and  tymbesteres — of  wild 
warnings  screeched  in  his  ear— of  in- 
cantations and  devilries,  and  doom. 
Impatient  of  these  musings,  he  sought 
to  leap  from  his  bed,  and  was  amazed 
that  the  leap  subsided  into  a  tottering 
crawl.  He  found  an  ewer  and  basin, 
and  his  ablutions  refreshed  and  in- 
vigorated him.  He  searched  for  his 
raiment,  and  discovered  it  all  except 
the  mantle,  dagger,  hat,  and  girdle; 
and.  while  looking  for  these,  his  eye 
fell  on  an  old  tarnished  steel  mirror 
He  started  as  il  he  had  seen  hi* 
ghost ;  was  it  possible  that  his  hardy 
face  could  have  waned  into  that  pale, 
and  almost  femininely  delicate  visage. 
With  the  pride  (call  it  not  cox- 
combry)  that  then  made  the  care  of 
Dew     the  distinction  oftconlle  birlh 
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he  strove  to  reduce  into  order  the 
tangled  locks  ot  the  long  hair,  of 
which  a  considerable  portion  above  a 
part  that  seemed  peculiarly  sensitive 
to  the  touch,  had  been  mercilessly 
clipped  ;  and  as  he  had  just  com- 
pleted this  task,  with  little  satisfac- 
tion and  much  inward  chafing  at  the 
lack  of  all  befitting  essences  and  per- 
fumes, the  door  gmily  opened,  and 
the  fair  face  he  had  dreamed  of  ap- 
peared at  the  aperture. 

The  girl  uttered  a  cry  of  astonish- 
ment and  alarm  at  seeing  the  patient 
thus  arrayed  and  convalescent,  and 
would  suddenly  have  retreated,  but 
the  Nevjle  advanced,  and  courteously 
taking  her  hand — 

"  Fair  maiden,"  said  he,  "  if,  as  I 
trow,  1  owe  to  thy  cares  my  tending 
and  cure — nay.  it  may  be  a  life 
hitherto  of  little  worth,  save  to  my- 
self—  do  not  fly  from  my  thanks. 
May  our  Lady  of  Walsingham  bless 
and  reward  thee  !  *' 

"  Sir,"  answered  Sibyll,  gently 
withdrawing  her  hands  from  his 
clasp,  "  our  poor  cares  have  been  a 
slight  return  for  thy  generous  protec- 
tion to  myself." 

"  To  thee  !  ah,  forgive  me, — how 
could  I  be  so  dull  ?  1  remember  thy 
face  now ;  and,  perchance.  I  deserved 
the  disaster  I  met  with  in  leaving 
thee  so  discourteously.  My  heart 
smote  me  for  it  as  thy  light  footfall 
passed  from  my  side." 

A  slight  blush,  succeeded  by  a 
thoughtful  smile — the  smile  of  one 
who  recalls  ami  caresses  some  not 
- ! iilt  remembrance,  passed  over 
Sibyll's  charming  countenance,  as  the 
Bufferer  said  this  with  something  of 
the  grace  of  a  well-born  man,  whose 
boyhood  had  been  taught  to  serve 
God  and  the  Ladies. 

There  was  a  shorl  p  ra   ■  !"-fore  she 

■d,  looking  down,  "  Nay,  .sir,  I 

ifficiently   beholden  to  you;  — 

and  for  the  rot,  all  molestation  was 

v>er.     But  1  '•ill  now  call  your  none. 


— for  it  is  to  our  servant,  not  us, 
that  your  thanks  are  due — to  see  to 
your  state,  and  administer  the  proper 
medicaments." 

"  Truly,  fail  damsel,  it  is  not 
precisely  medicaments  that  I  hunger 
and  thirst  for;  and  if  your  hospitality 
could  spare  me  from  the  larder  a 
manchet,  or  a  corner  of  a  pasty,  and 
from  the  cellar  a  Stoup  of  wine  or  a 
cup  of  ale,  methinks  it  would  tend 
more  to  restore  me, than  those  potions 
which  are  so  M  range  to  my  taste  that 
they  rather  offend  than  temp:  it ; 
and,  pardie,  it  seemeth  to  my  poor 
senses  as  if  I  had  not  broken  bread 
for  a  week  !  " 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  of  such 
good  cheer,"  answered  Sibyll ;  "  wait 
but  a  moment  or  so,  till  I  consult 
your  physician." 

And,  so  saying,  she  closed  the  door, 
slowly  descended  the  steps,  and  pur- 
sued her  way  into  what  seemed  more 
like  a  vault  than  a  habitable  room, 
where  she  found  the  single  servant  of 
the  household.  Time,  which  makes 
changes  so  fantastic  in  the  dress  of 
the  better  classes,  has  a  greater  re- 
spect for  the  costume 'Of  the  humbler; 
and,  though  the  garments  were  of  a 
very  coarse  sort  of  serge,  there  was 
not  so  great  a  difference,  in  point  of 
comfort  and  sufficiency,  as  might  be 
supposed,  between  the  dross  of  old 
Madge  and  that  of  some  primitive 
servant  in  the  north  during  the  last 
century.  The  old  woman's  face  was 
thin  and  pinched,  but  its  sharp  ex- 
pression brightened  into  a  smile  as  she 
caught  sight,  through  the  damps  and 
darkness,  of  the  gracious  form  of  her 
yonng  mistress.  "  Ah,  Madge,"  said 
Sibyll,  with  a  sigh,  "  it  is  a  sad  thing 
to  be  poor  !  " 

"  For  Buch  as  thou,  Mistress  Sibyll, 
it  is  indeed.  It.  dues  nut.  matter  for 
the  like  of  us.  Hut  it  goes  to  my  old 
hear!  when  I  see  you  shut  up  hi 

going  out  in  that   old   court  p» 
and  wimple— you,  a    knight's  grand 


so 
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child — you,  who  have  played  round  a 
queen's  knees,  and  who  might  have 
been  so  well  to  do,  an'  my  master  had 
thought  a  little  id -ire  of  the  gear  of 
this  world.  But  p-tience  is  a  good 
palfrey,  and  will  carry  us  a  long  day. 
And  when  the  master  has  done  what 
he  looks  for,  why  the  king—  sith  we 
must  so  call  the  new  man  on  the 
throne — will  be  sure  to  reward  him  ; 
but,  sweetheart,  tarry  not  here;  it's. 
an  ill  air  for  your  young  lips  to 
drink  in.  What  brings  you  to  old 
Madge  1 " 

"  The  stranger  is  recovered,  and — " 

rtAy,  I  warrant  me,  I  have  cured 
worse  than  he.  He  must  have  a 
spoonful  of  broth — I  have  not  forgot 
it.  You  see  I  wanted  no  dinner  my- 
self— what  is  dinner  to  old  folks ! — 
so  I  e'en  put  it  all  in  the  pot  for  him. 
The  broth  will  be  brave  and  strong." 

"  My  poor  Madge,  God  requite  you 
for  what  you  suffer  for.  us  !  But  he 
has  asked  " — here  was  another  sigh 
and  a  downcast  look  that  did  not 
dare  to  face  the  consternation  of 
Madge,  as  she  repeated,  with  a  half 
smile — "  he  has  asked — for  meat,  and 
a  stoup  of  wine,  Madge  ! " 

"  Eh,  sirs  !  And  where  is  he  to  get 
them'?  Not  that  it  will  lie  bad  for  the 
lad,  either.  Wine!  There's  Master 
Bancroft,  of  the  Oak,  will  not  trust  us 
a  penny,  the  seely  hilding,  and " 

"  Oh,  Madge,  I  forgot ! — we  can 
still  sell  the  gittern  for  something. 
Get  on  your  wimple,  Madge — quick 
— while  I  go  lor  it." 

"  Why.  Mistress  Sibyll,  that's  your 
only  pleasure,  when  you  sit  all  alone, 
the  long  summer  days." 

"  It  will  be  more  pleasure  to  re- 
member that  it  supplied  the  wants  of 
my  father's  guest,"  said  Sibyll  ;  and 
retracing  the  way  up  the  stairs,  she 
returned  with  the  broken  instrument, 
and  dispatched  Madge  with  it,  laden 
with  instructions  that  the  wine  should 
be  of  the  best,  she  then  once  more 
mounted  the  rugged  steps,  and  halt- 


ing a  moment  at  Marmaduke's  door, 
as  she  heard  his  feeble  step  walking 
impatiently  to  and  fro,  she  ascended 
higher,  where  the  night,  winding  up 
a  square  dilapidated  turret,  became 
rougher,  narrower,  and  darker,  and 
opened  the  door  of  her  father's 
retreat. 

It  was  a  room  so  bare  of  ornament 
and  furniture  that  it  seemed  merely 
wrought  out  of  the  mingled  rubble 
and  rough  stones  which  composed 
the  walls  of  the  mansion,  and  was 
lighted  towards  the  street  by  a  nar- 
row slit,  glazed,  it  is  true. — which  all 
the  windows  of  the  house  were  not, — 
but  the  sun  scarcely  pierced  the  dull 
panes  and  the  deep  walls  in  which 
they  were  sunk.  The  room  con- 
tained a  strong  furnace,  and  a  rude 
laboratory.  There  were  several 
strange-looking  mechanical  contri- 
vances scattered  about,  several  manu- 
scripts upon  some  oaken  shelves,  and 
a  large  panier  of  wood  and  charcoal 
in  the  corner.  In  that  poverty-stricken 
house,  the  money  spent  on  fuel  alone, 
in  the  height  of  summer,  would  have 
comfortably  maintained  the  inmates; 
but  neither  Sibyll  nor  Madge  ever 
thought  to  murmur  at  this  waste, 
dedicated  to  what  had  become  the 
vital  want  of  a  man  who  drew  air  in  a 
world  of  his  own.  This  was  the  first 
thing  to  be  provided  for;  and  Science 
was  of  more  imperative  necessity  than 
even  Hunger. 

Adam  Warner  was  indeed  a  crea- 
ture of  remarkable  genius  —  and 
genius,  in  an  age  where  it  is  not 
appreciated,  is  the  greatest  curse  the 

i  iron  Fates  can  inflict  on  man.  If 
not  wholly  without  the  fond  fancies 
which  led  the  wisdom  of  the  darker 

i  ages  to  the  philosopher's  stone  and 
the  elixir,  he  had  been  deterred  from 
the   chase  of  a  chimera  by   want  of 

I  means  to  pursue  it :  for  it  required 
the  resources  or  the  patronage  of  a 
prince  or  noble  to  obtain  the 

:  ingredients   consumed  iu   the  alone- 
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mist's  crucible.  In  early  life,  there- 
fore, and  while  yet  in  possession  of  a 
competence,  derived  from  a  line  of 
distinguished  and  knightly  ancestors, 
Adam  Warner  bad  devoted  himself 
to  the  surer,  and  less  costly,  study  of 
the  mathematics,  which  then  had  be- 
gun to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
learned,  but  which  was  still  looked 
upon  by  the  vulgar  as  a  branch  of  the 
black  art.  This  pursuit  had  opened 
to  him  the  insight  into  discoveries 
equally  useful  and  sublime.  They 
necessitated  a  still  more  various  know- 
ledge: and  in  an  age  when  there  was 
no  division  of  labour,  and  rare  and 
precarious  communication  among 
students,  it  became  necessary  for  each 
discoverer  to  acquire  sufficient  science 
for  his  own  collateral  experiments. 

In  applying  mathematics  to  the 
practical  purpo  esoflife,  in  recognising 
its  mighty  utilities  to  commerce  and 
civilisation,  Adam  \V,.rner  was  driven 
to  conjoin  with  it,  not  only  an  exten- 
sive knowledge  of  languages,  but 
many  of  the  rudest  tusks  of  the  me- 
chanist's art ;  and  chemistry  was,  in 
some  of  his  researches,  summoned  to 
his  aid.  By  degrees,  the  tyranny  that  a 
man's  genius  exercises  over  his  life,  ab- 
stracted him  from  all  external  objects. 
He  had  loved  his  wife  tenderly,  but 
hifi  rapid  wa-te  of  his  fortune  in  the 
purchase  of  instruments  and  books, 
then  enormously  dear,  and  the  neglect 
of  all  lhing>  nut  centred  in  the  hope 
to  be  the  benefactor  of  the  world,  had 
ruined  her  health  and  broken  her 
heart.  Happily  Warner  perceived 
not  her  decay  till  just  before  her 
death  ;  happily  he  never  conceived  its 
cause;  for  her  soul  was  wrapped  in  his. 
She  revered,  and  loved,  and  never 
upbraided  him.  Her  heart  was  the 
martyr  to  his  mind.  Had  she  fore- 
Men  the  future  destinies  of  her  daugh 
ter  it  might  have  been  otherwise.  She 
tould  have  remonstrated  with  the 
father,  though  not  with  the  husband. 
but,  fortunately,  as  it  seemed  to  her. 


she  (a  Frenchwoman  by  birth)  hail 
passed  her  youth  in  the  service  of 
Margaret  of  Anjou,  and  that  haughty 
queen,  who  was  equally  warm  to  friends 
and  inexorable  to  enemies,  hail,  on 
her  attendant's  marriage,  promised  to 
ensure  the  fortunes  of  her  offspring. 
Sibyll,  at  the  age  of  nine, — between 
seven  and  eight  vears  before  the  date 
the  story  enters  on,  and  tw»  'ears  prior 
to  the  fatal  field  of  Toulon,  which 
gaveto  Edward  the  throne  of  Eugland, 
had  been  admitted  among  the  young 
girls  whom  the  custom  of  the  day 
ranked  amidst  the  attendants  of  the 
queen  ,  and  in  the  interval  that 
elapsed  before  Margaret  was  obliged 
to  dismiss  her  to  her  home,  her  mo- 
ther died.  She  died  without  fore- 
seeing the  reverses  that  weretii  ensue, 
in  the  hope  that  her  child,  at  least, 
ily  provided  lor,  and  not  with 
out  the  belief  (lor  there  is  so  much 
faith  in  love  !)  that  her  husband's 
researches,  which,  in  his  youth  had 
won  favour  of  the  Protector-duke  of 
Gloucester,  the  most  enlighted  prince 
of  his  time,  would  he  crowned  at  last 
with  the  rewards  and  favours  of  his 
king.  That  precise  period  was,  in- 
deed, the  fairest  that  had  yet  dawned 
upon  the  philosopher.  Henry  VI., 
slowly  recovering  from  one  of  those 
attacks  which  passed  for  imbecility, 
had  condescended  to  amuse  himself 
with  v.  rious  conversations  with  War- 
ner, urged  to  it  first  by  representa- 
tions of  the  unholy  nature  of  the 
student's  pursuits;  and,  having 
tied  his  mind  of  his  learned  subject's 
orthodoxy,  the  poor  monarch  ban 
taken  a  sort  of  interest,  not  so  much, 
perhaps,  in  the  objects  of  Warner's 
occupations,  as  in  thai  complete  ab- 
sorption from  actual  life  which  charac 
'  srised  the  subject,  ami  gave  him  in 
his,  a  melancholy  resemblance  to  Lhe 
:ing.  Wl, oe  the  House  01  Lancaster 
was  on  the  throne,  the  wife  felt  that 
her  husband's  pursuits  would  be  re- 
jected,   and    his    harmless    life   safo 
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om  the  fierce  prejudices  of  the 
jople  ;  and  the  good  queen  would 
it  Buffer  him  to  starve,  when  the  last 
iark  was  expended  in  devices  how 
i  benefit  his  country  :- — and  in  these 
jpes  the  woman  died  ! 

A  year  afterwards,  all  at  court  was 
i  disorder — armed  men  supplied  the 
irvice  of  young  girls,  and  Sibyll,  with 

purse  of  broad  pieces,  soon  con- 
irted  into  manuscripts,  was  sent  hack 
i  her  father's  desolate  home.  There 
id  she  grown  a  flower  amidst  ruins — 
ith  no  companion  of  her  own  age, 
id  left  to  bear,  as  her  sweet  and 
fectionate  nature  well  did,  the  con- 
ast  between  the  luxuries  of  a  court 
id  (he  penury  of  a  hearth,  which, 
2ar  after  year,  hunger  and  want  came 
tore  and  more  sensibly  to  invade. 

Sibyll  had  been  taught,  even  as  a 
lild,  some  accomplishments  little 
Duchsafed,  then,  to  either  sex — she 
)uld  read  and  write;  and  Margaret 
ad  not  so  wholly  lost,  in  the  sterner 
orth,  all  reminiscence  of  the  accom- 
lishraents  that  graced  her  father's 
>urt,  as  to  neglect  the  education  of 
lose  brought  up  in  her  household. 
[uch  attention  was  given  to  music, 
ir  it  soothed  the  dark  hours  of  king 
tenry  ;  the  blazoning  of  missals  or 
le  lives  of  saints,  with  the  labours  of 
le  loom,  were  also  among  the  re- 
>urces  of  Sibyl l's  girlhood,  and  byr 
lese  last  she  had,  from  time  to  time, 
:rved  to  assist  the  maintenance  of 
le  little  family  of  which,  child  though 
le  was,  she  became  the  actual  head, 
ut  latterly — that  is,  for  the  last  few 
eeks,  even  these  sources  failed  her ; 
r  as  more  peaceful  times  allowed  her 
sighbours  to  interest  themselves  in 
ic  affairs  of  others,  the  dark  reports 
raiust  Warner  had  revived.  His 
ime  became  a  by-word  of  horror — the 
nelylight  at  the  lattice  burning  till 
id-night  —  against  all  the  early 
ages  and  habits  of  the  day — thedark  j 
aoke  of  the  furnace,  constant  in 
mmer  as  in  winter,  scandalised  the  J 


religion  of  the  place  far  and  near , 
and  finding,  to  their  great  dissatisfao* 
tion,  that  the  Kings  government  an'* 
the  Church  interfered  not  for  their 
protection,  and  unable  themselves  to 
volunteer  any  charges  against  the  re- 
cluse, (for  the  cows  in  the  neighbour- 
hood remained  provokingly  healthy,) 
they  came  suddenly,  and,  as  it  were, 
by  one  of  those  common  sympathies 
which  in  all  times  the  huge  persecutor 
we  call  the  public  manifests,  when  a 
victim  is  to  be  crushed, — to  the  pious 
resolution  of  starving  where  they 
could  not  burn.  Why  buy  the  quaint 
devilries  of  the  wizard's  daughter  ? — 
no  luck  could  come  of  it.  A  missal 
blazoned  by  such  hands — an  embroi- 
dery worked  at  such  a  loom,  was  like 
the  Lord's  Prayer  read  backwards. 
And  one  morning  when  poor  Sibyll 
stole  out  as  usual  to  vend  a  month's 
labour,  she  was  driven  from  door  to 
door  with  oaths  and  curses. 

Though  Sybill's  heart  was  gentle, 
she  was  not  without  a  certain  strength 
of  mind.  She  had  much  of  the  patient 
devotion  of  her  mother,  much  of  the 
quiet  fortitude  of  her  father's  nature. 
If  not  comprehending  to  the  full  the 
loftiness  of  Warner's  pursuits,  she  still 
anticipated  from  them  an  ultimate 
success  which  reconciled  her  to  all 
temporary  sacrifices.  The  violent  pre- 
judices— the  ignorant  cruelty,  thus 
brought  to  bear  against  existence  it- 
self, filled  her  with  sadness,  it  is  true, 
but  not  unmixed  with  that  contempt 
for  her  persecutors,  which,  even  in 
the  meekest  tempers,  takes  the  sting 
from  despair.  But  hunger  pressed. 
Her  father  was  Hearing  the  goal  of 
his  discoveries,  and  in  a  moment  of 
that  pride  which  in  its  very  contempt 
fir  appearances  braves  them  all,  Si- 
byll had  stolen  out  to  the  pastime- 
ground, — with  what  result  has  been 
seen  already.  Having  thus  accounted 
for  the  penury  of  the  mansion,  we 
return  to  its  owner. 

Warner    was  contemplating    with 
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evident  complacency  and  delight  the 
model  of  a  machine  which  had  occu- 
pied him  for  many  years,  and  which 
he  imagined  he  was  now  rapidly  bring- 
ing to  peiteetion.  His  hands  and 
face  were  grimed  with  the  smoke  of 
his  forge,  and  his  hair  and  heard. 
neglected  as  usual,  looked  parched 
and  dried  up.  as  if  with  the  constant 
"ever  that  burned  within. 

"  Yes — yes,"  he  muttered — "  How 
they  will  bleaa  me  for  this!  What 
Roger  Bacon  only  suggested  I  shall  ac- 
complish !  How  it  will  change  the  face 
of  the  globe  !  What  wealth  it  will 
bestow  on  ages  yet  unborn  .' " 

"  My  father,"  said  the  gentle  voice 
of  Sibyll — ''  my  poor  fa' her,  thou  hast 
not  tasted  bread  to  day." 

Warner  turned,  and  his  face  re- 
laxed into  a  tender  expression  as  he 
sa«  his  daughter. 

"My  child,"  he  Paid,  pointing  to 
his  model,  "  the  time  comes  when  it 
vill  live  !     Patience— patience !  " 

"  And  who  would  not  have  patience 
with  thee,  and  for  thee,  father 
Sibyll,  with  enthusiasm  speaking  on 
every  feature. — "  What  is  the  valour 
of  knight  and  soldier — dull  sta 
steel  —  to  thine?  Thou,  with  thy 
naked  breast,  confronting  all  dangers 
—sharper  than  the  lance  and  glaive, 
and  all " 

"  All  to  mtke  England  great !  " 

"Alas!  what  huh  England  merited 
from  men  like  thee  !  The  people  more 
Bavage  than  their  rulers,  clamour  for 
the  stake,  the  gibbet,  and  the  dun- 
geon, for  all  who  strive  to  make  them 
wiser.  Remember  the  death  ol  Roling- 
broke  :*— a  wizard,  because,  0  father ! 
— because  bis  pursuits  wore  thine!  " 

Adam,  startled  by  this  burst,  looked 
at  his  daughter  with  more  attention 
than  he  usually  evinced  to  any  living 

*  A  mathematician  accused  .-h  an  eu m- 

plice.  in  sorcery  "f  Eleanor  Cobbam,  wife  of 
Humphrey  Duke  of  Gloucester,  and  hanged 
np'.n  that  charge.  His  contemporary  iWil 
Bam  Wyroestre)  highly  extnls  his  learning-. 


thing:   -'Child,"   he  said,  at   length, 
shaking  his   head    in    grave    i 
"  Let  me  not  say  to  thee,  '0  thou  of 
little   faith!'     There  were    no  heroes 
were  there  no  martyrs  !  " 

"Do  not  frown  on  me,  father,"  said 
Sibyll,  Badly ;  "let  the  world  frown — 
not  thou  !  Yes,  thou  art  right.  Thou 
must  triumph  at  last."  And  suddenly 
her  whole  countenance,  changing  into 
a  soft  and  caressing  endearment,  she 
added  —  "  lint  now  <•■  ^.e,  father. 
Thou  hast  laboured  well  for  this  morn- 
ing. We  shall  have  a  little  fe 
thee  in  a  few  minutes.  And  the 
stranger  is  recovered,  thanks  to  our 
leechcraft.  He  is  impatient  to  see 
and  thank  thee." 

"  Well — well,  I  come,  Sibyll,"  said 
the  student,  with  a  regretful,  linger- 
ing look  at  his  model,  and  a  sigh  to  be 
disturbed  from  it-  contemplation  ;  and 
he  slowly  quitted  the  room  with  Sibyll. 

"  But  not,  dear  sir  and  father,  uot 
thus — not  quite  thus— will  you  go  to 
the  stranger,  well  born  like  yourself. 
Oh,  no!  your  Sibyll  is  proud,  you 
know — proud  of  her  father."  So  say- 
ing, she  clung  to  him  fondly,  and 
drew  him  mechanically,  for  he  had 
sunk  into  a  reverie,  and  heeded  her 
not,  into  an  adjoining  chamber  in 
which  he  slept.  The  comfort 
of  the  gentry,  of  men  with  the  acres 
that  Adam  had  Bold,  were  then  few 
and  scanty.  The  nobles  and  the 
wealthy  merchants,  indeed,  b< 
many  luxuries  that  excelled  in  gaud 
and  pomp  those  of  thair  equals  now. 
But  the  cl  bs  of  the  gentry  who  had 
very  little  mo  mmand,  were 

contented  with  ban  >  wl  ich 

a  menial  of  this  day  would  revolt. 
What  they  could  spend  in  luxury  was 
usually  consumed  in  dress  and  the 
table  tin-;,  were  obliged  to  keep. 
■  of  dignity. 
Of  turn  I  stint. 

In  many  hou  if  knights,  an 

edifice   large    enough    I 
quadrangle,  was   composed   ;> 
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offices  than  chambers  inhabited  by  been  proud  of  his  appearance.  And 
the  owners;  rarely  boasting  more  she  felt  the  innocent  vanity  of  her 
than  three  beds,  which  were  be-  sex  and  age,  in  noticing  the  half-start 
queathed  in  wills  as  articles  of  great  of  surprise  with  which  Marunuluke 
value.  The  reader  must,  therefore,  regarded  his  host,  and  the  tone  of 
not  be  surprised  that  Warners  abode  respect  in  which  he  proffered  him  his 
contained  but  one  bed,  properly  so  salutations  and  thanks.  Even  his 
called,  and  that  was  now  devoted  to  manner  altered  to  Sibyll  ;  it  grew  lese 
Nevile.  The  couch  which  served  the  frank  and  affable,  more  courtly  and 
philosopher  for  bed  was  a  wretched  reserved;  and  when  Madge  came  to 
pallet,  stretched  on  the  floor,  stuffed  announce  that  the  refection  was  served, 
with  straw,  — with  rough  say  or  serge,  it  was  with  a  blush  of  shame,  perhaps, 
and  an  old  cloak  for  the  coverings,  at  his  treatment  of  the  poor  gittern- 
His  daughter's,  in  a  room  below,  was  player  on  the  pastime  ground,  that 
little  better.  The  walls  were  bare  ;  the  Nevile  extended  his  left  band,  for 
the  whole  house  boasted  but  one  chair,  his  right  was  still  not  at  his  com- 
«rhich  was  in  Marmaduke'a  chamber  mand,  to  lead  the  damsel  to  the  hall. 
— stools,  or  settles,  of  rude  oak,  else-  This  room,  which  was  divided  from 
where  supplied  their  place.  There  was  the  entrance  by  a  screen,  and,  except 
no  chimney,  except  in  Nevile's  room,  a  small  closet  that  adjoined  it,  was 
and  in  that  appropriated  to  the  forge,  the  only  sitting-room  in  a  day,  when, 
To  this  chamber,  then,  resembling  as  now  on  the  Continent,,  no  shame 
a  dungeon  in  appearance,  Sibyll  drew  was  attached  to  receiving  visitors  in 
the  student,  and  here,  from  an  old  sleeping  apartments,  was  long  and 
worm-eaten  chest,  sLe  carefully  ex-  low  ;  an  old,  and  very  narrow  table, 
tracted  a  gown  of  brown  velvet,  which  that  might  have  feasted  thirty  per- 
his  father.Sir  Armine,  had  bequeathed  sons,  stretched  across  a  dais  raised 
to  him  by  will,  faded,  it  is  true,  but  upon  a  stone  floor;  there  was  no 
still  such  as  the  low-born  wore  not,*  rere-dosse,  or  fire-place,  which  does 
trimmed  with  fur,  and  clasped  with  a  not  seem  at  that  day  to  have  been  an 
brooch  of  gold.  And  then  she  held  absolute  necessity  in  the  houses  of 
the  ewer  and  basin  to  him,  while  with  the  metropolis,  and  its  suburbs;  its 
the  docility  of  a  child,  he  washed  the  place  being  supplied  by  a  moveable 
smoke-soil  from  his  hands  and  face,  brazier ;  three  oak  stools  were  placed 
U  was  touching  to  see  in  this,  as  in  in  state  at  the  board,  and  to  one  of 
all  else,  the  reverse  of  their  natural  these  Marmaduke,  in  a  silence  un- 
position — the  child  tending  and  heed-  usual  to  him, conducted  the  fair  Sibyll 
ing,  and  protecting,  as  it  were,  the  "  You  will  forgive  our  lack  of  ■pro- 
father  ;  and  that  not  from  his  defici-  visions,"  said  Warner,  relapsing  nto 
ency,  but  his  greatness ;  not  because  the  courteous  fashions  of  his  elder 
he  was  be1  w  the  vulgar  intelligences  days,  which  the  unwonted  spectacle  of 
of  life,  but  above  them.  And  cer-  a  cold  capon,  a  pasty,  and  a  flask  of 
«ainly,  when,  his  patriarchal  hair  and  wine,  brought  to  his  mmd  by  a  train 
beard  smoothed  into  order,  and  his  of  ideas  that  actively  glided  by  the 
velvet  gown  flowing  in  majestic  folds,  interveningcircumstances which ought 
Uround  a  figure  tall  and  commanding,  to  have  tilled  him  with  astonishment 
Sibyll  followed  her  father  into  Marina-  at  the  sight,  "for  my  Sibyll  is  but  a 
duke's  chamber, — she  might  well  have   young  housewife,  and  I  am  a  simple 

j  sclu  lar,  of  few  wants." 

*  By  the  sumptuary  laws  only  a  knight         "  Verily,"    answered     Marmaduko, 

was  entitled  to  wear  veivet.  \  finding  his  tongue  as  he  attacked  the 
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pasty,  "  I  see  nothing  that  the  most ' 
dainty  need  complain  of  ;  fair  mistress 
Sibyll.  your  dainty  tips  will  not,  I  trow, 
refuse  me  the  waisall.*  To  you  also. 
worshipful  sir!  Gramercy!  ii 
that  there  is  nothing  which  better 
stirs  a  man's  appetite  than  a  sick 
bod.  And,  speaking  thereof,  deign 
to  info nn  me,  kind  sir,  how  long  I 
have  boon  indebted  to  your  hospi- 
tality. Of  a  surety,  this  pasty  hath 
an  excellent  flavour,  and  if  not  venison, 
is  something  better.  But  to  return, 
it  mazes  me  much  to  think  what 
time  hath  passed  since  my  encounter 
with  the  robbers." 

"  They  were  robbers,  then,  who  so 
cruelly  assailed  thee  '."  ■  bserved  Sibyll. 

"  Have  I  not  said  so — surely,  who 
;.<1.  as  I  was  remarking  to  your 
worshipful  father,  whether  this  mis- 
chance  happened  hours,  days,  mouths, 
or  years  ago,  beshrew  me  if  I  can 
venture  the  smalh 

Master  Warner  smiled,  and  observ- 
ing that  some  reply  was  expected 
from  him,  -aid,  "  Why, indeed,  youug 
sir,  I  fear  I  am  almost  as  oblivious  as 
yourself.  It  was  not  yesterday  that 
you  arrived,  nor  the  day  l>efore,  nor 
— Sibyll,  my  child,  how  Ion 
since  this  gentleman  hath   been  our 

'•This  is  the  fifth  day,"  answered 
Sibyll. 

"  So  lor  g  !  and  I  like  a  senseless 
log  by  the  way  side,  when  others  are 
pushing  on  hit  ami  spur,  to  the  great 
road.  I  pray  you,  sir,  tell  me  the 
news  of  the  morning.  Tin;  Lord 
Warwick  is  still  in  London — the 
Court  still  at  the  Tower!" 

Poor  Adam,  whose  heart  >vrts  with 
his  model,  and  who  had   now  satisfied 
his    temperate    wants,    looked    Borne- 
what    bew  ildcred   and    pi 
this  question  ;    "  The  1. 
honoured   head,''    said    b 


*  i.e.  Waiwall    >rwamal;  the  spelling  of 
tile  time  it>  uli<OCed  m  Che  text. 


his  own,  "  is,  I  fear  me,  always  at  the 
Tower  since  his  unhappy  detention, 
but  he  minds  it  not,  sir — he  heeds 
it  not;  his  soul  is  r^t  on  this  side 
Paradise." 

II  uttered  a  faint  exclamation 
of  fear  at  this  dangerous  indiscretion 
of  her  father's  absence  of  mind  ;  and, 
drawing  closer  to  Ncvili  he  put  her 
hand  with  touching  confi  .en.'e  on  his 
arm,  and  whispered—"  V  u  will  not 
repeat  this,  sir!  my  falhci  lives  only 
in  his  studies,  and  he  has  never  known 
but  one  king  !" 

Marmaduke  turned  his  bold  face  to 
the  maid,  and  pointed  to  the  salt- 
cellar, as  he  answered  in  the  same 
tone — "  Does  the  brave  man  betray 
his  host  I." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence. 
Marmaduke  rose.  "  I  fear,"  said  he, 
"that  I  must  now  leave  you;  and,  while 
it  is  yet  broad  noon,  I  must  indeed 
be  blind  if  1  again  miss  my  way." 

This  speech  suddenly  recalled  Adam 
from  his  meditations,  for  whenever 
his  kindly  and  simple  benevolence 
was  touched,  even  his  mathematics 
and  his  model  v. ere  forgotten.  "No, 
young  sir,"  said  lie,  "you  must  not 
quit  11-  yet;  your  danger  is  not.  over. 
Exercise  may  bring  fever, 
recommends  quiet.  You  must  con- 
sent to  tarry  with  us  a  day  or  two 
more." 

"  <  an  you  tell  me,"  said  the  Nevile, 
hesitatingly,  "what  distance  it  is  to 
the  Temple  'late,  or  the  nearest  wharf 
on  the  river  !" 

"  Two  miles,  at  the  least,"  an 
Sibyll. 

"  Two  miles  ! — and  now  1  mind  me, 

I   have    not    the   accoutrements    that 

ise    hildinga    have 

stolen  my  mantle,  (which   1   perceive, 

by  the  way,  is  but   a  rustic  garment 

tl   aside   for  the  super  tunic.j 

and  inj  hat  and  dague.  nor  have  they 

ii  a  half  groat  to  Bupply  their 

!\,    therefore,    since    ye 

pern.it  me  to  burden  your  hoBpitalitj 
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longer,  I  will  not  say  ye  nay,  provided 
you,  worshipful  sir,  will  suffer  one  of 
your  people  to  step  to  the  house  of 
one  Master  Heyford,  goldsmith,  in 
the  Chepe,  and  crave  one  Nicholas 
Alwyn,  his  freedman,  to  visit  me.  I 
can  commission  him,  touching  my 
goods  left  at  mine  hostelrie,  and  learn 
some  other  things  which  it  behoves 
me  to  know." 

"Assuredly.  Sibyll,  tell  Simon  or 
Jonas  to  put  Himself  under  our  guest's 
order." 

Simon  or  Jonas  !  The  poor  Adam 
absolutely  forgot  that  Simon  and 
Jonas  had  quitted  'he  house  these  six 
rears !  How  could  he  iook  on  the 
capon,  the  wine,  and  the  velvet  gown 
trimmed  with  fur,  and  not  fancy  him- 
self back  in  the  heyday  of  his  wealth? 

Sibyll  half  smiled  and  half  sighed, 
as  she  withdrew  to  consult  witii  her 
sole  counsellor,  Madge,  how  the 
guest's  orders  were  to  be  obeyed,  and 
how,  alas,  the  board  was  to  be  reple- 
nished for  the  evening  meal.  But  in 
both  these  troubles  she  was  more  for- 
tunate than  she  anticipated.  Madge 
had  sold  the  broken  gittern,  for  musi- 
cal instruments  were  then,  compara- 
tively speaking,  dear,  (and  this  had 
been  a  queen's  gift,)  for  sufficient  to 
provide  decently  for  some  days,  and 
elated  herself  with  the  prospect  of  so 
much  good  cheer,  she  readily  con- 
sented to  be  the  messenger  to  Nicholas 
Alwyn. 

When,  with  a  light  step,  and  a 
lighter  heart,  Sibyll  tripped  back  to 
the  hall,  she  was  scarcely  surprised  to 
find  the  guest  alone.  Her  father, 
after  her  departure,  had  begun  to 
evince  much  restless  perturbation. 
He  answered  Marmaduke's  queries, 
but  by  abstracted  and  desultory  mono- 
syllables, and  seeing  his  guest  at 
length  engaged  in  contemplating  some 
old  pieces  of  armour  hung  upon  the 
walls,  he  stole  stealthily  and  furtively 
»way,  and  halted  not  till  one<j  more 
before  Ins  beloved  model- 


Unaware  of  his  departure,  Manna- 
duke,  whose  back  was  turned  to  him, 
was,  as  he  fondly  imagined,  ^lighten- 
ing his  host  with  much  soidier-like 
learning  as  to  the  old  helmets  and 
weapons  that  graced  the  hall.  "  Certes, 
my  host,"  said  he,  musingly,  "  that 
sort  of  casque,  which  has  not  I  spine, 
been  worn  this  century,  had  iismerite; 
the  vizor  is  less  opm  to  the  arrows. 
But,  as  for  these  chain  suits,  they 
suited  only — I  venture,  with  due  de- 
ference, to  declare — the  Wars  of  the 
Crusades,  where  the  enemy  fought 
chiefly  with  dart  and  scymetar.  They 
would  be  but  a  sorry  defence  against 
the  mace  and  battle-axe;  nevertheless 
they  were  light  for  man  and  horse, 
and,  in  some  service,  especially  against 
foot,  might  be  revived  with  advan- 
tage.    Think  you  not  so  ? " 

He  turned,  and  saw  the  arch  face  of 
Sibyll. 

"  I  crave  pardon  for  my  bl'ndness, 
gentle  damsel,"  said  he,  in  some  confu- 
sion, "  but  your  father  was  here  anon." 
"  His  mornings  are  so  devoted  to 
labour,"  answered  Sibyll,  "  that  he 
entreats  you  to  pardon  his  discour- 
tesy. Meanwhile,  if  you  would  wish 
to  breathe  the  air,  we  have  a  small 
garden  in  the  rear;"  and  so  saying, 
she  led  the  way  into  the  small  with- 
drawing-room,  or  rather  closet,  which 
was  her  own  favourite  chamber,  and 
which  communicated,  by  another 
door,  with  a  broad,  neglected  grass- 
plot,  surrounded  by  high  walls,  having 
a  raised  terrace  in  front,  divided  by  a 
low  stone  gothic  palisade  from  the 
green  sward. 

On  the  palisade  sate  droopingly,  and 
half  asleep,  a  solitary  peacock;  but 
when  Sibyll  and  the  stranger  appeared 
<it  the  door,  he  woke  up  suddenly, 
descended  from  his  height,  and  with 
a  vanity  not  wholly  unlike  his  young 
mistress's  wish  to  make  the  1  -st.  pos- 
play  in  the  eyes  of  a  guest — 
spread  bis  plumes  broadly  in  the  sun, 
Sibyl]  tln-ew  him  some  bread,  which 
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she  had  taken  from  the  table  for  that 
purpose  :  l>ut  the  proud  bird,  however 
hungry,  disdained  to  eat.  till  he  had 
thoroug  bly  satisfied  himself  thai  his 
glories  had  been  sufficiently  observed. 

"  Poor  proud  one,"  said  Sihyll,  half 
■  thy  plumage  lasts  with 
irough  all    hang  -." 

"  Like  tho  s.ame  of  a  brave  knight," 
laid  Marmaduke,  who  overheard  her. 

"  Thou  thinkest  of  the  career  of 
inns." 

"  Surely — I  am  a  Nevile  !" 

"Is  there  no  fame  to  be  won  but 
that  of  a  warrior  ? " 

"  Not  that  I  weet  of,  or  heed  for, 
Mistress  Sihyll." 

"  Thinkest  thou  it  were  nothing  to 
be  a  minstrel,  who  gave  deli 
scholar,  who  dispelled  darkni 

"  For  the  scholar.'  eertes.  1 
holy  Mother  Church,  which  they  tell 
me  alone  produces  that  kind  of  won- 
der with  full  safety  to  the  soul, 'and 
that  only  in  the  higher  prelates  and 
dignitaries.  For  the  minstrel.  I  I  -ve 
him — I  would  fight  for  him — 1  w<  tld 
give  him  at  need  the  last  pennyinmy 
gipsire.  But  it  is  better  to  do  deeds 
than  to  sing  them." 

Sihyll  smiled,  and  the  smile  per- 
plexed, and  half  displeased  the  young 
adventurer.  But  the  fire  of  the  young 
man  had  its  charm. 

By  degr    •-.  as  they  walked  to  and 

neglected  terrace,  their  talk 

flowed   free  and  familiar;  for  Marina 

duke,  like  u  men.  full  of 

himself,  was  joyous  with  the  happy 

of  a  frank  a  uatur< . 

He  told  his  young  confidante  of  a  day 

b,  his  history,  his  hopes,  and 

fears;    and    in   return   he   leaned,  in 

to  the  questions  he  adi 
to  her,  so  much,  at  least,  of  her  past 
and   present    life— a«   the  r<--. 

— her  own  brief  sojourn  at  th 
of  Margaret  -  and  •  .  if  not 

the  struggles,  in  which  her  youth  was 
consumed.  1  \  would  have  been  a  m  e*' 


and  grateful  sight  to  some  kindly  by- 
stander to  h  ar  i  hoc  pleasant  comma- 
■  ■■  o  young  persons 
so  unfriended,  and  to  imagine  that 
hearts  thus  opened  to  each  othcrinight 
unite  in  one.  But  Sihyll,  though  she 
i  to  him  with  interest,  and 
found  a  certain  sympathy  in  bis  aspi- 
rations, was  ever  and  anon  secretly 
comparing  him  to  one,  the  charm  o: 
whose  voice  st  11  lingered  in  her  ears; 
and  her  intellect,  cultivated  and  acute, 
det<  cted  in  Marmaduke  deficient  edu- 
cation—and  that  limited  experience 
which  is  the  folly  and  the  happinea 
of  the  young. 

On  the  other  hand,  whatever  admi- 
ration Nevile  might  conceive,  was 
strangely  mixed  with  surprise,  and,  it 
might  almost,  be  said,  with  fear.  This 
girl,  with  her  wise  converse  and  her 
child's  lace,  was  a  character  so  tho- 
roughly new  to  him.  Her  language 
was  superior  to  what,  he  had  ever 
heard,  the  words  more  choice,  the 
current  more  flowing — was  that  to  be 
attributed  to  her  court-training,  or 
her  learned  parentage  i 

"  Your  father,  fair  mistress,"  said 
he,  rousing  himself  in  one  of  the 
pauses  of  their  conversation — "  your 
father,  then,  is  a  mighty  scholar,  and 
I  suppose  knows  Latin  like  English t" 

"  Why  a  hedge  priest  pretends  t.a 
know  Latin,"  said  Sihyll,  smiling; 
"  my  father  is  one  of  the  six  men 
living  who  have  learned  the  Greek 
and  the  Hebrew." 

mercy!"  cried  Marmaduke, 
crossing  himself.  "  That  is  awsome 
indeed!  He  has  taught  you  his  lert 
in  the  tongues  f " 

"  Nay,  I  kimw  but  my  own  and  (he 
my  mother  was  a  native   of 

"  The    H"!\    Mother  be  praised !" 

said    Marmaduke,     breathing    more 

■■  for  French  I  have  heard  my 

i 
.■•.-and  knights, specially  those 
who  come, like  theXerilei  5rom  Nor 
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man  stock.  This  Margaret  of  A njou 
—  didst  thou  love  her  well,  Mistress 
Sibyll?" 

"  Nay,"  answered  Sybill,  "  Marga- 
ret commanded  awe,  but  she  scarcely 
permitted  love  from  an  inferior;  and 
though  gracious  and  well-governed 
when  she  so  pleased,  it  was  but  to 
those  whom  she  wished  to  win.  She 
cared  not  for  the  heart,  if  the  hand  or 
the  brain  could  u  >t  assist  her.  But, 
poor  queen,  who  jould  blame  her  for 
this!  h:-i  nature  was  turned  from  its 
milk  ;  and.  when,  more  lately,  I  have 
heard  how  many  she  trusted  most 
have  turned  against  her,  I  rebuked 
mysolfthat " 

"  Thou  wert  not  bj  her  side!" 
added  the  Nevile,  observing  her  pause, 
and  with  the  generous  thought  of  a 
gentleman  and  a  soldier. 

"  Nay,  I  meant  not  that  so  expressly, 
Master  Nevile,  but  rather  that  1  had 
ever  murmured  at  her  haste  and 
shrewdness  of  mood.  By  her  side, 
said  you  ? — alas !  I  have  a  nearer 
duty  at  home;  my  father  is  all  in 
this  world  to  me !  Thou  knowest 
not,  Master  Nevile,  how  it  flatters  the 
weak  to  think  there  is  some  one  they 
can  protect.  But  eno'  of  myself. 
Thou  wilt  go  to  the  stout  earl,  thou 
wilt  pass  to  tb  :ourt,  thou  wilt  win 
the  gold  spurs,  ind  thou  wilt  fight 
•rith  the  strong  hand,  and  leave  others 
W  :ozen  with  i.he  keen  head." 

"  She  is  telling  my  fortune  !  "  mut- 
tered   Marmaduke,   crossing  himself 


again.  "  The  gold  spurs — I  thank 
thee.  Mistress  Sibyll  ! — will  it  lie  on 
the  battle-field  that  I  shall  be  knighted, 
and  by  whose  hand  i" 

Sibyll  glanced  her  bright  eye  at  the 
questioner,  and  seeing  his  wistful  face, 
laughed  outright. 

"  What,  thinkest  thou,  Master 
Nevile,  I  can  read  thee  all  riddles 
without  my  sieve  and  my  shears?" 

"  They  are  essentials,  then.  Mistress 
Sibyll?"  said  the  Nevile.  with  blunt 
simplicity.  ''  I  thought  ye  more 
learned  damozels  might  tell  by  the 
palm,  or  the — why  dost  thou  laugh 
at  me  1" 

"  Nay," answered  Sibyll,  composing 
herself.  "  It  is  my  right  to  be  angered. 
Sith  thou  wouldst  take  me  to  he 
a  witch,  all  that  1  can  tell  thee  of  thy 
future  (she  added  touchingly)  is  from 
that  whirl)  I  have  seen  of  thy  past. 
Thou  hast  a  brave  heart,  and  a  gentle; 
thou  hast  a  frank  tongue,  and  a 
courteous:  and  these  qualities  make 
men  honoured  and  loved — except  they 
have  the  gifts  which  turn  all  into  gali, 
and  bring  oppression  for  honour,  and 
hate  for  love." 

"  And  those  gifts,  gentle  Sibyll?" 

"  Are  my  father's,"  answered  the 
girl,  with  another  and  a  sadder  change 
in  her  expressive  countenance.  And 
the  conversation  flagged  till  Marma- 
duke, feeling  more  weakened  by  hi« 
loss  of  blood  than  he  had  conceived  it 
possible,  retired  to  his  chamber  to 
repose  himself 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


MASTER    MARMADUKE    NEVILE    FEARS    FOR   THE    SPIRITUAL    WEA1    OF    HIS    HOST 
AND    HOSTESS. 


Before  the  hour  of  supper,  which 
■vas  served  at  six  o'clock,  Nicholas 
Alwyn  arrived  at  the  house  indicated 
to  him  by  Madge.  Marmaduke,  after 
l  sound  bleep,  which  was  little  flatter- 
ing to  Sitfyll's  attractions,  had  de- 
I  tn  tlu-  hall  in  search  of  the 
maiden  and  his  host,  and  finding  no 
one,  had  sauntered  in  extreme  weari- 
ness and  impatience  into  the  little 
withdrawing  closet,  where,  as  it  was 
now  dusk,  burned  a  single  candle  in  a 
melancholy  and  rusted  sconce;  stand- 
ing by  the  door  that  opened  on  the 
garden  he  amused  himself  with  watch- 
ing the  peacock,  when  his  friend, 
following  Madge  into  the  chamber, 
tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"Well,  Master  Nevile.  Ha!  by 
St.  Thomas,  what  has  chanced  to 
thee?  Thine  arm  swathed  up,  thy 
shorn,  thy  fare  blanched!  My 
honoured  foster-brother,  thy  West- 
moreland blood  seems  over-hot  for 
Cockaigne ! " 

'  It  so,  there  are  plenty  in  this  city 
of  cut  throats,  to  let  out  the  sur- 
I'l  5>age,"  returned  Marmaduke;  and 
he  hrefly  related  his  adventure  to 
Nicholas. 

When  he  ha  !  done,  the  kind  trader 
f  for  having  suf- 
fered Marmaduke  to  find  his  way 
ilone.  "The  suburbs  abound  with 
said  he;  "and 
there  is  more  danger  in  a  night-walk 
near  London,  than  in  the  loneliest 
glens  of  green  Sherwood  —  more 
shame  to  the  eity!  An'  I  be  Lord 
Mayor,  one  of  ! In  se  days,  1  « ill  look 
to  it  1m  •  our  civil  «;ir-  make 

men  hold  human  life  very  cheap,  and 
there's  parlous   little    care   from   the, 


great,  of  the  blood  and  limbs  of  the 
wayfarers.  But  war  makes  thieves— 
and  peace  hangs  them  !  Only  wait 
till  I  manage  affairs  !  " 

"  Many  thanks  to  ther,  Nicholas," 
returned  the  Nevile  :  "  but  foul  befal 
me  if  ever  I  sick  protection  from 
sheriff  or  mayor  !  A  man  who  cannot 
keep  his  own  life  with  his  own  right 
hand,  meri  s  well  to  hap  lose  it ;  and 
I,  for  one.  shall  think  ill  of  the  day 
when  an  Englishman  looks  more  to 
the  laws  than  his  good  arm  for  his 
safety  ;  but,  letting  this  pass,  I  be- 
seech thee  to  avise  me  if  my  Lord 
Warwick  be  still  in  the  city]" 

"  Yes,  marry,  I  know  that  by  the 
hostelries,  which  swarm  with  his 
badges,  and  the  oxen,  that  go  in 
scores  to  the  shambles!  It  is  a  shame 
to  the  Estate  to  see  one  subject  so 
great,  and  it  bodes  no  good  to  our 
peace.  The  earl  is  preparing  the 
most  magnificent  embassage  that  ever 
crossed  the  salt  seas — I  would  it  were 
not  to  the  French,  for  our  interests 
lie  contrary  ;  but  thou  hast  some  days 
yet  to  rest  here  and  grow  stout,  for  I 
would  not  have  thee  present  thyself 
with  a  visage  of  chalk  to  a  man  who 
values  his  kind  mainly  by  their  thews 
and  their  sinews.  Moreover,  thou 
shnuldst  send  for  the  tailor,  and  gbt 
thee  trimmed  to  the  mark.  It  would 
be  a  long  step  in  thy  path  to  promo- 
tion, an'  the  earl  would  take  thee  in 
bis  train  ;  and  the  gaudier  thy  plumes, 
why  the  better  chance  for  thy  flight 
Wherefore,  Bince  ihou  sayest  they  are 
thus  friendly  to  thee  under  this  roof, 
bide  yet  awhile  peacefully — I  will 
>eml  thee  the  mercer  and  the  clothiel 
and   the   tailor    to   divert   thy  impa- 
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tience.  And.  as  these  fellows  are 
greedy,  my  gentle  ami  dear  Muster 
Kevile,  may  I  ask,  without  offence, 
how  thou  art  provided?  " 

"  Nay,  nay,  I  have  monies  at  the 
hostelrie.  an'  thou  wilt  send  me  my 
mails.  For  the  rest  I  like  thy  advice, 
and  will  take  it." 

"Good! "answered Nicholas.  "Hem! 
thou  seemest  to  have  got  into  a  poor 
house — a  decayed  gentleman,  I  wot,  by 
the  slovenly  ruin  !  " 

"  I  would  that  were  the  worst," 
replied  Marmaduke,  solemnly,  and 
under  bis  breath,  and  therewith  he 
.-epeated  to  Nicholas  the  adventure 
m  the  pastime  ground,  the  warnings 
of  the  timbrel-girls,  and  the  "  awsome" 
learning  and  strange  pursuits  of  his 
host.  As  for  Sibyll,  he  was  evidently 
inclined  to  attribute  to  glamour  the 
reluctant  admiration  with  which  she 
had  inspired  him.  "  For,"  said  he, 
"though  1  deny  not  that  the  maid  is 
passing  fair — there  be  many  with 
rosier  cheeks, and  taller  by  this  hand  !  " 

Nicholas  listened,  at  first,  with  the 
peculiar  expression  of  shrewd  sarcasm 
which  mainly  characterised  his  intel- 
ligent face,  but  his  attention  grew 
more  earnest  before  Marmaduke  had 
concluded. 

"  In  regard  to  the  maiden,"  said  he, 
smiling  and  shaking  his  head,  "  it  is 
not  always  the  handsomest  that  win 
us  the  most — while  fair  Meg  went  a 
maying,  black  Mog  got  to  church— 
and  I  give  thee  more  reasonable 
warning  than  thy  timbrel-girls,  when, 
in  spite  of  thy  cold  language,  I  bid 
i.hee  take  care  of  thyself  against  her 
attractions ;  for,  verily,  my  dear 
foster -brother,  thou  must  mend,  and 
not  mar  thy  fortune,  by  thy  love 
matters  ;  and  keep  thy  heart  whole 
for  some  fair  one  with  marks  in  her 
gipsire,  whom  the  earl  may  find  out 
for  thee.  Love  and  raw  pease  are 
two  ill  things  in  the  porridge-pot. 
■Rut,  the  father ! — I  mind  me  now 
that  I  have  heard  of  his  name,  through 


my  friend  Master  Caxton,  the  mercei, 
as  one  of  prodigious  skill  in  the 
mathematics.  I  should  like  much  to 
see  him.  and,  with  thy  leave  (an'  he 
ask  me),  will  tarry  to  supper.  But 
what  an;  these  !  " — and  Nicholas  took 
up  one  of  the  illuminated  MSS.  which 
Sibyll  had  prepared  for  sale.  "  Bv 
the  blood  !  this  is  coutuly  and  marvel- 
lously blazoned." 

The  book  was  still  in  his  hand 
when  Sibyll  entered.  Nicholas  stared 
at  her,  as  he  bowed  with  a  stiff  and 
ungraceful  embarrassment,  which  often 
at  first  did  injustice  to  his  bold,  clear 
intellect,  and  his  perfect  self-possession 
in  makers  of  trade  or  importance. 

"The  first  woman  face,"  muttered 
Nicholas  to  himself,  "  I  ever  saw  that 
had  the  sense  of  a  man's.  And  by  the 
rood,  what  a  smile  !  " 

"  Is  this  thy  friend,  Master  Nevile?" 
said  Sibyll,  with  a  glance  at  the  gold- 
smith. "  He  is  welcome.  But  is  it 
fair  and  courteous,  Master  Nelwyn — " 

"  Alwyn,  an'  it  please  you,  fair  mis- 
tress. A  humble  name,  but  good 
Saxon — which,  I  take  it,  Nelwyn  is 
not,"  interrupted  Nicholas. 

"Master  Alwyn,  forgive  me;  but 
can  I  forgive  thee  so  readily  for  thy 
espial  of  my  handiwork,  without  licence 
or  leave  1 " 

"  Yours,  comely  mistress  !  "  ex- 
claimed Nicholas,  opening  his  eyes, 
and  unheeding  the  gay  rebuke — 
"why,  this  is  a  master-hand.  My 
Lord  Scales — nay,  the  Earl  of  Worces- 
ter himself,  hath  scarce  a  finer  in  all 
his  amassment." 

"  Well,  1  forgive  thy  fault  for  thy 
flattery ;  and  I  pray  thee,  in  my 
father's  name,  to  stay  and  sup  with 
thy  friend." 

Nicholas  bowed  low,and  still  riveted 
his  eyes  on  the  book  with  such  open 
admiration,  that  Marmaduke  thought 
it  right  'o  excuse  his  abstraction  ;  but 
there  was  something  in  that  admira- 
tion which  raised  the  spirits  of  Sibyll. 
which  gave  her  hope  when  hope  wa> 
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well  nigh  g  me,  and  she  became  so 
vivacious,  so  debonnair,  so  charming, 
in  the  flow  of  a  gaiety  natural  to  her, 
and  very  uncommon  with  English 
maidens,  but  which  she  took  partly, 
perhaps,  from  her  French  blood,  and 
partly  from  the  example  of  girls  and 
maidens  o!  French  extraction  in 
Margaret's  court,  that  Nicholas  Alwyn 
thought  he  had  never  seen  any  one  so 
irresistible.  Madge  having  now  served 
the  ewning  meal,  put  in  her  head  to 
announce  it,  and  Sibyll  withdrew  to 
summon  her  father. 

"  I  trust  he  will  not  tarry  too  long, 
for  I  am  sharp  set !  "  muttered  Mar- 
maduke.  "  What  thinkest  thou  of 
the  damuzel  ] " 

"  .Marry,"  answered  Alwyn, thought- 
fully, '■  1  pity  and  marvel  at  her. 
There  is  eno'  in  her  to  furnish  forth 
twenty  court  beauties.  But  what 
good  can  so  much  wit  and  cunning 
do  to  an  honest  maiden''" 

"That  is  exactly  iny  own  thought/'  ! 
said  Marmaduke  ;  and  both  the  yo 
men  sunk  into  silence,  till  Sibyll  re- 
entered with  her  father. 

To  the  surprise  of  Marmaduke. 
Nicholas  Alwyn,  whose  less  gallant 
manner  he  was   inclined    to  rid, 

■  contrived  to  rouse  their  host 
from  his  lethargy  and  to  absorb  all 
the  notice  of  Sibyll  :  and  the  surprise 
was  increased,  when  lie  saw  that  bis 
friend  appeared  not  unfamiliar  with 
those  abstruse  and  mystical  scie 
in  which  Adam  wa 

"  What  ' "  said  Adam.  "  You  know, 
then,  my  deft  and  worthy  friend, 
Master  Caxtonl  II j  hath  seen  no- 
table things  abroad " 

"Which   he  more  than  hints."  said 
Nicholas,   "will    lower   the   value   of 
36  manuscript-  this   tair  damozel 
iia-  •  ed  :  and  I  h 

lopes,  ere  long,  to  gho  hers 

now  to  make  fifty,  a  bundr 
tven  five  hundred  exemplars  of  the 
choicest  book,  in  am  r  time 

than  a  scribe  would  lake  in  writing 


out  two  or  three  score  pages  in  a 
copy." 
"  Verily,"  said  Marmaduke,  with  a 
smile  of  compassion,  "  the  poor  man 
must  l.e  somewhat  demented;  for  ] 
opine  that  the  value  of  such  curiosities 
must  be  in  their  rarity — and  who 
would  care  for  a  hook,  if  five  hundred 
others  had  precisely  the  same'! — 
allowing  always,  good  Nicholas,  for 
thy  friend's  vaunting  and  over-crow- 
ing. Five  hundred  !  By'r  lady,  there 
would  he  scarcely  five  hundred  fools 
in  merry  England  to  waste  good  nobles 
on  spoilt  rags,  specially  while  bows  and 
mail  are  so  dear." 

"Young  gentleman,"  said  Adam, 
rebukingly,  "  meseemeth  that  thou 
wrongest  our  age  and  country,  t..  the 
which,  if  we  have  hut  peace  and  free- 
dom, I  trust  the  birth  of  great  dis- 
coveries is  ordained.  Certes,  Master 
Alwyn,"  he  added,  turning  to  the 
goldsmith,  "  this  achievement  may  he 
readily  performed,  and  hath  existed, 
I  heard  an  ingenious  Fleming  say, 
years  ago,  for  many  aires  amongst  a 
strange  people*  known  to  the  Vene- 
tians :  But  dost  thou  think  there  is 
much  appetite  .  among  those  who 
govern  the  state  to  lend  enc 
ment  to  such  matter-  '  " 

"My  master  serves  my  Lord  Bast 
King's  Chamberlain,  and  my 
lord  has  often  been  pleased  to  converse 
with  me.  so  that  I  venture  to  say,  from 
my  knowledge  of  his  affection  to  all 
excellent  craft  and  lere,  that  "I 
will  tend  to  make  men  wiser  wiii  have 
his  countenance  and  favour  with  the 
king." 

"  That  is  it  —  that  is  it  !  "  exclaimed 
Adam,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  My  in- 
vention shall  not  die  !  " 

"  And  that  invention " 

one  that  will  multij  v  exem- 
plars of  books  without  bands;  works 
of  craft  without  'prentice  or  journey* 
u. an  :  will   move   wagons  and  litters 

*  Query,  the  Clou. 
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without  horses ;  will  direct  ships  with- 
out sails ;  will — but,  alack  !  it  is  not 
yet  complete,  and,  for  want  of  means, 
it  never  may  be." 

Sibyll  still  kept  her  animated  coun- 
tenance fixed  on  Alwyn,  whose  intel- 
ligence she  had  already  detected,  and 
was  charmed  with  the  profound  atten- 
tion with  which  he  listened.  But  her 
eye  glancing  from  his  sharp  features 
to  the  handsome,  honest  face  of  the 
Nevile,  the  contrast  was  so  forcible, 
that  she  could  not  restrain  her  laugh- 
ter, though,  the  moment  after,  a  keen 
pang  shot  through  her  heart.  The 
worthy  Marmaduke  had  been  in  the 
act  of  conveying  his  cup  to  his  lips — 
the  cup  stood  arrested  midway,  his 
jaws  dropped,  his  eyes  opened  to  their 
widest  extent,  an  expression  of  ;he 
most  evident  consternation  and  dismay 
spoke  in  every  feature,  and,  when  he 
heard  the  merry  laugh  of  Sibyll,  he 
pushed  his  stool  from  her  as  far  as  he 
well  could,  and  surveyed  her  with  a 
look  of  mingled  fear  and  pity. 

"  Alas !  thou  art  sure  my  poor 
father  is  a  wizard  now  1" 

"  Pardie  !  "  answered  the  Nevile. 
"Hath  he  not  said  so]  Hath  he  not 
spoken  of  wagons  without  horses — 
6hips  without  sails?  And  is  not  all 
this  what  every  dissour  and  jongleur 
tells  us  of  in  his  stories  of  Merlin  ] 
Gentle  maiden,"  he  added,  earnestly 
drawing  nearer  to  her,  and  whispering 
in  a  voice  of  much  simple  pathos — 
"  thou  art  young,  and  I  owe  thee 
much.  Take  care  of  thyself.  Such 
wonders  an  1  dorring-do  are  too  solemn 
for  iaughter. 

"Ah  !"  answered  Sibyll,  rising,  "  I 
fear  they  are.  TIow  can  I  expect  the 
people  to  be  wiser  than  thou,  or  their 
hard  natures  kinder  in  their  judg- 
ment than  thy  kind  heart?"  Her 
low  and  melancholy  voice  went  to  the 
heart  thus  appealed  to.  Marmaduke 
also  rose,  and  followed  her  into  the 
pailour,  or  withdrawing-closet,  while 
Adam   and  the  goldsmith  continued 


to  converse  (though  Alwyn's  eye  fol- 
lowed the  young  hostess),  the  former 
appearing  perfectly  unconscious  of 
the  secession  of  his  other  listeners. 
But  Alwyn's  attention  occasionally 
wandered,  and  he  soon  contrived  to 
draw  his  host  into  the  parlour. 

When  Nicholas  rose,  at  last,  to 
depart,  he  beckoned  Sibyll  aside  : 
"  Fair  mistress,''  said  he,  with  some 
awkward  hesitation,  "forgive  a  plain, 
blunt  tongue;  but  ye  of  the  better 
birth  are  not  always  above  aid,  even 
from  such  as  1  am.  If  you  would  sell 
these  blazoned  manuscripts,  I  can  not 
only  obtain  you  a  noble  purchaser, 
in  my  Lord  Scales,  or  in  my  Lord 
Hastings,  an  equally  ripe  scholar,  but 
it  may  be  the  means  of  my  procuring 
a  suitable  patron  for  your  father  ;  and, 
in  these  times,  the  scholar  must  creep 
under  the  knight's  manteline." 

"  Master  Alwyn,"  said  Sibyll,  sup- 
pressing her  tears,  "  it  was  for  my 
father's  sake  that  these  labours  were 
wrought.  We  are  poor  and  friendless. 
Take  the  manuscripts,  and  sell  them 
as  thou  wilt,  and  God  and  St.  Mary 
requite  thee ! " 

"  Your  father  is  a  great  man,"  said 
Alwyn,  after  a  pause. 

"But,  were  he  to  walk  the  streets, 
they  would  stone  him,"  replied  Sibyll, 
with  a  quiet  bitterness. 

Here  the  Nevile,  carefully  shunning 
the  magician,  who,  in  the  nervous  ex- 
citement produced  by  the  conversa- 
tion of  a  mind  loss  uncongenial  than 
he  had  encountered  for  many  years, 
seemed  about  to  address  him — here,  I 
say,  the  Nevile  chimed  in  —  "Hast 
|  thou  no  weapon  but  thy  bludgeon  ! 
I  Dear  foster-brother,  I  fear  for  thy 
I  safety." 

"'Nay,    robbers    rarely    attack   ua 

1  mechanical  folk  ;  and  I  know  my  way 

better  than  thou.     1  shall  find  a  boat 

I  near  York   House,  so  pleasant  night 

I  and    quick    cure    to    thee,    honoured 

brother ;  I  will  send  the  tailoi 

and  other  craftsmen  to-morrow.'' 
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"'  And  at  the  same  time,"  whispered 
Marmaduke,  accompanying  his  friend 
to  the  door,  "send  me  a  breviary,  just 
to  patter  an  ave  or  so.  This  grey- 
haired  carle  puts  my  heart  in  a 
tremble.  Moreover,  buy  me  a  gittern 
—  a  brave  one— for  the  damozel.  She 
is  too  proud  to  take  money  and,  'fore 
heaven,  I  have  small  doubts  the  old 
wizard  could  turn  my  hose  into  nobles 


an'  he  hau  a  mind  for  such  gear. 
Wagons  without  horses — ships  with- 
out sails,  quotha ! " 

As  soon  as  Alwyn  had  departed, 
Madge  appeared  with  the  final  re- 
freshment called  "  the  Wines,"  con- 
sisting of  spiced  hippocras  and  con- 
fections, of  the  former  of  which  the 
Nevile  partook  in  solemn  silence. 


CHAPTER  VIL, 

THERE    IS    A    ROD    FOR   THE    BACK    OF    EVERY    FOOL    WHO    WOULD    BE    WISER   THAU 
HIS    GENERATION. 


The  next  morning,  when  Marma- 
duke descended  to  the  hall,  Madge, 
accosting  him  on  the  threshold,  in- 
formed him  that  Mistress  Sibyll  was 
unwell,  and  kept  her  chamber,  and 
that  .Master  Warner  was  never  visible 
much  before  noon.  He  was,  there- 
fore, prayed  to  take  his  meal  alone. 
"Alone"  was  a  word  peculiarly  un- 
welcome to  Marmaduke  Nevile.  who 
was  an  animal  thoroughly  social  and 
gregarious  He  managed,  therefore, 
to  detain  the  old  servant,  who,  besides 
the  liking  a  skilful  leech  naturally 
takes  to  a  thriving  patient,  hail  enough 
of  her  sex  about  her  to  be  pleased 
with  a  comely  face,  and  a  frank,  good- 
humoured  voice.  Moreover,  Manua- 
duke.  wishing  to  satisfy  his  curiosity 
turned  the  conversation  upon  Warner 
and  Sibyll,  a  theme  upon  which  the 
old  woman  was  well  disposed  to  be 
garrulous.       He    soon     learned    the 

i.- ion,  and  i  I 
(ice  of  the  gittern  ;  and  Ins  generosity 
md  compassion  were  busily  - 
in  devising  some  means  to  requite  the 
:   received,  without 
wound ii  b  is  host,  when 

bhe arrival  of  hi-  mails,  together  with 
the  visits  of    the   tailor  and   mercer. 


sent  to  him  by  Alwyn,  diverted  his 
thoughts  into  a  new  channel. 

Between  the  comparative  merits  of 
gowns  and  surcoats,  broad- toed  shoes, 
and  pointed,  some  time  was  disposed 
of  with  much  cheerfulness  and  edi- 
fication ;  but  when  his  visitors  had 
retired,  the  benevolent  mind  of  the 
young  guest  again  recurred  to  the 
penury  of  Ins  host.  Placing  his  marks 
before  him  on  the  table  in  the  little 
withdrawing  parlour,  he  began  count- 
ing them  over,  and  putting  aside  the 
sum  he  meditated  devoting  to  War- 
ner's relief.  "  But  how,"  he  muttered, 
"  how  to  get  him  to  take  the  gold.  I 
know,  by  myself,  what  a  gentleman 
and  a  knight's  son  must  feel  at  the 
proffer  of  alms — pardie  !  I  would  as 
lief  Alwyn  bad  struck  me  as  offered 
me  bis  gipsire — the  ill-mannered 
affectionate  fellow  !  I  must  think  I 
must  think " 

And  white  still  thinking,  the  door 
softly  opened,  and  Warner  himself,  in 
a  high  state  of  abstraction  and  reverie, 
stalked  noiselessly  into  the  room,  on 
his  way  to  the  garden,  in  which,  when 
musing  over  some  now  spring  lor  bin 
ion,  he  was  wont  to  peripatise. 
iht  of  the   gold   on   the   tablo 
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struck  full  on  the  philosopher's  eyes, 
and  waked  him  at  once  from  his  re- 
verie. That  gold — oh,  what  precious 
instruments,  what  learned  manuscripts 
it  could  purchase  !  That  gold,  it  was 
the  breath  of  life  to  his  model !  He 
walked  deliberately  up  to  the  table, 
and  laii  his  hand  upon  one  of  the  little 
heaps.  Marrnaduke  drew  back  his 
stool,  and  stared  at  him  with  open 
mouth. 

"Young  man,  what  wantest  thou 
with  all  this  gold?"  said  Adam,  in  a 
petulant,  reproachful  tone.  "Put  it 
up — put  it  up !  Never  let  the  poor 
see  gold;  it  tempts  them,  sir — it 
tempts  them."  And  so  saying,  the 
student  abruptly  turned  away  his 
eyes,  and  moved  towards  the  garden. 

Marrnaduke  rose  and  put  himself 
in  Adam's  way — 

"  Honoured  sir,"  said  the  young 
man,  "you  say  justly — what  want  I 
with,  all  this  gold1?  The  only  gold  a 
young  man  should  covet  is  eno'  to  suf- 
fice for  the  knight's  spurs  to  his  heels. 
If,  without  offence,  you  would — that  is 
— ehem !— I  mean,  Gramercy !  I  shall 
never  say  it,  but  I  believe  my  father 
owed  your  father  four  marks,  and  he 
bade  me  repay  them.  Here,  sir!" 
lie  held  out  the  glittering  coins  — the 
philosopher's  hand  closed  on  them 
as  the  fish's  maw-  closes  on  the  bait. 
Adam  burst  into  a  laugh,  that  sounded 
strangely  weird  and  unearthly  upon 
Marmaduka's  startled  ear. 

"All  this  for  me!"  he  exclaimed. 
"  For  uie  !  No — no  !  not  for  me,  for 
it — I  take  it — I  take  it,  sir  !  I  will 
pay  it  back  with  large  usury.  Come 
to  me  this  day  year,  when  this  world 
will  be  a  new  world,  and  Adam  Warner 
will  be — ha!  ha!  Kind  Heaven,  1 
thank  thee  !"  Suddenly  turning  away, 
the  philosopher  strode  through  the 
hall,  opened  the  front  door,  and  escaped 
into  the  street. 

"  By'r  Lady!"  said  Marrnaduke, 
slowly  recovering  his  surprise,  "  I 
need  not  have  been  so  much  at  a  loss; 


the  old  gentleman  takes  to  my  goll 
as  kindly  as  if  it  were  mother's  milk. 
'Fore  heaven,  mine  host's  laugh  is  a 
ghastly  thing  !"  So  soliloquising,  he 
prudently  put  up  the  rest  of  his 
money,  and  locked  his  mails. 

As  time  went  on,  the  young  man 
became  exceedingly  weary  of  his  own 
company.  Sibyll  still  withheld  her 
appearance :  the  gloom  of  the  old  hall, 
the  uncultivated  sadness  of  the  lonely 
garden,  preyed  upon  his  spirits.  At 
length,  impatient  to  get  a  view  of  the 
world  without,  he  mounted  a  high 
stool  in  the  hall,  and  so  contrived  to 
enjoy  the  prospect,  which  the  un- 
glazed  wicker  lattice,  deep  set  in  the 
wall,  afforded.  But  the  scene  without 
was  little  more  animated  than  that 
within — all  was  so  deserted  in  the 
neighbourhood! — the  shops  mean  and 
scattered — the  thoroughfare  almost 
desolate.  At  last,  he  heard  a  shout, 
or  rather  hoot,  at  a  distance ;  and, 
turning  his  attention  whence  it  pro- 
ceeded, he  beheld  a  figure  emerge  from 
an  alley  opposite  the  casement,  with 
a  sack  under  one  arm,  and  several 
books  heaped  under  the  other.  At 
his  heels  followed  a  train  of  ragged 
boys,  shouting  and  hallooing,  "  The 
wizard  !  the  wizard  ! — Ah  ! — Bah  !-- 
The  old  devil's-kin !"  At  this  cry  the 
dull  neighbourhood  seemed  suddenly 
to  burst  forth  into  life.  From  the 
casements  and  thresholds  of  every 
house,  curious  faces  ?merged,  and 
many  voices  of  me.,  and  women 
joined,  in  deeper  bass,  with  the  shrill 
tenor  of  the  choral  urchins,  "  The 
wizard!  the  wizard!  —  out  at  day- 
light !"  The  person  thus  stigmatised, 
as  he  approached  the  house,  turned 
his  face,  with  an  expression  of  wistful 
perplexity,  from  side  to  side.  His 
lips  moved  convulsively,  and  his  face 
was  very  pale,  but  he  spoke  not.  And 
now,  the  children  seeing  him  near  his 
refuge,  became  more  outrageous.  They 
placed  themselves  menacingly  before 
him — they  pulled  bis  ube — they  even 
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utruck  at  him — and  one,  bolder  than 
the  rest,  jumped  up,  and  plucked  his 
beard.  At  this  last  insult,  Adam 
Warner,  for  it  was  he,  broke  silence  ; 
but  such  was  the  sweetness  of  his  dis- 
position, that  it  was  rather  with  pity 
than  reproof  in  his  voice,  that  he 
said — 

"  Fie,  little  one ! — I  fear  me  thine 
own  age  will  have  small  honour  if 
thou  thus  mjckest  mature  years  in 
me." 

Tins  gentleness  only  served  to  in- 
crease the  audacity  of  his  persecutors, 
who  now,  momently  augmenting,  pre- 
sented a  formidable  obstacle  to  his 
further  progress.  Perceiving  that  he 
could  not  advance,  without  offensive 
measures  on  his  own  part,  the  poor 
scholar  halted;  and  looking  at  the 
crowd  with  mild  dignity,  he  asked, 
"  What  means  this,  my  children ! 
How  have  I  injured  you?" 

"The  wizard — the  wizard!"  was 
the  only  answer  he  received. 

Adam  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
strode  on  with  so  sudden  a  step,  that 
one  of  the  smaller  children,  a  curly- 
headed  laughing  rogue,  of  about  eight 
years  old.  was  thrown  down  at  his 
feet,  and  the  rest  gave  way.  But  the 
poor  man,  seeing  one  of  his  foes  thus 
fallen,  instead  of  pursuing  his  victory, 
again  paused,  and,  forgetful  of  the 
precious  burdens  he  carried,  let  drop 
the  sack  and  books,  and  took  up  the 
child  in  his  arms.  On  seeing  their 
companion  in  the  embrace  of  the 
wizard,  a  simultaneous  cry  of  horror 
broke  from  the  assemblage. — "  He  is 
going  to  eurse  poor  Tim  !  " 

"  My  child  ! — my  boj  !  "  shrieked  a 
woman  from  one  of  the  caai  a 
"  let  go  .iiy  child  !  " 

Or   his   part,  the  boy  kick 

i   lustily,  as   Adam,    bending 
In-  noble  face  tendei iy  over  h  n 
"  Tbou  ai  t  nol  hurt,  child      Poor  boj  ! 
think  est  thou  1  would  harm 
While  he  spoke,  a  storm  of  mi 
Bind,   dirt,   sticks,    bricks,    stones, — 


from  the  enemy,  that  had  now  fallen 
back  in  the  rear,  burst  upon  likn. 
A  stone  struck  him  on  the  shoulder. 
Then  his  face  changed — an  angry 
gleam  shot  from  his  leep,  calm  eyes 
■ — he  put  down  the  child  and.  turn- 
ing steadily  to  the  grown  people  at 
the  windows,  said,  "  Ye  train  your 
children  ill" — picked  up  his  sack  and 
books — sighed,  as  he  saw  the  latter 
stained  by  the  mire,  which  he  wiped 
with  his  long  sleeve,  and  too  proud 
to  show  fear,  slowly  made  for  his  door. 
Fortunately  Sibyl!  had  heard  the 
clamour,  and  was  ready  to  admit  her 
father,  and  close  the  door  upon  the 
rush  which  instantaneously  followed 
his  escape.  The  baffled  rout  set  up  a 
yell  of  wrath,  and  the  hoys  were  now 
joined  by  several  foes  more  formid- 
able from  the  adjacent  houses  :  As- 
sured iti  their  own  minds  that  some 
terrible  execration  had  been  pro- 
nounced upon  the  limbs  and  body  of 
Master  Tim,  who  still  continued  bel- 
lowing and  howling,  probably  from 
the  excitement  of  finding  himself 
raised  to  the  dignity  of  a  martyr, — 
the  pious  neighbours  poured  forth, 
with  oaths,  and  curses,  and  such 
weapons  as  they  could  seize  in  haste, 
to  storm  the  wizard's  fortress. 

From  his  casement  Marmaduke 
Nevile  had  espied  all  that  had  hitherto 
passed,  and  though  indignant  at  the 
brutality  of  the  persecutors,  he  had 
thought  it  by  no  means  unnatural. 
"  If  men,  gentlemen  born,  will  read 
uncanny  books,  and  resolve  to  be 
wizards,  why  they  must  reap  what 
ical  reflection 
that  passed  through  the  mind  of 
that  ingenuous  youth;  but  when  he 
now  perceived  the  arrival  of  more 
important  allie — erhen  sto  i  >  began 
to  fly    through    the    wicker    lattices 

when    threats   of    setting    fire    to 
the  house  and  burning  the  - 
who   muttered  spells  over   innocent 

little  boy-,  were  heard,  seriously  in- 
creasing   in    depth    and    loudness  — 
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Marmaduke  felt  his  chivalry  called 
forth,  and,  with  some  difficulty,  open- 
ing the  rusty  wicket  in  the  casement, 
he  exclaimed,  "  Shame  on  you,  my 
countrymen,  for  thus  disturbing,  in 
broad  day,  a  peaceful  habitation  !  Ye 
call  mine  host  a  wizard.  Thus  much 
say  I  on  his  behalf :  I  was  robbed  and 
wounded  a  few  nights  since  in  your 
neighbourhood,  and  in  this  house 
alone  I  found  shelter  and  healing." 

The  unexpected  sight  of  the  fair 
young  face  of  Marmaduke  Nevile,  and 
the  healthful  sound  of  his  clear  ring- 
ing voi  e,  produced  a  momentary 
effect  on  the  besiegers,  when  one  of 
them,  a  sturdy  baker,  cried  out, 
"  Heed  him  not  —  he  is  a  goblin  ! 
Those  devil-mongers  can  bake  ye  a 
dozen  such  every  moment,  as  deftly 
as  I  can  draw  loaves  from  the  oven  !  " 

This  speech  turned  the  ide,  and  at 
that  instant  a  savage-looking  man, 
the  father  of  the  aggrieved  boy,  fol- 
lowed by  his  wife,  gesticulating  and 
weeping,  ran  from  his  house,  waving 
a  torch  in  his  right  hand,  his  arm 
bare  to  the  shoulder,  and  the  cry  of 
"  Fire  the  door !  "  was  universal. 

In  fact,  the  danger  now  grew  im- 
minent :  several  of  the  party  were  al- 
ready piling  straw  and  fagots  against 
the  threshold,  and  Marmaduke  begin 
to  think  the  only  chance  of  life  to 
his  host  and  Sibyll  was  in  flight  by 
some  back  way,  when  he  beheld  a 
man,  clad  somewhat  in  the  fashion 
of  a  country  yeoman,  a  formidable 
Knotted  club  in  his  hand,  pushing 
bis  way,  with  Herculean  shoulders, 
through  the  crowd,  and  stationing 
himself  before  the  threshold  and 
brandishing  aloft  his  formidable  wea- 
pon, le  exclaimed,  "What!  In  the 
tievil's  name,  do  you  mean  to  get 
^ourselves  all  hanged  for  riot]  Do 
you  think  that  King  Edward  is  as 
soft  a  man  as  King  Henry  was,  and 
that  he  will  sutler  any  one  but  himself 
:o  set  fne  to  people's  houses  in  this 
*  ay;     I    dare  say  you  are  all  right 


enough  on  the  main,  hut  by  the  hloo  \ 
of  St.  Thomas,  I  will  brain  the  fir.-< 
man  who  advances  a  step, — by  way  of 
preserving  the  necks  of  the  rest !  *' 

"  A  Robin  !  a  Robin !"  cried  f»e\  eral 
of  the  mob.  "  It  is  our  good  friend 
Robin.  Hearken  t&  Robin.  He  if 
always  right  ! " 

"Ay,  that  I  am!"  quoth  thf  de 
fender;  "you  know  that  well  enough 
If  I  had  my  way,  the  world  should  be 
turned  upside  down,  but  what  the 
poor  folk  should  get  nearer  to  the 
sun  !  But  what  I  say  is  this,  never 
go  against  law,  while  the  law  is  too 
strong.  And  it  were  a  sad  thing  to 
see  fifty  fine  fellows  trussed  up  for 
burning  an  old  wizard.  So,  be  off 
with  you,  and  let  us,  at  least  all  that 
can  afford  it,  make  for  Master  San- 
croft's  hostelrie,  and  talk  soberly  over 
our  ale.  For  little,  I  trow,  will  ye 
work  now  your  blood  's  up." 

This  address  was  received  with  a 
shout  of  approbation.  The  father  of 
the  injured  child  set  his  broad  foot  on 
his  torch,  the  baker  chucked  up  his 
white  cap,  the  ragged  boys  yelled  out, 
"A  Robin!  a  Robin!"  and  in  less 
than  two  minutes  the  place  was  as 
empty  as  it  had  been  before  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  scholar  Marmaduke, 
who,  though  so  ignorant  of  books, 
was  acute  and  penetrating  in  all 
matters  of  action,  could  not  help  ad 
miring  the  address  and  dexterity  of 
the  club-bearer  ;  and  the  danger  being 
now  over,  withdrew  from  the  case- 
ment, in  search  of  the  inmates  of  the 
house.  Ascending  the  stairs,  he  found 
on  the  landipg-place.  near  his  room, 
and  by  the  embrasure  of  a  huge  case- 
ment which  jutted  from  the  wall, 
Adam  and  his  daughter.  Adam  was 
leaning  against  the  wall,  with  his 
arms  folded,  and  Sibyll,  hanging  upon 
him,  was  uttering  the  softest  and 
most  soothing  words  of  comfort  her 
tenderness  could  suggest. 

••  My  child,"  said  the  old  man, 
shaking    his     head    sadly.    "  I    shut- 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BAlioXS. 


41 


D^vcr  again  have  heart  for  these  I  such  things!  —  ]  thoughl  to  repay 
Studies — never.  A  king's  anger  I  thee  well.  Now  the  frenzy  is  gone, 
ooulri  brave,  a  priest's  malice  1  could  and  1,  who  an  hour  agone  esteemed 
pity  —Imt  to  find  the  very  children,  myself  a  puissant  sage,  sink  in  mine 
the  young  race,  for  whose  sake  1  have  own  couceil  I"  ;:  miserable  blinded 
made  thee  and  myself  paupers,  to  find    fool.     Child,  lam  very  weak;  I  will 

them  thus — thus "     He  stopped,    lay  me  down  and  rest 

for  his  voice  failed  him,  and  the  tears  So  saying,  the  poor  philosopher 
rolled  down  his  ehe-  ks.  went  his  way  to  his  chamber,  leaning 

"Come  and  speak  comfort  to  my  on  his  daughter's  arm. 
father,  .Master  Xevile!"  exclaimed  In  a  few  minutes  Sibyll  rejoined 
Sibyll, "  come  and  tell  him  that  who-  Marmaduke, who  had  returned  to  tho 
sver  is  above  the  herd,  whether  knight  hall,  and  informed  him,  that  her 
>r  scholar,  must  learn  to  despise  the  father  had  lain  down  awhile  to  com- 
aootings  that  follow  Merit.     Father,    pose  himself. 

lather,  they  threw  mud  and  stones  at  "  It  is  a  hard  fate,  sir,"  said  the 
thy  king  as  he  passed  through  the  girl,  with  a  faint  smile  ;  "  a  hard  fate, 
»treets  of  London.  Thou  art  not  the  to  be  banned  and  accursed  by  the 
only  one  whom  this  base  world  mis-  world,  only  because  one  has  sought  to 
judg  s."  be  wiser  than  the  world  is." 

"Worthy  mine  host!"  said  Mar-  "Donee  maiden,"  returned  the 
maduke,  thus  appealed  to :  "Algates,  Nevilo;  "it  is  happy  for  thee  that 
;*  w'-re  not  speaking  truth  to  tell  thee  thy  sex  forbids  thee  to  follow  thy 
thac  I  think  a  gentleman  of  birth  and  father's  footsteps,  or  1  should  say 
quality  should  walk  the  thoroughfares  his  hard  fate  were  thy  fair  warn- 
with  a  handle  of  hooks  under  his  arm,    ing." 

yet  as  for  the  raptril  vulgar,  the  hild-  Sihyll  smiled  faintly,  and  after  a 
ings  and  cullions  who  hiss  one  day  pause,  said,  with  a  deep  blush : — 
what  they  applaud  the  next,  I  hold  it  ''  You  have  been  generous  to  my 
the  duty  of  every  Christian  and  well-  father;  do  not  misjudge  him.  He 
horn  man  to  regard  them  as  the  dirt  would  give  his  Ias1  groal  to  a  starving 
on  the  crossings.  Brave  soldiers  term  beggar.  But  when  his  passion  of 
it  no  disgrace  to  receive  a  blow  from  a  scholar  and  inventor  masters  him  — 
base  hind.  An'  it  had  been  knights  thou  might«sl  think  him  worse  than 
and  gentles  who  had  insulted  thee,  miser.  It  is  an  ovc.  noble  yearning 
thou  inightest  have  cause  for  shame,  that  ofttin.es  makes  him  mean." 
Btr,  a  mob  of  lewd  rascallionjs  and  "  Nay,"  answered  .Marmaduke, 
squalling  infants-  bah  rerily,  it  is  touched  by  the  heavy  sigh  and  swim- 
mere  matter  for  scorn  an  I  laughter  "  ming  eyes  with  which  the  last  words 
These  philosophical  propositions  wore  spoken;  "I  have  h  'aril  Nick 
and  distinctions  did  not  seem  to  have  Alwyn's  uncle,  who  was  ■<  learned 
their  due  effect  upon  Adam.  He  monk,  declare  that  he  coula  not  con- 
smiled,  however,  gently  upon  his  strain  himself  to  pray  to  be  delivered 
guest,  and  with  a  blu«di  over  his  pale  from  temptation  —  seeing  that  he 
face,  said,    "I   am    rightly  chastised     might    thereby  lose   an   occasion   for 

good  young  man;  mean    was  I,    i filching  some  notable  book  !     For  the 

think-,  and  sordid,  to  take  from  thee    rest,"    he    added.    "  you    forgel    how 

thy    g 1    gold.     Bui    thou    knowesl    much  I   owe  to  Master  Warner's  ho* 

not  what  fever  burns  in  the  brain  of  a    pitality." 

•  ~a  wl.  ,  foe!.-  th»t,  had  he  wealth,  his         He  took  her  hand  with  a  frank  and 
i»  vd.je  coula  do  great  things,-      brotherly  gallantry  as  he  spoke;  hut 
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the  touch  of  that  small,  soft  hand, 
freely  and  innocently  resigned  to  him, 
sent  a  thrill  to  his  heart — and  again 
the  face  of  Sibyll  seemed  to  him  won- 
drous fair. 

There  was  a  long  silence,  which 
Sibyll  was  the  first  to  break.  She 
turned  the  conversation  once  more 
upon  Marmaduke's  views  in  life.  It 
had  been  easy  for  a  deeper  observer 
than  he  was,  to  see,  that  under  all 
,hat  ycung  girl's  simplicity  and  sweet- 
ness, there  lurked  something  of  dan- 
gerous ambition.  She  loved  to  recall 
the  com  t  life  her  childhood  had 
known,  though  her  youth  had  re- 
signed it  with  apparent  cheerfulness. 
Like  many  who  are  poor  and  fallen, 
Sibyll  built  herself  a  sad  consolation 
out  of  her  pride ;  she  never  forgot 
that  she  was  well-born.  But  Marma- 
dukc,  in  what  was  ambition,  saw  but 
interest  in  himself,  and  his  heart  beat 
more  quickly  as  he  bent  his  eyes  upon 
that  downcast,  thoughtful,  earnest 
countenance. 

After  an  hour  thus  passed.  Sibyll 
left  the  guest,  and  remounted  to  her 
father's  chamber.  She  found  Adam 
pacing  the  narrow  floor,  and  mutter- 
ing to  himself.  He  turned  abruptly 
as  she  entered,  and  said,  "  Come 
hither,  child — I  took  four  marks  from 
that  young  man,  for  I  wanted  books 
and  instruments,  and  there  are  two 
left ; — see — take  them  back  to  him." 
"My  father,  he  will  not  receive 
them.  Fear  not,  thou  shalt  repay 
him  some  day." 

"  Take  them,  I  say,  and  if  the  young 
man  says  thee  nay,  why,  buy  thyself 
gauds  a:i  1  gear,  or  let  us  eat,  and 
drink,  and  laugh.  What  else  is  life 
made  for '{  Ha  !  ha  !  Laugh,  child, 
laugh !" 

There  was  something  strangely  pa- 
thetic in  this  outburst,  this  terrible 
mirth,  born  of  profound  dejection. 
Alas  for  this  guileless,  simple  crea- 
ture, who  had  clutched  at,  gold  with  a 
huckster's  eagerness — who,  forgetting 


the  wants  of  his  o^n  child,  hai  e 
ployed  it  upon  the  service  of  an  Ab- 
stract Thought,  and  whom  the  scorn 
of  his  kind  now  pierced  through  all  the 
folds  of  his  close-webbed  philosophy 
and  self  forgetful  °enius.  Awful  is 
the  duel  between  man  and  the  age  i-j 
which  he  lives !  For  the  gain  of  pos- 
terity Adam  Warner  had  martyrised 
existence, — and  the  children  pelted 
him  as  he  passed  the  streets !  Sibyll 
burst  into  tears. 

"  No,  my  father,  no,"  she  sobbed, 
pushing  back  the  money  into  his 
hands.  "Let  us  both  starve,  rather 
than  you  should  despond.  God  antf 
man  will  bring  you  justice  yet." 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  baffled  enthusiast, 
"  my  whole  mind  is  one  sore  now.  I 
feel  as  if  I  could  love  man  no  more. 
Go,  and  leave  me.  Go,  I  say!"  and 
the  poor  student,  usually  so  mild  and 
gall-less,  stamped  his  foot  in  impotent 
rage.  Sibyll,  weeping  as  if  her  heart 
would  break,  left  him. 

Then  Adam  Warner  again  paced  to 
and  fro  restlessly,  and  again  muttered 
to  himself  for  several  minutes.  At 
last  he  approached  his  Model — the 
model  of  a  mighty  and  stupendous 
invention — the  fruit  of  no  chimerical 
and  visionary  science — a  great  Pro- 
methean thing,  that,  once  matured, 
would  divide  the  Old  World  from  the 
New,  enter  into  all  operations  of 
Labour,  animate  ail  the  future  affairs, 
colour  all  the  practical  doctrines,  of 
active  men.  He  paused  before  it, 
and  addressee,  it  as  if  it  heard  and 
understood  him— "My hah  was  .'ark, 
and  my  tread  was  hrm.  when  one 
nighfl|  \  TiiviriniT  passed  into  my  soul 
—  a  thought  to  make,  Matter  the 
gigantic,  slave  of  Mind.  .*'it  of  this 
thought,  thou,  not  yet  born  after 
five-and-twenty  years  of  travail,  wert 
conceived.  My  cotters  were  then  full, 
and  my  name  was  honoured:  and  Hie 
rich  respected,  and  the  poor  loved, 
me.  Art  thou  a  devil.  ih;»»  tvw 
tempted  me  to  »uin;   01  a  6«  '••   «**• 
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has  lifted  me  above  the  earth  ?  I  am 
old  before  my  time,  my  hair  is 
iilan  bed,  my  frame  is  bowed,  my 
wealth  is  gone,  my  name  is  sullied. 
And  all,  du'ub  Idol  of  Iron  and  the 
Element,  ail  for  thee !  I  had  a  wife 
whom  I  adored — she  died — I  forgot 
her  loss  in  the  hope  of  thy  life.  1 
have  a  child  still — God  and  our  Lady 
forgire  me — she  is  less  dear  to  me 
than  thou  hast  been.  And  now—" 
the  old  man  ceased  abruptly,  and 
folding  his  arms,  looked  at  the  deaf 
iron  sternly,  as  on  a  human  foe.  By 
his  side  was  a  huge  hammer,  em- 
ployed in  the  toils  of  his  forge  ;  sud- 
denly he  sei/.ed  and  swung  it  aloft. 
ind  the  labour  of  years 
wis  shattered  into  pieces  !     One  blow ! 


—  But  the  heart  failed  him,  and  thf 
hammer  fell  heavily  to  the  ground. 

"Ay!"  he  muttered,  "true — true: 
if  thou,  who  hast  destroyed  all  else, 
wert  destroyed  too,  what  were  eft 
me  ?  Is  it  a  crime  to  murder  Alan  !— 
a  greater  crime  to  murder  Thought, 
which  is  the  life  of  all  men.  Come — 
1  forgive  thee  !  " 

And  all  that  day,  and  all  that  night, 
the  Enthusiast  laboured  'n  his  cham- 
ber, and  the  next  day  the  remem- 
brance of  the  hootings,  the  pelting, 
the  mob,  was  gone — clean  gone  from 
his  breast.  The  Model  began  \p 
move— life  hovered  over  its  wheels 
and  the  Martyr  of  Science  had  for- 
got:dii  the  very  world  for  which  he, 
groaning  and  rejoicing,  toiled  ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


MASTER    MARMADUKE    REVILE    MAKES    LOV»     kill    IS    FRIGHTENED. 


For  two  or  three  days,  Marmaduke 
and  Sibyll  were  necessarily  brought 
much  together.  Such  familiarity  of 
intercourse  was  peculiarly  ran'  in  thai 
time,  when,  except  perhaps  in  the 
courl  ol  E  i'-a- •'  IV.,  the 
virgins  of  gentle  birth  mixed  spar- 
ingly, and  with  greal  reserve,  a 
those  of  Opposite  sex.  .Marmaduke, 
rapidly  recovering  from  the  ell'ect  of 
Li-  irounds,  in  '  without  other  re- 
source than  Sibyll  s  society,  in  the 
solitude  ot  his  confinement,  was  not 
proof  against  the  temptation  which 
one  so  young  and  so  sweetly  winning 
brought  t"  his  fan  y  or  hi-  senses. 
The  ;  oor  Sibyll — she  was  no  faultless 
paragon — >he  was  a  rare  and  singular 
mixture  of  many  opposite  qualities  in 
id  in  intellect  .'  She  was  one 
moment  infantine  in  simplicity  and 
gay  playfulness— the  next,  a  shade 
passed  over  her  bright  face,  a 
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uttered  8'  me  sentence  of  that  bitter 
and  chilling  wisdom,  which  the  sense 
oi  ]  tersecution,  the  cruelty  of  the  world, 
had  already  taught  her.  She  was, 
indeed,  a*  that  age  when  the  Child  and 
the  Woman  are  struggling  against 
each  other.  Her  character  was  not 
yet  formed — a  little  happiness  would 
have  ripened  it  at  once  into  the  richest 
bloom  of  goodness.  Hut  sorrow,  that 
ever  sharpens  the  intellect,  might  only 
serve  to  sour  the  heart.     Her  mind 

innately  chaste  and  pure,  that 
she  knew  not  the  nature  of  the  admi- 
ration  she  excited.  Hut  the  admira- 
tion pleased  her  as  it  pleases  some 
young  child — she  was  vain  then,  bn 
it,  was  an  infant's  vanity,  not  a  woman  i 
And  thus,  from  innocence  itself,  (here 
was  a  fearlessness,  a  freedom,  a  some- 
thing endearing  and   familiar  io  hei 

.  which  might  have  turned  a 
wiser  head  than  .Marmaduke  Nevile'fl 
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And  this  the  more,  because,  while 
liking  her  young  guest,  confiding  in 
him,  raised  in  her  own  esteem  by  his 
gallantry,  enjoying  that  intercourse  of 
youth  with  youth,  so  unfamiliar  to 
her,  and  surrendering  herself  the  more 
to  its  charm  from  the  joy  that  ani- 
mated her  spirits,  in  seeing  that  her 
father  had  forgotten  his  humiliation, 
and  returned  to  his  wonted  labours — 
ehe  yet  knew  not  for  the  handsome 
Nevile  one  sentiment  that  approached 
to  love.  Her  mind  was  so  superior 
la  his  own,  that  she  felt  almost  as  if 
Dlder  in  years,  and  in  their  talk,  her 
rosy  lips  preached  to  him  in  grave 
advice. 

On  the  landing,  by  Marmaduke's 
chamber,  there  was  a  large  oriel  case- 
ment jutting  from  the  wall.  It  was 
only  glazed  at  the  upper  part,  and  that 
most  imperfectly,  the  lower  part  being 
flosed  at  night,  or  in  inclement  wea- 
ther, with  rude  shutters.  The  recess 
formed  by  this  comfortless  casement 
answered,  therefore,  the  purpose  of  a 
^balcony ;  it  commanded  a  full  view 
of  the  vicinity  without,  and  gave  to 
those  who  might  be  passing  by,  the 
power  also  of  indulging  their  own 
curiosity  by  a  view  of  the  interior. 

Whenever  he  lost  sight  of  Sibyll, 
and  had  grown  weary  of  the  peacock, 
this  spot  was  Marmaduke's  favourite 
haunt.  It  diverted  him,  poor  youth, 
to  look  out  of  the  window  upon  the 
livelier  world  beyond.  The  place,  it 
is  true,  was  ordinarily  deserted,  hut 
Still  the  spires  and  turrets  of  London 
were  always  discernihle — and  they  were 
something. 

Accordingly,  in  this  embrasure 
stood  Marmaduke,  when  one  morning, 
Sibyll,  coming  from  her  father's  room, 
joined  him. 

"  And  what,  Master  Nevile"  said 
Sybill,  with  a  malicious  yet  charming 
smile,  "  what  claimed  thy  medita- 
tions? Some  misgiving  as  to  the 
trimming  of  thy  tunic,  or  the  length 
of  thy  shoon?" 


•"  Nay,"  returned  Marmaduke, 
gravely,  "  such  thoughts,  though  not 
without  their  importance  in  the  mind 
of  a  gentleman,  who  would  not  that 
his  ignorance  of  court  delicacies  should 
commit  him  to  the  japes  of  his  equals, 
were  not  at  that  moment  uppermost. 
I  was  thinking " 

"  Of  those  mastiffs,  quarrelling  Tor 
a  bone.     Avow  it." 

"  By  our  Lady  I  saw  them  not,  but 
now  I  look,  they  are  brave  dogs. 
Ha  !— seest  thou  how  gallantly  each 
fronts  the  other,  the  hair  hristling, 
the  eyes  fixed,  the  tail  on  end,  the 
fangs  glistening.  Now  the  lesser  one 
moves  slowly  round  and  round  the 
bigger,  who,  mind  you.  Mistress  Sibyll, 
is  no  dullard,  hut  moves,  too,  quick 
as  thought,  not  to  be  taken  unawares. 
Ha  !  that  is  a  brave  spring !  Heigh, 
dogs,  heigh  !  a  good  sight — it  makes 
the  blood  warm  ! — the  little  one  hath 
him  by  the  throat ! " 

"  ALck,"  said  Sibyll,  turning  away 
her  eyes,  "  can  you  find  pleasure  in 
seeing  two  pour  brutes  mangle  each 
other  for  a  bone  !  " 

"  By  St.  Dunstan !  doth  it  matter 
what  may  be  the  cause  of  quarrel,  so 
long  as  dog  or  man  bears  himself 
bravely,  with  a  due  sense  of  honour 
and  derring-do.  See!  the  big  one  is 
tip  again  Ah  !  foul  fall  the  butcher, 
who  drives  them  away.  Those  seely 
mechanics  know  not  the  joyaunce  of 
fair  fighting  to  gentle  and  to  hound. 
For  a  hound,  mark  you,  hath  nothing 
mechanical  in  his  nature.  He  is  a 
gentleman  all  over — brave  against 
equal  and  stranger,  forbearing  to  the 
small  and  defenceless,  true  in  poverty 
and  need  where  he  loveth,  stern  and 
ruthless  where  he  hateth,  and  despis- 
ing thieves,  liildings,  and  the  vulgar, 
as  much  as  e'er  a  gold  spur  in  King 
Edward's  court !  Oh  !  certes,  your  best 
gentleman  is  the  best  hound  ! " 

"  You  moralise  to-day.  And  I 
know  not  how  to  gainsay  you,"  re- 
turned Sibyll,  as  the  doge,  reluctantly 
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beaten  off,  retired  each  from  each, 
snarling  and  reluctant,  while  a  small 
black  cur,  that  had  hitherto  sat 
unobserved  at  the  door  of  a  small 
hostelrie,  now  coolly  approached  and 
dragged  off  the  bone  of  contention. 
"But  what  Bay*8t  thou  now?  See! 
see!  the  patient  mongrel  carries  off 
the  bone  from  the  gentlemen-hounds. 
Is  that  the  way  of  the  world  !" 

"  Pardie  !  it  is  a  naught  world,  if 
so,  and  much  changed  from  the  time 
of  our  fathers,  the  Normans.  But 
these  Saxons  are  getting  uppermost 
again,  and  the  yard-measure,  I  fear 
me,  is  more  potent  in  these  holiday 
times  than  the  mace  or  the  battle- 
axe."  The  Nevile  paused,  sighed,  ami 
changed  the  subject :  "  This  house  of 
thine  must  have  been  a  stately  pile  in 
its  day.  I  see  but  one  side  of  the  quad- 
rangle is  left,  though  it  be  easy  to  trace 
where  the  other  three  have  stood." 

"  And  you  may  see  their  stones  and 
their  fittings  in  the  butcher's  and 
baker's  stalls  over  the  way,"  replied 
Sibyl!. 

"Ay!"  said  the  Nevile,  "the 
parings  of  the  gentry  begin  to  be  the 
wealth  of  the  varlets." 

"  Little  ought  we  to  pine  at  that," 
returned  Sibyll,  "  if  the  varlets  were 
but  gentle  with  our  poverty;  but 
they  loathe  the  humbled  fortunes  on 
which  they  rise,  and  while  slaves  to 
the  rich,  are  tyrants  to  the  poor." 

This  was  said  so  sadly,  that  the 
Nevile  felt  his  eyes  overflow  ;  and  t  lie 
humble  dress  of  the  girl,  the  melan- 
choly ridtres  which  evinced  thp  site  of 
•  '.-Lie  li.iusc,  iiv,>v  olirunk  iniu  a 
d'.smal  ruin,  the  remembrance  of  the 
pastime-ground,  the  insults  of  the 
crowd,  and  the  l>roken  gittern,  all 
conspired  to  move  his  compassion, 
and  to  give  force  to  yet  more  tender 
emotions. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  said,  suddenly,  and  with 
a  quick,  faint  blush  over  his  hand 
some  and  manly  countenance — "ah, 
fair   maid — fair   Sibyll ! — God   grunt 


that  I  may  win  something  of  gold 
and  fortune  amidst  yonder  towers,  on 
which  the  sun  shines  so  cheerly. 
God  grant  it,  not  for  my  sake — not 
for  mine ;  but  that  1  may  have  some- 
thing besides  a  true  heart  and  a 
stainless  name  to  lay  at  thy  feet.  Oh, 
Sibyll  !  By  this  ham! — by  my  lathers 
soui — I  love  thee,  Sibyll  !  Have  I  not 
said  it  before  !  Well,  hear  me  now — 
I  love  thee ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  clasped  her  hand  in 
his  own,  and  she  suffered  it  for  one 
instant  to  rest  in  his.  Then  with- 
drawing it,  and  meeting  his  ena- 
moured eyes,  with  a  strange  sadness 
in  her  own  darker,  deeper,  and  more 
intelligent  orbs,  she  said — 

"  1  thank  thee — thank  thee  for  the 
honour  of  such  kind  thoughts;  and 
frankly,  I  answer  as  thou  hast  frankly 
spoken.  It  was  sweet  to  me,  who 
have  known  little  in  life  not  hard 
and  bitter  sweet  to  wish  I  had  a 
brother  like  thee,  and,  as  a  brother,  I 
can  love  and  pray  for  thee.  But  ask 
not  more,  Marmaduke.  I  have  aims 
in  life  which  forbid  all  other  love  !" 

"  Art  thou  too  aspiring  for  one  who 
has  his  spurs  to  win  ?" 

"  Not  so  ;  but  listen.  My  mother's 
lessons  and  my  own  heart  have  made 
my  poor  father  the  first  end  and 
object  of  all  things  on  earth  to  me. 
I  live  to  protect  him,  work  for  him, 
honour  him,  and  for  the  rest — I  have 
thoughts  thou  canst  not  know — an 
ambition  thou  canst  not  feel.  Nay," 
she  added,  with  that  delightful  smili 
which  chased  away  the  eraver  though. 
which  iiaa  ucfoie  ftaddened  her  aspect 
"  what  would  thy  sober  friend  Mastei 
Alwyn  say  to  thee,  if  he  heard  thou 
hadst  courted  the  wizard's  daughter  .' " 

"  By  my  faith,"  exclaimed  Marina- 
duke,  "  thou  art  a  very  April— smiles 
and  cloud<  in  a  breath  !  If  what 
thou  despisest  in  me  be  my  want  ol 
book  craft,  and  such  like,  by  mj 
halidame  I  will  turn  scholar  for  th} 
sake  ;  and " 
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Here,  as  he  had  again  taken  Siayll's 
hand,  with  the  passionate  ardour  of 
his  bold  nature,  not  to  be  lightly 
daunted  by  a  maiden's  first  "  No,"  a 
sudden  shrill,  wild  burst  of  laughter, 
accompanied  with  a  gusty  fit  of  unme- 
lodious  music  from  the  street  below, 
nade  both  maiden  and  youth  start, 
and  turn  their  eyes :  there,  weaving 
their  immodest  dance,  tawdry  in  their 
tinsel  attire,  their  naked  arms  glanc- 
ing above  their  Leads,  as  they  waved 
on  high  their  instruments,  went  the 
timbrel-girls. 

"  Ha!  ha ! "  cried  their  leader,  "see 
the    ga'.lant    and    the    witch-leman !  | 
The  glamour  has  done  its  work!  Foul 
is  fair! — foul  is  fair!  and  the  devil 
will  have  his  own  !  " 

But  these  creatures,  whose  bold 
license  the  ancient  chronicler  records, 
were  rarely  seen  alone.  They  haunted 
parties  of  pomp  and  pleasure ;  they 
linked  together  the  extremes  of  life — 
the  grotesque  Chorus  that  introduced 
the  terrible  truth  of  foul  vice,  and 
abandoned  wretchedness  in  the 
midst  of  the  world's  holiday  and 
pageant,  So  now,  as  they  wheeled 
into  the  silent,  squalid  street,  they  ' 
heralded  a  goodly  company  of  dames 
and  cavaliers,  on  horseback,  who  were 
passing  through  the  neighbouring , 
plains  into  the  park  of  Marybone,  to 
enjoy  the  sport  of  falconry.  The 
splendid  dresses  of  this  procession,  I 
and  the  grave  and  measured  dignity 
with  which  it  swept  along,  contrasted 
forcibly  with  the  wild  movements, 
and  disorderly  mirth  of  the  timbrel 
players.  These  last  darted  round  and 
round  the  riders,  holding  out  their 
instruments  for  largess,  and  retorting, 
with  laugh  and  gibe,  the  disdainful 
look  or  sharp  rebuke  with  which  their 
salutations  were  mostly  received. 

Suddenly,  as  the  company,  two  by 
two,  paced  up  the  street,  Sibyll  uttered 
a  faint  exclamation,  and  strove  to 
snatch  her  hand  from  the  Nevile's 
grasp      Her  eye  rested  upon  one  of 


the  horsemen  who  rode  la:-t,  and  who 
seemed  in  earnest  conversation  with  a 
dame,  who,  though  scarcely  in  her 
first  youth,  excelled  all  her  fair  com- 
panions in  beauty  of  face,  and  grace 
of  horsemanship,  as  well  as  in  the 
costly  equipments  of  the  white  barb 
that  caracol  led  beneath  her  easy  hand. 
At  the  same  moment  the  horseman 
looked  up  and  gazed  steadily  at  Sibyl], 
whose  countenance  grew  pale,  and 
flushed,  in  a  breath.  His  eye  then 
glanced  rapidly  at  Marmaduke — a 
half-smile  passed  his  pale  firm  lips ; 
he  slightly  raised  the  plumed  cap 
from  his  brow — inclined  gravely  to 
Sibyll — and,  turning  once  more  to 
his  companion,  appeared  to  answer 
some  question  she  addressed  to  him, 
as  to  the  object  of  his  salutation,  for 
her  look,  which  was  proud,  keen,  and 
lofty,  was  raised  to  Sibyll,  and  then 
dropped  somewhat  disdainfully,  as  she 
listened  to  the  words  addressed  her  by 
the  cavalier. 

The  lynx  eyes  of  the  tymbesteres 
had  seen  the  recognition ;  and  their 
leader,  laying  her  bold  hand  on  the 
embossed  bridle  of  the  horseman,  ex- 
claimed, in  a  voice  shrill  and  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  in  the  balcony 
above,"  Largess !  noble  lord,  largess !  for 
the  sake  of  the  lady  thou  lovest  best !" 

The  fair  equestrian  turned  away 
her  head  at  these  words,  the  nobleman 
watched  her,  a  moment,  and  dropped 
some  coins  into  the  timbrel. 

"  Ha  !  ha  ! "  cried  the  tymbc3(ere, 
pointing  her  long  arm  to  Sibyll,  and 
springing  towards  the  balcony — 

"  The  cushat  would  mate 

Above  her  state, 
And  she  Butters  her  wingsround  the  falcon's 

Hut  death  to  the  dove  [beakj 

Is  the  falcon's  love — 
Oh,  shark  is  the  kiss  of  the  falcon's  beak  !" 

Before  this  rude  song  was  ended, 
Sibyll  had  vanished  from  the  place ; 
the  cavalcade  had  disappeared.  The 
timbrel-players,  without  deigning  tc 
notice  Marmaduke,  darted  elsewhere 
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to  ply  their  discordant  trade,  and  the 
Nevile,    crossing    himself    devoutly, 

muttered.  "Je.-u  defend  us!  Those 
she  Will-o'-the-wisps  ire  eno'  to  scare 
all  the  blood  out  of  one's  body.  What, 
— a  murrain  on  them! — do  they  por- 
tend/ flitting  round  and  round,  and 
skirting  off.  as  if  the  devil's  broom- 
stick was  behind  them  ?  By  the  mass  ! 
they  have  frighted  away  the  damozel, 
and  i  am  not  sorry  for  it.     They  have 


left  me  small  heart  foi  the  part  of  Sir 
Launval." 

His  meditations  were  broken  off  by 
the  sudden  sight  of  Nicholas  Alwyn, 
mounted  on  a  small  palfrey,  and  fol- 
lowed by  a  sturdy  groom  on  horse- 
back, leading  a  steed  ban' 
caparisoned.  In  another  moment, 
Marmaduke  had  descended — opened 
the  door — and  drawn  Alwyu  into  tb» 
hall. 


CIIAPTEIt  IX. 
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"Eight  glad  am  I,"  said  Nicholas, 
"to  see  you  so  stout  and  hearty,  for  1 
am  the  bearer  of  good  news.  Though 
I  have  been  away,  1  have  not  for- 
gotten you ;  and  it  so  chanced  that  I 
went  yesterday  to  attend  my  Lord  of 
Warwick  with  some  nowches  *  and 
knackeries,  that  he  takes  out  as  gifts 
and  exemplars  of  English  work.  They 
were  indifferently  well  wrought,  spe- 
cially a  chevesail,  of  which  the " 

"  Spare  me  the  fashion  of  thy  me- 
chanicals, and  come  to  the  point," 
interrupted  Marmaduke,  impatiently. 

"Pardon  me,  .Master  Nevile.  I 
interrupt  thee  not  when  thou  talkcst 
of  bassinets  and  hauberks  —  every 
cobbler  to  his  last.  Hut,  as  thou 
sayest,  to  the  point :  the  stout  earl, 
while  scanning  my  workmanship,  for 
in  much  thj  chevesail  was  mine,  was 
pleased  to  speak  graciously  of  my 
skill  with  the  bow,  of  which  he  had 
heard ;  and  he  then  turned  to  thyself, 
of  whom  my  Lord  Montagu  had 
already  made  disparaging  mention  : 
when  I  told  the  earl  somewhat  more 
about  thy  qualities  and  disposings ; 
and  when    I  .-poke   of  thy  desire  to 


serve  him,  and  the  letter  of  which 
thou  art  the  bearer,  his  black  brows 
smoothed  mighty  graciously,  and  he 
bade  me  tell  thee  V>  come  to  him 
this  afternoon,  and  he  would  judge  of 
thee  with  his  own  eyes  and  ears. 
Wherefore  I  have  ordered  the  crafts- 
men to  have  all  thy  gauds  and  gear 
ready  at  thine  hostelrie,  and  I  have 
engaged  thee  henchmen  and  horses 
for  thy  littiim-  appearance.  Be  quick  : 
time  and  the  great  wait  for  no  man. 
So  take  whatever  thou  nee. lest  for 
present  want,  from  thy  mails,  and 
1  will  send  a  porter  for  the  rest  ere 
sunset. 

"  But  the  git  tern  for  tue  damozel?" 

"  1  have  provided  that  for  thee,  as 

is   meet."      And    Nicholas,  stepping 

back,  eased  the  groom  of  a  ease  fchich 

contained  a  gittern,  whose  workman 

ship    and   ornaments   delighted    tin 

Nevile. 

••  1 1  is  of  my  lord  the  young  Duke 

ii   musical  vender ,' 

and  the  duke,  though  a  lad  yet,  is  a 

judge  of  all  appertaining  to 

the  gentle  craft.*     So  dispatch,  and 

away  :  " 


*  Kiiwches— buckles  and  other urnannnta.         *  For   Richard  III. 'a  love  of  music  and 
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Marmaduke  retired  to  his  chamber, 
and  Nicholas,  after  a  moment  spent 
in  silent  thought,  searched  the  room 
for  the  hand-bell,  which  then  made 
the  mode  of  communication  between 
the  master  and  domestics.  Not  find- 
ing this  necessary  luxury,  he  contrived 
at  last  to  make  Madge  hear  his  voice 
from  her  subterranean  retreat;  and,  on 
her  ai  rival,  sent  her  in  quest  of  Sibyll. 

The  answer  he  received  was,  that 
Mistress  Sibyll  was  ill,  and  unable  to 
see  him.  Alwyn  looked  disconcerted 
at  this  intelligence,  but,  drawing  from 
his  girdle  a  small  gipsire,  richly 
broidered,  he  prayed  Madge  to  deliver 
it  to  her  young  mistress,  and  inform 
her  that  it  was  the  fruit  of  the  com- 
mission with  which  she  had  honoured 
him. 

"It  is  passing  strange,"  said  he, 
pacing  the  hall  alone  —  "  passing 
strange,  that  the  poor  child  should 
have  taken  such  hold  on  me.  After 
all,  she  would  be  a  bad  wife  for  a  plain 
man  like  me.  Tush !  that  is  the 
trader's  thought  all  over.  Have  I 
brought  no  fresher  feeling  out  of  my 
fair  village-green  ?  Would  it  not  be 
sweet  to  work  for  her,  and  rise  in  life, 
with  her  by  my  side  1  And  these 
girls  of  the  city — so  prim  and  so 
brainless ! — as  well  marry  a  painted 
puppet.  Sibyll  !  Am  I  dement  1 
Stark  wodc  !  What  have  I  to  do  with 
girls  and  marriage  1  Humph  !  I 
marvel  what  Marmaduke  still  thinks 
of  her — and  she  of  him." 

While  Alwyn  thus  soliloquised,  the 
Nevile,  having  hastily  arranged  his 
dress,  and  laden  himself  with  the 
monies  his  mails  contained,  summoned 
old  Madge  to  receive  his  largess,  and 
to  conduct  him  to  Warner's  chamber, 
in  order  to  proffer  his  farewell. 

With  somewhat  of  a  timid  step  he 


patronage  of  musicians  and  minstrels,  see 
the  (Incriminating  cfiaracterof  that  I'nnce 
in  Sharon  Turner's  History  of  England, 
vol.  Iv  p.  68. 


followed  the  old  woman  (who  kept 
muttering  thanks  and  benedieites,  aa 
she  eyed  the  coin  in  her  palm,)  up 
the  rugged  stairs, — and  for  the  first 
time  knocked  at  the  duor  of  the  stu- 
dent's sanctuary.  No  answer  came 
"  Eh,  sir !  you  must  enter,"  said 
Madge;  "an'  you  fired  a  bombard 
under  his  ear  he  would  not  heed  you." 
So,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  sht 
threw  open  the  door,  and  closed  it 
behind  him,  as  Marmaduke  entered. 
The  room  was  filled  with  smoke, 
through  which  mirky  atmosphere  the 
clear  red  light  of  the  burning  char- 
coal peered  out  steadily  like  a  Cyclop's 
eye.  A  small,  but  heaving,  regular, 
labouring,  continuous  sound,  as  of  a 
fairy  hammer,  smote  the  young  man's 
ear.  But,  as  his  gaze  accustoming 
itself  to  the  atmosphere,  searched 
around,  he  could  not  perceive  what 
was  its  cause.  Adam  Warner  was 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
his  arms  folded,  and  contemplating 
something  at  a  little  distance,  which 
Marmaduke  could  not  accurately  dis- 
tinguish. The  youth  took  courage, 
and  approached.  "  Honoured  mine 
host,"  said  he,  "  I  thank  thee  for  hos- 
pitality and  kindness,  I  crave  pardon 
for  disturbing  thee  in  thy  incanta — 
ehem  ! — thy — thy  studies,  and  1  come 
to  bid  thee  farewell." 

Adam  turned  round  with  a  puzzled, 
absent  air,  as  if  scarcely  recognising 
his  guest ;  at  length,  as  his  recollec- 
tion slowly  came  back  to  him,  he 
smiled  graciously,  and  said;  "Good 
youth,  thou  art  richly  welcome  to 
what  little  it  was  in  my  power  to  do 
for  thee.  Peradventure,  a  time  may 
come  when  they  who  seek  the  roof  of 
Adam  Warner  may  find  less  homely 
cheer — a  less  rugged  habitation — for 
look  you!"  he  exclaimed,  suddenly, 
with  a  burst  of  irrepressible  enthu- 
siasm —  and  laying  his  hand  on 
Ncvile's  arm,  as,  through  all  the 
smoke  and  grime  that  obscured  his 
face,  flashed  the  ardent  soul  of  the 
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triumphant  Inventor, —  "  look  you  ! 
since  you  have  been  in  this  house, 
one  of  my  great  objects  is  well-nigh 
matured — achieved.  Come  hither," 
and  he  dragged  the  wondering  Mar- 
inaduke  to  his  model,  or  Kureka,  as 
Adam  had  fondly  named  his  contri- 
vance. The  Nevile  then  perceived 
that  it  was  from  the  interior  of  this 
machine  that  the  sound  which  had 
startled  him,  arose ;  to  his  eye  the 
thing  was  uncouth  and  hideous  ;  from 
the  jaws  of  an  iron  serpent,  that, 
wreathing  round  it,  rose  on  high  with 
erect  crest,  gushed  a  rapid  volume  of  i 
black  smoke,  and  a  damp  spray  fell  | 
around.  A  column  of  iron  in  the 
centre  kept  in  perpetual  and  regular 
motion,  rising  and  sinking  succes- 
sively, as  the  whole  mechanism  within 
seemed  alive  with  noise  and  action. 

"The  Syracusan  asked  an  inch  of 
earth,  beyond  the  earth,  to  move  the 
earth,"  said  Adam  ;  "  I  stand  in  the 
world,  and  lo  !  with  this  engine  the 
world  shall  one  day  be  moved." 

"Ilnly  Mother!"  faltered  Marnia- 
duke ;  "  I  pray  thee,  dread  sir,  to 
ponder  well  ere  thou  attemptest  any 
such  sports  with  the  habitation  in 
which  every  woman's  son  is  so  con- 
cerned. Bethink  thee,  that  if  in 
moving  the  world  thou  shouldst  make 
any  mistake,  it  would " 

"  Now  stand  there  and  attend," 
interrupted  Adam,  who  had  not  heard 
one  word  of  this  judicious  exhorta- 
tion. 

"Pardon  me,  terrible  sir!"  ex- 
claimed Mannaduke,  in  great  trepida- 
tion, and  retreating  rapidly  to  the 
door;  "but  I  have  heard  that  the 
fiends  are  mighty  malignant  to  all 
•ookers  on,  not  initiated." 

While  he  spoke,  fast  gushed  the 
smoke,  heavily  heaved  the  fairy  ham 
mers,  up  and  down,  down  and  up, 
funk  or  rose  the  column,  with  its 
sullen  sound.  The  young  man's  heart 
«ank  to  the  Bolea  of  bis  feet. 

"  In  deed  and  in  truth,"  be  stam- 


mered out,  "  I  am  but  a  dolt  in  these 
matters ;  I  wish  thee  all  success  com- 
patible with  the  weal  of  a  Christian, 
and  bid  thee,  in  sad  humility,  good 
day  :"  and  he  added,  in  a  whisper — 
"  the  Lord's  forgiveness!     Amen  !  " 

Marmaduke,  then,  fairly  rushed 
through  the  open  door,  and  hurried 
out  of  the  chamber  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible. 

He  breathed  more  freely  as  he  de 
scended  the  stairs.  "  Before  I  would 
call  that  grey  carle  my  father,  or  his 
child  my  wife,  may  I  feel  all  the 
hammers  of  the  elves  and  sprites  he 
keeps  tortured  within  that  ugly  litth 
prison-house,  pla.ying  a  death's  marcl 
on  my  body.  Holy  St.  Dunstan, 
the  timbrel-girls  came  in  time  !  They 
say  these  wizards  always  have  fair 
daughters,  and  their  love  can  be  no 
blessing !" 

As  he  t'uus  muttered,  the  door  of 
Sihyll's  chamber  opened,  and  she 
stood  before  him  at  the  threshold, 
Her  countenance  was  very  pale,  and 
bore  evidence  of  weeping.  There  was 
a  silence  on  both  sides,  which  the  girl 
was  the  first  to  break. 

"  So,  Madge  tells  me,  thou  art  about 
to  leave  us?" 

"  Yes,  gentle  maiden  !  I — I — that 
is,  my  Lord  of  Warwick  has  sum- 
moned me.  I  wish  and  pray  for  all 
blessings  on  thee !  and — and — if  ever 
it  be  mine  to  serve  or  aid  thee,  it  will 
be — that  is — verily,  my  tongue  falters, 
but  my  heart — that  is — fare  thee  well, 
maiden !  Would  thou  hadst  a  less 
wise  father ;  and  so  may  the  saints 
(St.  Anthony  especially)  whom  the 
Evil  One  was  parlous  afraid  of) — 
guard  and  keep  thee  !" 

With  tliis  Btrange  and  incoherent 
address,  Marmaduke  left  the  maiden 
standing  by  the  threshold  of  her 
miserable  chamber.  Hurrying  inffl 
the  hall,  he  summoned  Alwyn  from 
his  meditations,  and,  giving  the  gi( 
tern  to  Madge,  with  an  injunction  tn 
render  it    to    her   mistress,   witli    hi* 
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greeting  and  service,  he  vaulted  lightly 
on  his  steed  ;  the  steady  and  more 
soher  Alwyn  inoi-nted  his  palfrey  with 
»low  care  and  due  caution.  As  the 
air  of  spring  waved  the  fair  locks  of 
*,he  young  cavalier,  as  the  good  horae 


caraeolled  unrler  his  lithesome  weigtit, 
his  natural  temper  of  mind,  hardy, 
healthful,  joyous,  and  world-awake, 
returned  to  him.  The  image  of  Sibyl] 
and  her  strange  father  fbd  from  h'J 
thoughts  like  sicklj  dre#aaa. 


BOOK    THE    SECOND. 
the  king's  court. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


EARL    WARWICK    THE    KINO-MAKER. 


The  young  men  entered  the  Strand, 
which,  thanks  to  the  profits  of  a  toll- 
bar,  was  a  passable  road  for  eques- 
trians, studded  towards  the  river,  as 
we  have  before  observed,  with  Btately 
and  half-fortified  'mansions ;  while  on 
the  opposite  side,  here  and  there, 
were  straggling  houses  of  a  humbler 
kind — the  medieval  villas  of  merchant 
and  trader — (for  from  the  earliest 
period  since  the  Conquest,  the  Lon- 
doners had  delight  in  such  retreats,) 
surrounded  with  blossoming  orchards,* 
and  adorned  in  front  with  the  fleur- 
de  lis,  emblem  of  the  vain  victories  of 
renowned  Agincourt.  But  by  far  the 
greater  portion  of  the  road  northward, 
stretched,  unbuilt  upon,  towards  a  fair 
chain  of  fields  and  meadows,  refreshed 
by  many  brooks,  "  turning  water- 
mills  with  a  pleasant,  noise.''  High 
rose,  on  the  thoroughfare,  the  famous 

%\  which  "the  Judges  Itinerant 
rhilome  sate  without  London."  + 
There  hallowed  and  solitary,  stood  the 
inn  for  the  penitent  pilgrims,  who 
sought  "the  murmuring  runnels"  of 

ment'a  healing  well;  for  in  this 
neighbourhood,  even  from  the  age  of 


*  FitEstephen — "On    nil  sides,   without 
the  MibuibH.  arc  the  citizens'  gardens  and 

orchards,"  Am  ♦  blu«c. 


the  Roman,  springs  of  crystal  wave 
and  salubrious  virtue  received  the 
homage  of  credulous  disease.  Through 
the  gloomy  arches  of  the  Temple  Gate 
and  Lud,  our  horsemen  wound  their 
way,  and  finally  arrived  in  safety  at 
Marmaduke's  hostelrie  in  the  East 
Chepe.  Here  Marmaduke  found  the  de- 
corators of  his  comely  person  already 
assembled.  The  simpler,  yet  more 
manly  fashions  he  had  taken  from  the 
provinces,  were  now  exchanged  for  an 
attire  worthy  the  kinsman  of  the  great 
minister  of  a  court,  unparalleled,  since 
the  reign  of  William,  the  Red  King, 
for  extravagant  gorgeousness  of  dress. 
His  corset  was  of  the  finest  cloth, 
sown  with  seed  pearls;  above  it,  the 
lawn  Bhirt,  worn  without  collar,  par- 
tially appeared,  fringed  with  gold  : 
ovei  this  was  loosely  hung  a  super- 
tunic  of  crimson  sarcenet,  slashed  and 
pounced  with  a  profusion  of  fringes. 
!h-  velvet  cap,  turned  up  at  hhe  sides, 
extended  in  a  poinl  far  over  the  fore- 
head. His  hose-  under  which  appel- 
lation is  to  be  understood  »  hat 

idem  day  both  for  stock- 
ings and  pantaloons  were  of  white 
very  narrow,  were 
curiously  earvpd  into  chequer  work  at 
the  instep,  and  tied  with  bobl 
gold   thread,  turning  up,  like  skate* 
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at  the  extremity,  three  inches  in 
length.  His  dagger  was  suspended 
by  a  slight  silver-gilt  chain,  and  his 
girdle  contained  a  large  gipsire,  or 
pouch,  of  embossed  leather,  richly  gilt. 
And  this  dress,  marvellous  as  it 
seemed  to  the  Nevile,  the  tailor 
gravely  assured  him  was  far  under 
the  mark  of  the  highest  fashion,  and 
that  an'  the  noble  youth  had  been  a 
knight,  the  shoes  would  have  stretched 
at  least  three  inches  farther  over  the 
natural  length  of  the  feet,  the  placard 
have  shone  with  jewels,  and  the  tunic 
luxuriated  in  flowers  of  damascene. 
Even  as  it  was;  however,  Marmaduke 
felt  a  natural  ditadence  of  his  habili- 
ments, which  cost  him  a  round  third 
of  his  whole  capital.  And  no  bride 
everunveiled herself  with  more  shame- 
faced bashfulness  than  did  Marmaduke 
Nevile  experience  when  he  remounted 
his  horse,  and  taking  leave  of  his 
foster-brother,  bent  his  way  to  War- 
wick Lane,  where  the  earl  lodged. 

The  narrow  streets  were,  however, 
crowded  with  equestrians,  whose  dress 
eclipsed  his  own,  some  bending  their 
way  to  the  Tower,  some  to  the  palaces 
of  the  Flete.  Carriages  there  were 
none,  and  only  twice  he  encountered  the 
huge  litters,  in  which  some  aged  pre- 
late or  some  highborn  dame,  veiled 
greatness  from  the  day.  But  the  fre- 
quent vistas  to  the  river  gave  glimpses 
of  the  gay  boats  and  barges  that  crowd- 
ed the  Thames,  which  was  then  the 
principal  thoroughfare  for  every  class, 
but  more  especially  the  noble.  The 
ways  were  fortunately  dry  and  clean 
for  London  ;  though  occasionally  deep 
holes  and  furrows  in  the  road  menaced 
perils  to  tbe  unwary  horseman.  The 
streets  themselves  might  well  disap- 
point in  splendour  the  stranger's  eye ; 
for  although  viewed  at  a  distance, 
ancient  London  was  incalculably  more 
picturesque  and  stately  than  the  mo- 
dern ;  yet,  when  fairly  in  its  tortuous 
labyrinths,  it  seemed  to  those  who  had 
improved    the    taste   by   travel,    the 


meanest  and  the  mirkiest  capital  of 
Christendom.  The  streets  were  mar- 
vellously narrow,  the  upper  stories, 
chiefly  of  wood,  projecting  far  over 
the  lower,  which  were  formed  of  m  ad 
and  plaster.  The  shops  were  pitifm 
booths,  and  flu  prentices  standing  at 
the  entrance  oare-headed  and  cap  in 
hand,  and  lining  the  passages,  as  the 
old  French  writer  avers,  commi 
idoles,*  kept  up  an  etermd  din  with 
their  clamorous  invitations,  often 
varied  by  pert  witticisms  on  some 
churlish  passenger,  or  loud  vitupera- 
tions of  each  other.  The  whole  an- 
cient family  of  the  London  criers  were 
in  full  bay.  Scarcely  had  Marmaduke's 
ears  recovered  the  shock  of  "  Hot 
peascods — all  hot,"  than  they  were 
saluted  with  "mackerel,"  "sheep'a 
feet — hot  sheep's  feet."  At  the  smaller 
taverns  stood  the  inviting  vociferatora 
of  "  cock-pie,"  "  ribs  of  beef — hot 
beef,"  while,  blended  with  these  mul- 
titoned  discords,  whined  fie  vielle  or 
primitive  hurdy-gurdy,  scieamed  the 
pipe,  twanged  the  harp,  from  every 
quarter  where  the  thirsty  paused  to 
drink,  or  the  idler  stood  to  gape.+ 

Through  this  Babel,  Marmaduke  at 
last  slowly  wound  his  way,  and  arrived 
before  the  mighty  mansion  in  which 
the  chief  baron  of  England  held  his 
state. 

As  he  dismounted  and  resigned  his 
steed  to  the  servitor  hired  for  him  by 
Alwyn,  Marmaduke  paused  a  moment, 
struck  by  the  disparity,  common  as  it 
was  to  eyes  more  accustomed  to  the 
metropolis,  between  the  stately  edifice 
and  the  sordid  neighbourhood.  Hf 
had  not  noticed  this  so  much,  wher. 
he  had  repaired  to  the  earl  s  houoe  on 
his  first  arrival  in  Loudon  —  for  hia 
thoughts  then  had  been  too  much 
bewildered  by  the  general  bustle  and 
novelty  of  the  scene, —  but  now  it 
seemed  to  him,  that  he  better  eosi< 

*  Perlin. 
'•ydgate's  "  London  I.yckpenny." 
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prehended  the  homage  accorded  to  a 
great  noble  in  surveying,  at  a  glance, 
the  immeasurable  eminence  to  which 
he  was  elevated  above  his  fellow-men 
by  wealth  and  rank. 

Far  on  cither  side  of  the  wings  of 
(he  earl'sabode  stretched,  in  numerous 
deformity,  sheds  rather  than  houses, 
of  broken  plaster  and  crazy  timbers. 
Hut.  here  and  there,  «ere  open  places 
of  public  reception,  crowded  with  the 
lower  followers  of  the  puissant  chief; 
and  the  eye  rested  on  many  idle 
groups  of  sturdy  swash  bucklers,  some 
half-clad  in  armour,  some  in  rude 
jerkins  of  leather,  before  the  doors  of 
these  resorts, —  as  others,  like  bees 
ibout  a  hive,  swarmed  in  and  out 
with  a  perpetual  hum. 

The  exterior  of  Warwick  House 
was  of  a  grey,  but  dingy  stone,  and 
[resi-nted  a  half-fortified  and  formid- 
able appearance.  The  windows,  or 
rather  loop-holes,  towards  the  street, 
were  few,  and  strongly  barred.  The 
black  and  massive  arch  of  the  gate- 
way yawned  between  two  huge  square 
towers  ;  and  from  a  yet  higher,  but 
slender  tower  on  the  inner  side, 
the  flag  gave  the  "  White  Bear  and 
Bagged  Staff"  to  the  smoky  air. 
Still,  under  the  portal  as  he  entered, 
hung  the  grate  of  the  portcullis,  and 
the  square  court  which  he  saw  before 
him  swarmed  with  the  more  imme- 
diate retainers  of  the  earl,  in  scarlet 
jackets,  wrought  with  their  chieftain's 
cognizance.  A  man  of  gigantic  girth 
and  stature,  who  officiated  as  porter, 
leaning  against  the  wall  under  the 
arch,  dow  emerged  from  the  Bhadow, 
and  with  sufficient  civility  demanded 
the  young  visitor's  name  and  business. 
On  hearing  the  former,  he  bowed  low 
as  he  doffed  his  cap,  and  conducted 
llannaduke  through  the  first  quad- 
rangle. The  two  Bides  to  the  right 
and  left  were  devoted  to  the  offices 
ann  rooms  of  retainers,  of  whom  no 
I  hundred,  not  to  speak 
of    the   domestic   and    more   orderly 


retinue,  attested  the  state  of  the  Last 
of  the  English  Barons  on  his  visits  to 
the  capital.  Far  from  being  then,  as 
now,  the  object  of  the  great  to  thrust 
all  that  belongs  to  tht  service  of  the 
house  out  of  sight,  it  was  their  pride 
to  strike  awe  into  the  visitor  by  the 
extent  of  accommodation  afforded  to 
their  followers  :  some  seated  on 
benches  of  stone  ranged  along  the 
walls— some  grouped  in  the  centre  of 
the  court — some  lying  at  length  upon 
the  two  oblong  patches  of  what  had 
been  turf,  till  worn  away  by  frequent 
feet — this  domestic  army  filled  the 
young  Nevile  with  an  admiration  far 
greater  than  the  gay  satins  of  the 
knights  and  nobles  who  had  gathered 
round  the  Lord  of  Montagu  and 
Northumberland  at  the  pastime- 
ground. 

This  assemblage,  however,  were 
evidently  under  a  rude  discipline  of 
their  own.  They  were  neither  noisy 
nor  drunk.  They  made  way  with 
surly  obeisance  as  the  cavalier  passed, 
and  closing  on  his  track  like  some 
horde  of  wild  cattle,  gazed  after  him 
with  earnest  silence,  and  then  turned 
once  more  to  their  indolent  whispers 
with  each  other. 

And  now,  Nevile  entering  the  last 
side  of  the  quadrangle,  tie  huge  hall, 
divided  from  the  passage  by  a  screen 
of  stone  fret-work,  so  fine  as  to  attest 
the  hand  of  some  architect  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  III.,  stretched  to  his 
right ;  and  so  vast,  in  truth,  it  was, 
thai  though  more  than  fifty  persona 
were  variously  engaged  therein,  their 
number  was  lost  in  the  immense 
space  ;  of  these,  at  one  end  of  the 
longer  and  lower  table  beneath  the 
dais,  some  squires  of  good  dre^s  and 
11  ien  were  engaged  at  chess  or  dice; 

were  conferring  in  the  gloomy 
embrasures  of  the  casements .  some 
walking  to  and  fro;  others  gathered 
round    the    shovel  board.       At    the 

■'•  of  this  hall,  the  porter 
felt   Marmaduke,  after  exchanging  it 
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whisper  with  a  gentleman  whose  dress 
eclipsed  the  Nevile's  in  splendour; 
and  this  latter  personage,  who,  though 
of  high  hirth,  did  not  disdain  to  per- 
form tfie  office  of  chamberlain,  or 
usher,  to  the  k  ing-like  earl, advanced  to 
Marmaduke  with  a  smile,  and  said — 

"  My  lord  expects  you,  sir,  and  has 
appointed  this  time  to  receive  you, 
that  you  may  not  be  held  back  from 
"his  presence  by  the  crowds  that  crave 
audience  in  the  forenoon.  Please  to 
follow  me  ! "  This  said,  the  gentle- 
man slowly  preceded  the  visitor,  now 
and  then  stopping  to  exchange  a 
friendly  word  with  the  various  parties 
he  passed  in  his  progress ;  for  the 
urbanity  which  Warwick  possessed 
himself,  his  policy  inculcated  as-a  duty 
on  all  who  served  him.  A  small  door 
at  the  other  extremity  of  the  hall  ad- 
mitted into  an  anteroom,  in  which 
some  half  score  pages,  the  sons  of 
knights  and  barons,  were  gathered 
round  an  old  warrior,  placed  at  their 
head  as  a  sort  of  tutor,  to  instruct 
them  in  all  knightly  accomplish- 
ments ;  and  beckoning  forth  one  of 
these  youths  from  the  ring,  the  earl's 
chamberlain  said,  with  a  profound 
reverence — "  Will  you  be  pleased,  my 
young  lord,  to  conduct  your  cousin, 
master  Marmaduke  Nevile,  to  the 
earl's  presence."  The  young  gentle- 
man eyed  Marmaduke  with  a  super- 
cilious glance. 

"  Marry ! "  said  he,  pertly,  "  if  a 
man  born  in  the  north  were  to  feed 
all  his  cousins,  he  would  soon  have  a 
tail  as  long  as  my  uncle,  the  stout 
earl's.     Come,  Sir  Cousin,  this  way." 

And  without  tarrying  even  to  give 
Nevile  information  of  the  name  and 
quality  of  his  new-found  relation  — 
who  was  no  less  than  Lord  Montagu's 
son,  the  sole  male  heir  to  the  honours 
of  that  mighty  family,  though  now 
learning  the  apprenticeship  of  chi* 
valry  amongst  his  uncle's  pages — the 
boy  passed  before  Marmaduke  with  a 
jaunter,  that,  hud  they  been  in  plain 


Westmoreland,  might  have  cost  him 
a  cuff  from  the  stout  hand  of  the  in- 
dignant elder  cousin.  He  raised  the 
tapestry  at  one  end  of  the  room,  and 
ascending  a  short  flight  of  broad 
stairs,  knocked  gently  on  the  pam  Is 
of  an  arched  door,  sunk  deep  in  the 
walls. 

"  Enter  !  "  said  a  clear,  loud  voice, 
and  the  next  moment  Marmaduke 
was  in  the  presence  of  the  king- 
maker. 

He  heard  his  guide  pronounce 
his  name,  and  saw  him  smile  mali- 
ciously at  the  momentary  embar- 
rassment the  young  man  displayed, 
as  the  boy  passed  by  Marmaduke, 
and  vanished.  The  Earl  of  Warwick 
was  seated  near  a  door  that  opened 
upon  an  inner  court,  or  rather  garden, 
which  gave  communication  to  the 
river.  The  chamber  was  painted  in 
the  style  of  Henry  III.,  with  huge 
figures  representing  the  battle  of 
Hastings,  or  rather,  for  there  were 
many  separate  pieces,  the  conquest  of 
Saxon  England.  Over  each  head,  to 
enlighten  the  ignorant,  the  artist  had 
taken  the  precaution  to  insert  a  label, 
which  told  the  name  and  the  subject. 
The  ceiling  was  groined,  vaulted,  and 
emblazoned  with  the  richest  gilding 
and  colours.  The  chimney  piece  (a 
modern  ornament)  rose  to  the  roof, 
and  represented  in  bold  reliefs,  gilt 
and  decorated,  the  signing  of  Magna 
Charta.  The  floor  was  strewed  thick 
with  dried  rushes,  and  odorous  herbs; 
the  furniture  was  scanty,  but  rich. 
The  low  backed  chairs,  of  which  there 
were  but  four,  carved  in  ebony,  had 
cushions  of  velvet  with  fringes  of  mas- 
sive gold.  A  small  cupboard,  or  beau- 
fet,  covered  with  carpetz  il  ciiir.  (car- 
pets of  gilt  and  painted  leather,)  of 
great  price,  held  various  quaint  and 
curious  ornaments  of  piate  inwrought 
with  precious  stones  ;  and  beside  this 
— a  singular  contrast — on  a  plain 
Gothic  table  lay  the  helmet,  the  gaunt- 
lets, and  the  battle-axe  of  the  master 
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Warwick  himself,  seated  before  a  large 
cumnrous  desk,  was  writing  —  but 
slowly  and  with  pain  and  he  lifted 
his  finger  as  t  he  Nevile  approached, 
in  token  of  his  wish  to  conclude  a 
task,  probably  little  congenial  to  his 
tastes.  Bin  Marmaduke  was  grateful 
for  the  moments  afforded  him  to  re- 
cover his  e  ilf-possession,  and  to  ex- 
amine his  kinsman. 
/  The  earl  was  in  the  lusty  vigour  of 
his  age  His  hair,  of  the  deepest 
black,  was  worn  short,  as  if  in  disdain 
of  the  effeminate  fashions  of  the  day, 
and  fretted  hare  from  the  temples,  by 
the  constant  and  early  friction  of  his 
helmet,  gave  to  a  forehead  naturally 
lofty  yet  more  majestic  appear- 
ance 'il'  expanse  and  height.  His 
complexion,  though  dark  ami  sun- 
1  unit,  glowed  with  rich  health.  The 
beard  was  closely  shaven,  and  left  in 
all  its  remarkable  beauty  the  contour 
of  the  oval  face  and  strong  jaw- — 
strong  as  if  clasped  in  iron.  The  fea- 
tures were  marked  and  aquiline,  as 
was  common  to  those  of  Norman 
blood.  The  form  spare,  but  of  pro- 
digious width  and  depth  of  chest,  the 
more  apparent  from  the  fashion  of  the 
short  surcoat  which  was  thrown  back, 
and  left  in  broad  expanse  a  placard, 
not  of  holiday  velvet  and   satins,    but 

polished  as  a  mirror,  and  in- 
laid with  gold.  And  now.  as  con 
eluding  his  task,    t  h :  earl   rose  and 

•d  Marmaduke  to  a  stool  by 
his  side,  his  great  -tat tire,  which,  from 
the  length  of  his  limbs,  was  not  so 
observable  when  he  sate,  actually 
startled  hisguest.  Tall  as  Marmaduke 
was  himself,  the  earl  towered*  above 
him, — with  bis  high,  majestic, smooth, 
anwrinkled    forehead, —  like    some 


*  The  faded  portrait  of  Rtchai 
Earl  of  Warwick,  in  the  Rous  Roll,  pre 
Hrved  at  the  Herald'a  College,  doe*  justice, 
st  least, to  the  height  and  majesty  of  hi* 
»t:i  tun-.  The  portrait  of  Bd ward  IV.  is  the 
»nly  c.nein  thai  brag  m-i  let  w  loch  al  all  i  ivala 
IheHtately  ju  iportiuns  uf  the  king  maker. 


Paladin  of  the  rhyme  of  poet  o; 
romancer;  and,  perhaps,  not  only  iu 
this  masculine  advantage,  but  in  the 
rare  and  harmonious  combination 
of  colossa  strength  with  graceful 
lightness,  a  more  splendid  union  of 
ail  the  outward  qualities  we  are  in- 
clined to  give  to  the  heroes  of  old, 
never  dazzled  the  eye,  or  impressed 
the  fancy.  But  even  this  effect  of 
mere  person  was  subordinate  to  that 
which  this  eminent  nobleman  created 
— upon  his  inferiors,  tit  least, —  by  a 
manner  so  void  of  all  arrogance,  yet 

of  all  •■ l<  seen  ion,  so  simple,  opt  n, 

cordial,  and  herolike,  that  Marma- 
duke Nevile,  peculiarly  alive  to  ex- 
ternal impressions,  and  subdued  and 
fascinated  by  the  earl's  first  word,  and 
that  word  was  "  Welcome  "  dropped 
on  his  knee,  and  kissing  the  hand  ex- 
tended to  him,  said — "Noble  kins- 
man, in  thy  service,  ami  for  thy  sake, 
let  me  rive  and  die  !  "  Had  the  young 
man  been  prepared  by  the  subtlest 
master  of  court  craft  for  this  inter- 
view, so  important  to  his  fortunes, 
he  could  not  have  advanced  a  hun- 
dredth part  so  far  with  the  great 
earl,  as  he  did  by  that  sudden,  frank 
burst  of  genuine  emotion  ;  fo:  War- 
wick was  extremely  sensitive  to  the 
admiration  he  excited — vain  or  proud 
of  it,  it  matters  not  which— grateful 
as  a  child  for  love,  and  inexorable  as 
a  woman  for  slight  or  insult  :  in  rude 
ages,  one  sex  has  often  the  qualities 
of  the  other. 

"  Thou  nasi  thy  father'swarm  heart, 
and  hasty  thought,  Marmaduke,'  said 
Warwick,  raising  him,  "and  now  he 
is  gone  where,  we  trust,  brave  men 
shrived  of  their  sins,  look  down  upon 
us,  who  should  lie  thy  friend  but 
Richard  Nevilel  So-  so  — yes  —  let 
me  look  at  thee.  Ha  '  Btout 
honest  face,  i  rt  ry   line  of  it  ;  but  t» 

the  girls,  perhaps,  i lelier,  for  want- 

or  two      Never  blush— 
thou  shalt  win  the  Bears  yet.    So  thou 

nast  a  letter  from  tbj   lather  I" 


ii 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BATONS. 


•''  It  is  here,  noble  lord." 

"And  why,"  said  the  earl,  cutting 
the  silk  with  his  dagger — "  why  hast 
thou  so  long  hung  back  from  pre- 
senting it]  But  I  need  not  ask  thee. 
These  uncivil  times  have  made  kith 
and  kin  d.  -ubt  worse  of  each  other 
than  thv  delay  did  of  me.  Sir  Guy's 
mark,  sur*1  mo'!  Brave  old  man!  I 
loved  him  the  better,  for  that,  like 
me,  the  sword  was  more  meet  than 
the  pen  for  his  bold  hand."  Here 
Warwick  scanned,  with  some  slow- 
ness, the  lines  dictated  by  the  dead  to 
the  priest;  and  when  he  had  done, 
he  laid  the  letter  respectfully  on  his 
desk,  and  bowing  his  head  over  it, 
muttered  to  himself — it  might  he  an 
Ave  for  the  deceased.  "  Well,"  he 
said,  reseating  himself,  and  again 
motioning  Marmaduke  to  follow  his 
example  —  "thy  father  was,  in  sooth, 
to  blame  for  the  side  he  took  in  the 
Wars.  What  son  of  the  Norman 
could  bow  knee  or  vale  plume  to  that 
shadow  of  a  king — Henry  of  Wind- 
sor!— and,  for  his  bloody  wife,  she 
knew  no  more  of  an  Englishman's 
pith  and  pride  than  I  know  of  the 
rhymes  and  oundels  of  old  Rene,  her 
father.  Guy  Nevile — good  Guy — many 
a  day  in  my  boyhood  did  he  teach  me 
how  to  bear  my  lance  at  the  crest,  and 
direct  my  sword  at  the  mail-joints. 
He  was  cunning  at  fence — thy  wor- 
shipful father — but  I  was  ever  a  bad 
scholar;  and  my  dull  arm,  to  this 
day,  hopes  more  from  its  strength 
than  its  craft." 

"  I  have  heard  it  said,  noble  earl, 
that  the  stoutesi  hand  can  scarcely 
lift  your  battle  axe." 

"Fables!  romaunt!"  answered  the 
■•.arl,  smiling  ;  "  there  it  lies — go  and 
lift  it." 

Marmaduke  went,  to  the  table,  and, 
though  with  some  difficulty,  raised 
ami  swurg  this  formidable  weapon. 

•''  By  my  halidame,  well  swung, 
»'>u:v.n  mine!  Its  use  depends  no1  "n 
the  strength,  but  the  practice.     Why 


look  you  now,  —  there  is  the  boy 
Richard  of  Gloucester,  who  comes  not 
up  to  thy  shoulder,  and  by  dint  of 
custom  each  day  can  wield  mace  or 
axe  with  as  much  ease  as  a  jester  doth 
his  lathe-sword.  Ah!  crust  me,  Mar- 
maduke— the  York  House  '*  a  prince- 
ly one;  and  if  we  must  have  a  king, 
we  barons,  By  stout  St.  George,  let  no 
meaner  race  ever  furnish  our  lieges. 
But  to  thyself,  Marmaduke — what  are 
thy  views  and  thy  wishes?" 

"  To  be  one  of  thy  following,  nohla 
Warwick." 

"  I  thank  and  accept  thee,  young 
Nevile ;  but  thou  hast  heard  that  I 
am  about  to  leave  England,  and  in 
the  mean  time  thy  youth  would  run 
danger  without  a  guide."  The  earl 
paused  a  moment,  and  resumed.  "  My 
brother  of  Montagu  showed  thee  cold 
countenance;  but  a  word  from  me 
will  win  tnce  his  grace  and  favour. 
What  sayrest  thou — wilt  thou  be  one 
of  his  gentlemen?  If  so,  I  will  tell 
thee  the  qualities  a  man  must  have: 
— a  discreet  tongue,  a  quick  ew,  the 
last  fashion  in  hood  and  shoe-bobbins, 
a  perfect  seat  on  thy  horse,  a  light 
touch  for  the  gittern,  a  voice  for  a 
love-song,  and  — " 

"  I  have  none  of  these,  save  the 
horsemanship,  gracious  my  lord  ;  and 
if  thou  wilt  not  receive  me  thyself,  I 
wilt  not  burden  my  Lord  of  Mon- 
tagu and  Northumberland." 

"Hot  and  quick!  No!  -John  of 
Montagu  would  not  suit  thee,  nor 
thou  him.  Rut  how  to  provide  for 
thee  till  my  return,  I  know  not." 

"  Dare  I  not  hope,  then,  to  mako 
one  of  your  embassage,  noble  carl?" 

Warwick  bent  his  brows,  and 
looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

"  Of  our  embassage!  Why,  thou 
art  haughty,  indeed!  Nay,  and  so  a 
Soldier's  sen  and  a  Nevile  should  be! 
'1  blame  thee  not;  but  I  could  not 
make  thee  one  of  my  train,  without 
creating  a  hundred  enemies — to  me 
(but  that's  nothing,) — and    to  thee, 
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which  were  much.  Knowest  thou 
not  that  there  is  scarce  a  gentleman 
of  my  train  below  the  state  of  a  peer's 
son,  and  that  I  have  made,  by  re 
fusals,  malcontents  eno'  as  ii  is 
yet,  hold !  there  is  my  learned  bro- 
ther, the  Archbishop  of  York.  Know- 
est thou  I^itin  and  the  schools  .'" 

"'Fore  Heaven,  my  lord,"  said  the 
Nevile,  bluntly,  "  1  see  already  I  had 
best  go  back  to  green  Westmoreland, 
for  I  un  as  unfit  for  his  Grace  the 
Archbishop,  as  I  am  for  my  Lord 
Montagu." 

•'  Well,  then,"  said  the  earl,  drily, 
"since  thou  hast  not  yet  station 
enough  fur  mj  train,  nor  glosing  for 
Northumberland,  nor  wit  and  lore  for 
the  archbishop,  I  suppose,  my  poor 
youth,  I  must  e'en  make  you  only  a 
gentleman  about  the  king!  Ii  is  nol 
a  post  so  sure  of  quick  rising  and  full 
gipsires  as  one  about  myself,  or  my 
brethren,  but  it  will  be  less  envied, 
and  is  good  for  thy  first  essay.  How 
goes  the  clock?  Oh!  here  i- 
Alwyn's  new  horologe.  He  tells  me 
that  the  English  will  soon  rival  the 
Dutch*  in  these  baubles.  The  more 
the  pity  ! — our  red-faced  yeomen,  alas, 
-i  sinking  into  lank-jawed  me- 
chanics! We  shall  find  the  king 
in  his  garden  within  the  next  half- 
hour.     Thou  shalt  attend  me." 

Marmaduke  expressed,  with  more 
feeling  than  eloquence,  the  thanks  he 
owed  for  an  offer  that,  he  was  about 
to  say,  exceeded  his  hopes,  but  he 
had  already,  since  his  departure  from 
Westmoreland,  acquired  sufficient  wit 
to  think  twice  of  his  words  And  so 
eagerly,  at  that  time,  did  th< 
)f  the  nobility  contend  for  the  honour 


*  Clockwork  appears  to  have  been  Intro 
dnci-<l  int.  England  in  the  reign  of  Ku- 
w.ipl  III.,  when  tlirei  I>utch  nnrologere  wei  e 
Invited  over  from  Delft.  They  m u-.t  soon 
have  passed  Into  common  use,  foi  I 
tini-,  familiarly  xpeaki  tit  litem  •— 
*  Full  slckerer  was  bi*  crowing  in  h 

Than  i*  a  clock  oi  any  abbey  orloge.' 
Wo.  85. 


1  of  p08t8  about  the  person  of  Warwick, 
and    even    of     bis  and     so 

'  strong  was  the  belief  that  th 
power  to  make  or  to  mar  fortune  was 
all  paramount  in  England,  thai  even 
a  place  in  the  king's  housi  i.  Id  was 
considered  an  inferioi  appointment  t« 
thai  which  made  Warwick  th 

patn  n   and    protectoi ,      Thh 
I  ecially  the  case  amongst 
the  more  haughty  and  ancient 
since  the  favour  shown  by  Edward  to 
the  relations  of  his  wife,  and  b 
indiffen  birth  of 

Ociates.      Warwick    had    there- 
fore  spoken  with  truth   when  he  ex- 
i   a  comparative  pity  for  the 
youth,  whom  he  could  not  better  pro- 
vide for  than  by  a  place  about  the 
of  his  Sovereign  .' 
The  earl    then   drew  from   Marina- 
duke  some  account  of  his  early  train- 
ing, his  dependence  on  his  brother, 
his  adventures  at  the  archery  ground, 
sad  venture  with    the   robbers, 
and  even  his  sojourn  with  Warner— 
though    Marmaduke    was    discreetly 
silent   as    to    the    very    existence    of 
Ribyll.     The  earl,  in  the  meanwhile, 
walked  to  and   fro  the  chamber,  with 
a  light,  careless  stride,  every  moment 
pausing  to  laugh  at  the  frank  simpli- 
city  of  his  kinsman,  or  to  throw  in 
some  Hhrewd  remark,  which   he  cast 
ly  in  the  rough  Westmoreland 

dialect  :  for  no  man  ever  attains  to 
the  popularity  thai  rejoi 1  or  ac- 
cursed the  Earl  of  Warwick,  without 
a  tt  ndency  to  broad  and  familial 
humour,  without  a  certain  common- 
place of  character  in  its  .-liallowei  and 
more  every-day  properties.  This 
ch  riu  -always  great  in  me  great — 
Warwick  possessed  to  perfection  ;  and 
in  him — such  was  his  native  and  un 
affected  majesty  of  bearing,  and  Buch 
thi  splendour  that  Burrounded  his 
name — it  never  seemed  coarse  or  un- 
familiar,   but    "  everything    he    did 

Marmadu 
jusl   brought   his  narrative  to 
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elusion,  when,  after  a  slight  tap  at  the 
door,  which  Warwick  did  not  hear, 
two  fair  young  forms  hounded  joyously 
in.  and,  not  seeing  the  stranger, 
threw  themselves  upon  Warwick's 
hreast  with  the  caressing  familiarity 
of  infancy. 

"  Ah,  father,"  said  the  elder  of 
these  two  girls,  as  Warwick's  hand 
smoothed  her  hair  fondly,  "you  pro- 
mised you  would  take  us  in  your 
barge  to  see  the  sports  on  the  river, 
and  now  it  will  he  too  late." 

"  Make  your  peace  with  your  young 
cousins  here,"  said  the  earl,  turning 
to  Marmaduke  ;  ''you  will  cost  them 
an  hour's  joyaunce.  This  is  my 
eldest  daughter,  Tsahel ;  and  this  soft- 
eyed,  pale-cheeked  damozel  —  tool 
loyal  for  a  leaf  of  the  red  rose — is  the 
Lad"  Anne." 

The  two  girls  had  started  from 
their  father's  arms  at  the  first  address 
toMannaduke.and  their  countenances 
had  relapsed  from  their  caressing  and 
childlike  expression,  into  all  the 
stately  demureness  with  which  they 
had  been  brought  up  to  regard  a 
stranger.  Howheit,  this  reserve,  to 
which  he  was  accustomed,  awed  Mar- 
maduke less  than  the  alternate  gaiety 
and  sadness  of  the  wilder  Sibyl  1,  and 
he  addressed  them  with  all  the  gal- 
lantry to  the  exercise  of  which  he 
had  been  reared;  concluding  his  com- 
pliments with  a  declaration  that  he 
would  rather  forego  the  advantage 
proffered  him  hy  the  earl's  favour 
with  the  king  than  foster  one  ob- 
noxious and  ungracious  memory  in 
damozels  so  fair  and  honoured. 

A  haughty  smile  flitted  for  a  mo- 
ment over  the  proud,  young  face  of 
Isabel  Nevile  ;  hut  the  softer  Anne 
blu&ned.  and  drew  bashfully  behind 
•jer  sister. 

As  yet  these  girls,  born  for  the 
highest  and  fated  to  the  most  wretched 
fortunes,  were  in  all  the  bloom  of 
earliest  youth  ;  but  the  difference  be- 
tween   their    chcxactera     might     be 


already  observable  in  their  mien  ami 
countenance.  Isabel,  of  tall  and  com- 
manding stature,  had  some  resem- 
blance to  her  father,  in  hei  aquiline 
features,  rich,  dark  hair,  and  the 
lustrous  brilliancy  of  her  eyes  ;  while 
Anne,  less  striking,  yet  not  less  lovely, 
of  smaller  size  and  slighter  propor- 
tions, hore  in  her  pale,  clear  face,  hei 
dove-like  eyes,  and  her  gentle  brow, 
an  expression  of  yielding  meeknesa 
not  unmixed  with  melancholy,  which, 
conjoined  with  an  exquisite  symmetry 
of  features,  could  not  fail  of  exciting 
interest  where  her  sister  commanded 
admiration.  Not  a  word,  however, 
from  either  did  Marmaduke  abstract 
in  return  for  his  courtesies,  nor  did 
either  he  or  the  earl  seem  to  expect 
it ;  for  the  latter,  seating  himself  and 
drawing  Anne  on  his  knee,  while 
Isabella  walked  with  stately  grace 
towards  the  table  that  hore  he 
father's  warlike  accoutrements,  and 
played,  as  it  were,  unconsciously  with 
the  black  plume  on  his  black  burgo 
not,  said  to  Nevile — 

"  Well,  thou  hast  seen  enough  of 
the  Lancastrian  raptrils  to  make  thee 
true  to  the  Yorkists.  I  would  I 
could  say  as  much  for  the  king  him- 
self, who  is  already  crowding  the 
court  with  that  venomous  faction,  in 
honour  of  Dame  Elizabeth  Oray  — 
born  Mistress  Woodville,  and  now 
Queen  of  England.  Ha  !  my  proud 
Label,  thou  wouldst  have  better  filled 
the  throne  that  thy  father  built!" 

And  at  these  words  a  proud  flash 
broke  from  the  earl's  dark  eyes,  be 
traymg  even  to  Marmaduke  the  secret 
of  per  aps  his  earliest  alienation  from 
Ed  card  IV. 

Isabella  pouted  her  rich  lip,  but 
said  nothing.  "As  for  thee,  Anne, 
continued  the  earl,  "it  is  a  pity  that 
monks  cannot  marry— thoi  wouldst 
have  suited  some  sober  priest  better 
than  a  mailed  knight.  Fore  Oeorge, 
I  would  not  ask  thee  to  huekie  my 
baldrick    when    the   war-steeds   werv 
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snorting,  but  I  would  (rust  Isabel  with 
the  links  of  my  hauberk." 

'•  Nay,  father,"  said  the  low  timid 
voice  of  Anne,  "if  thou  werl  going  to 

danger,  I   could   be  brave  in  all  that 
tould  guard  thee  !  " 

"Why,  that's  my  girl — kiss  me! 
Thou  hast  a  look  of  thy  mother  now 
— so  thou  hast!  and  1  will  not  chide 
thee  the  next  time  I  hear  thee  mut- 
tering soft  treason,  in  pity  of  Henry 
of  Windsor." 

"  Is  he  not  to  be  pitied  ? — Crown, 
wife,  son,  and  Earl  Warwick's  stout 
arm — lost — lost ! " 

"  No  !"  said  Isabel,  suddenly  ;  "no, 
sweet  sister  Aune,  and  lie  on  thee  for 
the  words  !  He  lost  all,  because  he 
had  neither  the  hand  of  a  kniuli!  nor 
the  heart  of  a  man  !  For  the  rest — 
Margaret  u(  Anjou,  or  her  butchers, 
beheaded  our  father's  father  !" 

••  And  may  God  and  St. George  for- 
get me,  when  I  forge!  those  grej  and 
gory  hairs  ! "  exclaimed  the  earl ;  and, 
putting  away  the  Lady  Anne  some- 
what roughly,  he  made  a  stride  across 
the  room,  ain't  stood  by  his  hearth. 
"  And  yet  Edward,  the  son  of  Richard 
of  York,  who  fell  by  my  father's  side 
— he  forgets— he  forgives!  And  the 
minions  of  Rivers  the  Lancastrian, 
tread  the  heals  of  Richard  of  War- 
wick !  " 

At  this  unexpected  turn  in  the 
conversation,  peculiarly  unwelcome, 
a-  it  may  be  supposed/  to  the  son  of 
one  who  had  fou  rht  on  the  Lancastrian 
side,  in  the  very  battle  referred  to, 
Marniaduke  felt  somewhat  uneasy, 
and,  turning  to  the  1/uly  Anne,  he 
■aid,  with  tie-  gravity  of  wounded 
^ride,  "  I  owe  more  to  my  lord,  your 
father,  than  I  even  wis'  of     how  much 

he  must  have  overlooked  to " 

'•  Not  so  ! "  interi  upted  Warwick, 
who  overheard   him  -"not  so;   thou 

-i  me!  Thy  father  was 
at    those    butcheries     tbj    fathei    re 

Coiled  from  th at    accursed    standard 
th)    father    was   of    a    stock 


and   noble  as  my  own  !     But,  these 
Woodvilles ! — tush  '  my  passion  over 

masters  me.      Te  will  go  to  the  king 
— it  is  time." 

Warwick  here  rung  the  hand  Nell 
on  bis  table;  and  on  the  enl  ranee  of 
his  attendant  gentleman,  bade  him 
see  that  the  barge  was  in  readiness : 
then,  beckoning  to  his  kinsman,  and 
with  a  nod  to  his  daughters,  he  caught 
up  his  plumed  cap,  and  passed  at 
once  into  the  garden. 

"Anne."  said  Isabel,  when  the  two 
girls  were  alone,  "  thou  hast  vexed 
my  father,  and  what  marvel  !  If  the 
Lancastrians  can  be  pitied,  the  Ear- 
of  Warwick  must  be  condemned  !" 

"Unkind!"  said  Anne,  shedding 
tears;  1  can  pity  woe  and  mischance; 
without  blaming  those  whose  hart 
duty  it  might  be  to  achieve  them." 

"  In  good  sooth,  cannot  I  !  Thou 
wouldst  pity  and  pardon  till  thou 
left'sl  no  distinction  between  foeman 
and  friend — liefeand  loathing.  Be  it 
mine,  like  my  great  father,  to  love 
ami  to  hate  !" 

"  Vet  why  art  thou  so  attached  to 
the  White  Rose  !"  said  Anne,  stung, 
if  no1  to  malice,  at  least  to  archness. 
"Thou  knowest  my  father's  nearest 
wish  was  i  hat  his  eldest  daughter 
migh!  be  betrothed' to  King  Edward. 
Dost  thou  not.  pay  good  for  evil  when 
thou  seest  no  excellence  out  of  the 
House  of  York  !" 

"Saucy  Anne,"  answered  Isabel, 
with  a  half  smile,  "I  am  not  raught 
by  thy  shafts,  for  I  was  a  child  for  the 
nurses,  when  King  Edward  sought  a 
wife  for  his  love.  Hut  were  I  chafed 
— as  I  may  be  vain  enough  to  know 
myself— Whom  should  I   blame  !       Not 

the   king,  but    the  Lancastrian  who 
him  !" 
she  paused  a  moment,  and,  looking 
away,  added  iu   a   low  tone  -"  I  (idsl 
i.  sinter  Aune,  if  I  lie  I ' 
\  isited  m\  father  the  fore- 
noon I" 
■■  Ah  '  Label     Isabel  I" 
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"Ah!  sister  Anne — sister  Acne! 
Wilt  thou  know  all  my  secrets  ere  I 
Know    them    myself?"  —  and    Isahel, 

with  something  of  her  father's  play- 
fulness, put  her  hand  to  Anne's  laugh- 
ing lips. 

Meanwhile  Warwick,  after  walking 
musingly  a  few  moments  along  the 
garden,  which  was  formed  by  plots  of 
sward,  bordered  with  fruit  trees,  and 
white  rose  trees  not  yet  in  blossom, 
turned  to  his  silent  kinsman,  and 
«aid — "  Forgive  me,  cousin  mine,  my 
mannerless  burst  against  thy  brave 
father's  faction  ;  but  when  thou  hast 
been  a  short  while  at  court,  thou  wilt 
»ee  where  the  sore  is.  Certes,  I  love 
this  king  !  "  Here  his  dark  face 
lighted  up.  ''Love  him  as  a  king,— ay, 
and  as  a  son!  And  who  would  not 
love  him;  brave  as  his  sword,  gallant, 
and  winniug,  and  gracious  as  the  noon- 
day in  summer  )  Besides,  I  placed 
him  on  his  throne — I  honour  myself 
in  him  ! " 

The  earl's  stature  dilated  as  he 
spoke  the  last  sentence,  and  his  hand 
rested  on  his  dagger  hilt.  He  re- 
sumed, with  the  same  daring  and  incau- 
tious candour  that  stamped  his  daunt- 
less soldier-like  nature,  "God  hath 
given  me  no  son.  Isabel  of  Warwick 
had  been  a  mate  for  William  the 
Norman  ;  and  my  grandson,  if  heir  to 
his  grandsire's  soul,  should  have  ruled 
from  the  throne  of  England  over  the 
realms  of  Charlemagne  .'  But  it  hath 
pleased  Him,  whom  the  Christian 
knight  alone  bows  to  without  shame, 
to  order  otherwise.  So  be  it.  I  for- 
got my  just  pretensions — forgot  my 
blood,  and  counselled  the  king  to 
strengthen  his  throne  with  the  alliance 
of  Louis  XI.  He  rejected  the  Princess 
Bona  of  R^ny,  to  marry  widow  Eliza- 


htth  Gray — I  sorrowed  for  his  sake, 
and  forgave  the  slight  to  my  counsels. 
At  his  prayer  I  followed  the  train  of 
his  queen,  and  hushed  the  proud 
hearts  of  our  barons  to  obeisance. 
But  since  then,  this  Dame  Woodville, 
whom  I  queened,  if  her  husband 
mated,  must  dispute  this  roiaulme 
with  mine  and  me — a  Jvevile,  nowa- 
days, must  vail  his  plume  to  a  Wood- 
ville !  And  not  the  great  barons 
whom  it  will  suit  Edward's  policy  to 
win  from  the  Lancastrians — not  tlu 
Exeters  and  the  Somersets — but  the 
craven  varlets,  and  lackeys,  and  dross 
of  the  camp — false  alike  to  Henry  and 
to  Edward — are  to  be  fondled  into 
lordships  and  dandled  into  power. 
Young  man,  I  am  speaking  hotly — 
Bichard  Nevile  never  lies  nor  con- 
ceals. But  I  am  speaking  to  a  kins- 
man, am  I  t.ot )  Thou  hearest — thoa 
wilt  not  repeat? " 

"Sooner  would  I  pluck  forth  i^  y 
tongue  by  the  roots." 

"  Enough  .'  "  returned  the  earl,  with 
a  pleased  smile.  "  When  I  come  from 
Fiance,  I  will  speak  more  to  thee. 
Meanwhile  be  courteous  to  all  men — 
servile  to  none.     Now  to  the  king." 

So  speaking,  he  shook  back  his 
surcoat,  drew  his  cap  over  his  brow, 
and  passed  to  the  broad  stairs,  at  the 
foot  of  which  fifty  rowers,  with  their 
badges  on  their  shouhbrs,  waited  in 
the  huge  barge,  gilt  richly  at  prow 
and  stern,  and  with  an  awning  of  silk, 
wrought  with  the  earl's  arms  and 
cognizance.  As  they  pu>hedoff,  six 
ms,  placed  towards  the  helm, 
began  a  slow  and  half  eastern  march, 
which,  doubtless,  some  crusader  of 
the  Temple  had  brought  from  the 
cymbals  and  trumps  cf  Palestine. 
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CHAPTER  IL 


KINO    EDWARD    THE    FOURTH. 


The  Tower  of  London,  more  con- 
tecrated  to  associations  of  gloom 
and  blood  than  those  of  gaiety  and 
splendour,  was,  nevertheless,  during 
the  reign  of  Edward  1  V.,  the 

reous  court.     That 
king,  from  the  first  to  the  last  sodear 
to  the  people  of  London,  made  it  his 
principal  residence  when  inhismetro- 
and  its  ancient  halls  and  towers 
were  then  the  scene  of  many  a  brawl 
liard.      As    Warwick's   barge 
now  approached  its  huge  walls,  rising 
from  the  river,  there  was  much    that 
might  either  animate  or  awe,  accord- 
ing to  the  mood   of   the    s] 
The  king's  barge,  with  many   lesser 
craft,  reserved  for  the  use  of  the  cour- 
iv  with  awnings  and  streamers, 
and  painting  and  gilding,  lay  below 
the  wharf-,  not    far  from    the  irate  of 
St  Thomas,  now  called  the  Traitor's 
Ga'e.     On  the  walk  raised  above  the 
i  wall  of  the  inner  ward. 
ed  the  sent  i 
ad  knights  were  inhal 
noonday  breezes,  and    the  gleam    of 
(heir    rich    dresses    of  cloth   of  gold 
glanced  upon  the  eye  at  frequent  in- 
from  tower   to  tower.      <  her 
the  vast    round   tut  ret,    behind    the 
Traitor's    Gate,     do*     called    "  The 
Tower,"    floated    cheerily    in 
the   light    wind,    the    royal    banner. 
Lion's  Tower,  two  or  three 
of  the  keepers  of  the  menagerie,  in 
the  king's  livery,  were  1 

chain,  the   huge   white 
bear  that  made  one  of  the  bo 
llection,  and   was  an   i 
Eavourit  king  and  his  bro- 

.her  Richard     The  sheriff*  oi    I.    . 


don  were  bound  to  find  this  grislj 
minion  his  chain  and  his  cord,  when 
use  himself  with 
bathing  or  "fishing"  in  the  river; 
and  several  boats,  filled  with 
mouthed  passengers,  lay  near  the 
wharf,  lo  witness  the  diversions  of 
Bruin.  These  folk  set  up  a  loud 
shout  of — "A  Warwick! — a  War- 
wick!" "The  stout  carl,  and  God 
bless  him  !  "  as    th  -    barge 

shot  towards  the  fortress.  The  earl 
acknowledged  their  greeting  by  vail- 
ing his  plumed  cap.   and    passing  the 

b  ith  a  ni'Tn  allusion  to  theii 
care  of  his  own  badge,  and  a  friendly 
compliment  to  the  grunting  bear,  he 

;  ashore,  followed  by  his  kins- 
man. Now,  however,  he  paused  a 
moment,  and  a  more  thoughtful  shade 
passed  over  his  countenance,  as.  glanc- 
ing  his  eye  carelessly  aloft  towards 

adard  of  King  Edward,  ha 
caught  sight  of  the 'casement,  in  tho 
neighbouring  tower,  of  the  very  room 
in  which  the  sovereign  of  his  youth, 
Henry  the  Sixth,  was  a  prisoner,  al- 
most within  hearing  of  the  revels  of 
his  successor;  then,  with  a  quick 
stride,  he  hurried  on  through  the  vast 
court,  and.  passing  the  White  Tower, 

I  he  i  ■   il  lodge      Here,  in  the 
great    hall,   be    left    his  companion, 
amidst  a  group  of  Bquireu  and  gentle 
whom  he  formally  pr< 

.  le  as  hi-  friend  and  kinsman, 
and  was  ushered  by  the  deputy  cham- 
berlain, (with  an  apology  for  the  ab> 

h  ef,  the  Lord  II 
h  bo  bad  gone  abroad  to  flj  bisi 

■  small  gardi 

in*  away  the  interval  beiweci 
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the  noon  aud  evening  meals — repasts 
to  which  already  the  young  king  ia- 
clined  with  that  intemperate  zest  and 
ardour  which  he  carried  into  all  his 
pleasures,  and  which  finally  destroyed 
the  han<^omest  person,  and  embruted 
one  of  the  most  vigorous  intellects  of 
the  age. 

The  garden,  if  hare  of  flowers,  sup- 
plied their  place  by  the  'arious  and 
brilliant-coloured  garbs  of  the  living 
beauties  assembled  on  its  straight 
walks  and  smooth  sward.  Under  one 
of  those  graceful  cloisters,  which  were 
the  taste  of  the  day,  and  had  been 
recently  built,  and  gaily  decorated, 
the  earl  was  stopped  in  his  path  by  a 
group  of  ladies  playing  at  closheys 
(ninepins)  of  ivory;*  and  one  of  these 
fair  dames,  who  excelled  the  rest  in 
her  skill,  had  j..st  bowled  down  the 
central  or  crowned  pin -the  king  of 
the  closheys.  This  lady,  no  less  a 
person  than  Elizabeth,  the  Queen  of 
England,  was  then  in  her  thirty-sixth 
year — ten  years  older  than  her  lord — 
but  the  pecidiar  fairness  and  delicacy 
of  her  complexion,  still  preserved  to 
her  beauty  the  aspect  and  bloom  of 
youth.  From  a  lofty  head  gear,  em- 
broidered with  fleur-de-lis,  round 
which  wreathed  a  light  diadem  of 
^earls,  her  hair  of  the  pale  yellow, 
•onsidered  then  the  perfection  of 
beauty,  flowed  so  straight  and  so 
t.iining  down  her  shoulder-:,  almost 
to  the  knees,  that  it  seemed  like  a 
mantle  of  gold.  The  baudekin  stripes, 
(blue  and  gold,)  of  her  tunic,  attested 
her  royalty.  The  blue  court-pie  of 
satin  was  bordered  with  ermine,  and 
the  sleeves,  fitting  close  to  an  arm  of 
exquisite  contour,  shone  with  seed- 
pearls  Her  features  were  straight 
and  regular,  yet  would  have  been  in- 
sipid, but  for  an  expression  rather  of 
cunning    than    intellect;  —  and    the 


*  Narrative   of    Louis   of    Bruges,    Lord 
Urnuthuse       Edited     by    Sir    )■',    Madden. 

Wcll.T.'loliiil,    l.'J.'K). 


high  arch  of  her  eyebrows,  with  a 
slight  curve  downward  of  a  mouth 
otherwise  beautiful,  did  not  improve 
the  expression,  by  an  addition  of 
something  supercilious  and  con- 
temptuous, rather  than  haughty  or 
majestic. 

"  My  lord  of  Warwick,'*  said  Eliza- 
beth, pointing  to  the  fallen  closhey 
"  what  would  my  enemies  say  if  they 
heard  1  had  toppled  down  the  king?" 
"They  would  content  themselves 
with  asking  which  of  your  grace's 
brothers  you  would  place  in  his  stead/' 
answered  the  hardy  earl,  unable  to 
restrain  the  sarcasm. 

The  queen  blushed,  and  glanced 
round  her  iadies  with  an  eye  which 
never  looked  direct  or  straight  upon 
its  object,  but  wandered  sidelong  with 
a  furtive  and  stealthy  expression,  'hat 
did  much  10  obtain  for  her  the  popular 
character  of  falseness  and  seli-seekim>. 
1 1  er  displeasure  was  yet  more  increased 
by  observing  the  ill-concealed  smile 
which  the  taunt  had  called  forth. 

"  Nay,  my  lord,"  she  said,  after  a 
short  pause,  "  we  value  the  peace  of 
our  roiaulme  too  much  for  so  high  an 
ambition.  Were  we  to  make  a  brother 
even  the  prince  of  the  closheys,  we 
should  disappoint  the  hopes  of  a 
Nevile." 

The  earl  disdained  pursuing  the 
war  of  words,  and  answering,  coldly — 
"  The  Neviles  are  more  famous  for 
making  ingrates  than  asking  favours. 
1  leave  your  highne>s  to  the  closheys" 
■ — turned  away,  and  strode  towards 
the  king,  who,  at  the  opposite  end  of 
the  garden^  was  reclining  on  a  bench 
beside  a  lady,  in  whose  ear,  to  judge 
by  her  downcast  and  blushing  cheek, 
he  was  breathing  no  unwelcome 
whispers. 

"  Mort-Dieu  !  "  muttered  the  earl, 
who  was  singularly  exempt,  himself, 
from  the  amorous  follies  of  the  day, 
and  eyed  them  with  so  much  con- 
tempt that  it  often  obscured  his 
natural    downright    penetration   into 
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character,  and  nover  more  than  when 
it  led  liiin  afterwards  to  underrate  the 
talents  of  Edward  IV.—"  Mort-Dicu! 
if.  an  hour  before  the  1 'attic  of  Touton, 
some  wizard  had  shown  me,  in  his 
glass,  this  glimpse  of  the  gardens  of 
■•or,  that  giglet  tor  a  queen, 
an<l  that  squire  of  dames  for  a  king,  I 
had  not  slain  my  black  destrier,  (poor 
Maleeh  i  that  1  might  conquer  or  die 
for  Edward  Earl  of  March  ! " 

••  I  Jut  see!"  said  the  lady,  looking 
up  from  the  enamoured  and  conquer- 
ing eyes  of  the  king;  "art  thou  not 
ashamed,  my  lordi — the  grim  earl 
comes  to  chide  thee  for  thy  faithless- 
ness to  thy  queen,  whom  he  loves  so 
well." 

"  Pasque-Dieu  .'  as  my  cousin  Louis 
of  France  says  or  swears,"  answered 
the  king,  with  an  evident  petulance 
in  his  altered  voice— "  I  would  that 
Warwick  could  be  only  worn  with 
one's  armour !  I  would  as  lief  try  to 
kiss  through  my  visor  as  hear  him 
talk  of  glory  and  Touton  and  King 
John  and  poor  Edward  II..  because  I 
am  not  always  in  mail.  Go!  leave 
t  bonnibel  .' — we  must  brave 
the  hear  alone  !  " 

The  lady  inclined  her  head,  drew 
her  hood  round  her  face,  and  striking 
Into  the  contrary  path  from  that  in 
which  Warwick  was  slowly  striding, 
gained  the  group  round  the  queen, 
apparent  freedom  from  jealousy, 
:l,e  com  ■  cold  affections  and 

prudent  calculation,  made  one  prin- 
cipal cause  of  the  empire  she  held 
aver  the  powerful  mind,  but  i1 

mper,   of  the  gay  and   facile 
Edward. 

The  king  rose  as  Warwick  now  ap- 
proached  him;  and  the  appearance  of 
two  eminent  persons  was  in 
singular  contrast.  Warwick,  though 
richly  and  evi  n  gorgeously  attired — 
nay,  with  all  the  care  which  in  that 
age  w;us  considered  the  imperative 
duty  a  man  of  Station  and  birth  owed 

to  himself,  held  in  lofty  disdain  what 


ever  vagary  of  custom  tended  to  crip- 
ple the  movements  or  womanise  the 
man.  No  loose  flowing  robes — no 
shoon  half  a  yard  long — no  flaunting 
tawdiness  oi'  fringe  and  aiglet,  charao 
tensed  the  appearance  of  the  baron, 
who,  even  in  peace,  gave  his  dress  a 
half-martial  fashion. 

Hut  Edward,  who  in  common  with 
all  the  princes  of  the  House  of  York 
carried  dress  to  a  passion,  had  not 
only  re-introduced  many  of  the  most 
effeminate  modes  in  vogue  under 
William  the  Red  King;  but  added  to 
them  whatever  could  tend  to  impart 
an  almost  oriental  character  to  the  old 
Norman  garb.  His  gown  (a  womanly 
garment  which  hail  greaitly  super 
seded,  with  men  of  the  highest  rank, 
not  only  the  mantle  but  the  surcoat) 
flowed  to  his  heels,  trimmed  with 
ermine,  and  broidered  with  large 
flowers  of  crimson  wrought  upon  cloth 
of  gold.  Over  this  he  wore  a  tippet 
of  ermine,  and  a  collar  or  necklace  of 
uncut  jewels  set  in  lilagree  gold  ;  the 
nether  limbs  were,  it  is  true,  clad  in 
the  more  manly  fashion  of  tight-fitting 
boson,  but  the  folds  of  the  gown,  as 
the  day  was  somewhat  fresh,  were 
drawn  around  so  as  to  conceal  the 
only  part  of  the  dress  which  really 
betokened  the  male  sex.  To  add  to 
this  anwarlike  attire,  Edward's  locks, 
of  a  rich  golden  colour,  and  perfuming 
the  whole  air  with  odours,  flowed,  not 
in  curN,  but  straight  to  his  shoulders, 
and  the  cheek  of  the  fairest  lady  in 
his  court  might  have'  seemed  less  fair 
beside  the  dazzling  clearness  of  a 
complexion,  at  once  radiant  with 
health  and  delicate  with  youth.  Yet, 
in  -pile  of  all  this  effeminacy,  the 
appearance  of  Edward  IV  was  mil 
effeminate.  Prom  this  it  was  pre- 
served, not  only  by  a  stature  little 
less  commanding  than  that  of  War- 
wick himself,  and  of  great  strength 
ami  breadth  of  shoulder,  but  also  by 
features,  beautiful  indeed,  but  pre- 
eminently  masculine,— large  and  bold 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BAPONS. 


in  their  outline,  and  evincing  by  their 
expression  all  the  gallantry  and  daring 
characteristic  of  the  hottest  soldier, 
next  to  Warwick,  and,  without  any 
exception,  the  ahlest  captain,  of  the 
age. 

"  And  welcome — a  merry  welcome, 
dear  Warwick,  and  cousin  mine,"  said 
Edward,  as  Warwick  slightly  bent  his 
proud  knee  to  bis  king;  "your  bro- 
ther. Lord  Montagu,  has  but  left  us. 
Would  that  bur  court  had  the  sanv. 
joyaunce  for  you  as  for  him." 

"  Dear  and  honoured  my  liege,"  an- 
swered Warwick,  his  brow  smoothing 
%t  once — for  his  affectionate  though 
hasty  and  irritable  nature  was  rarely 
proof  against  the  kind  voice  and 
winning  smile  of  his  young  sovereign 
- — "could  I  ever  serve  you  at  the 
court  as  I  can  with  the  people,  you 
would  not  complain  that  Jonn  of 
Montagu  was  a  better  courtier  than 
Richard  of  Warwick.  But  each  to  his 
calling.  I  depart  to-morrow  for  Calais, 
and  thence  to  King  Louis.  And, 
surely,  never  envoy  nor  delegate  had 
better  chance  to  be  welcome  than  one 
empowered  to  treat  of  an  alliance  that 
will  bestow  on  a  prince,  deserving,  I 
trust,  his  fortunes,  the  sister  of  the 
bravest  sovereign  in  Christian  Eu- 
rope." 

"  Now,  out  on  thy  flattery,  my 
cousin ;  though  I  must  needs  own  I 
provoked  it  by  my  complaint  of  thy 
court iership.  But  thou  hast  learned 
only  half  thy  business,  good  War- 
wick ;  and  it  is  well  Margaret  did 
not  hear  thee.  Is  not  the  Prince  of 
France  more  to  be  envied  for  winning 
a  fair  lady  than  having  a  fortunate 
soldier  for  his  brother-in-law]" 

"  My  liege,"  replied  Warwick, 
smiling,  "thou  knowest  lam  a  poor 
judge  of  a  lady's  fair  cheek,  though 
indifferently  well  skilled  as  to  the 
valour  of  a  warrior's  stout  arm. 
Algates,  the  Lady  Margaret  is  indeed 
worthy  in  her  excellent  beauties  to 
become  the  mother  of  brave  men?" 


"  And  that  is  all  we  can  wring 
from  thy  stern  lip,  man  of  iron.  Well, 
that  must  content  us.  But  to  more 
serious  matters."  And  the  king, 
leaning  his  hand  on  the  carl's  arm, 
and  walking  with  him  slowly  to  and 
fro  the  terrace,  continued  -  "  Knowest 
thou  not,  Warwick,  that  this  French 
alliance,  to  which  thou  hast  induced 
us,  displeases  sorely  our  good  trader;* 
of  London?" 

"Mort-Dieu!"  returned  Warwick, 
bluntly;  "and  what  business  have 
the  flat-caps  with  the  marriage  of  a 
king's  sister?  Is  it  for  them  tc 
breathe  garlick  on  the  alliances  of 
Bourbons  and  Plantagenets ?  Faugh! 
You  have  spoiled  them,  good  my 
lord  king — you  have  spoiled  them 
by  your  condescensions.  Henry  IV. 
staled  not  his  majesty  to  consulta- 
tions with  the  mayor  of  his  citj 
Henry  V.  gave  the  knighthood  of  the 
Bath  to  the  heroes  of  Agincourt,  not 
to  the  venders  of  cloth  and  spices." 

"  Ah,  my  poor  Knights  of  the 
Bath  !"  said  Edward,  good  humour- 
edly,  "  wilt  thou  never  let  that  sore 
scar  quietly  over  ?  Ownest  thou  no* 
that  the  men  had  their  merits?" 

"  What  the  merits  were,  I  weet 
not,"  answered  the  eaid ; —  "unless, 
peradventure,  their  wives  were  comely 
and  young !" 

"  Thou  wrongest  me,  Warwick," 
said  the  king,  carelessly ;  "  Dame 
Cook  was  awry,  Dame  Fhilips  a 
grandmother,  Dame  Jocelyn  had  lost 
her  front  teeth,  and  Dame  Waer  saw 
seven  ways  at  once !  But  thou  for- 
gettest,  man,  the  occasion  of  those 
honours  —  the  eve  before  Elizabeth 
was  crowned — and  it  was  policy  tc 
make  the  city  of  London  have  a  shan 
in  her  honours.  As  to  the  rest,"  pur- 
sued the  king,  earnestly  and  with 
dignity,  "  I  and  my  house  have  owed 
much  to  London.  When  the  Peers 
of  England,  save  thee  and  thy  friends, 
stood  aloof  from  my  cause,  London 
was  ever  loyal  and  true.    Thou  sjest 
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not,   my   poor   Warwick,  that  these  ' 
burgesses  are  growing  up  into  power  | 
by  the  decline  of  the  orders  above  j 
them.     And  if  the  Bword  is  the  mo- 
narch's appeal  for  his  right,  he  must  j 
look  to  contented  and  honoured   in- 
dustry for  his  buckler  in  peace.    This 
is    policy  —  policy,    Warwick;    and 
Louis    XI.    will    tell    thee    the    same 
truths,  harsh  though  they  grate  in  a 
warrior's  ear." 

The  earl  bowed  his  haughty  head, 
and  answered,  shortly,  but  with  a 
touching  grace — "  lie  it  ever  thine, 
noble  king,  to  rule  as  it  likes  thee ; 
and  mine  to  defend  with  my  blood 
even  what  I  approve  no:  with  my 
brain.  But  if  thou  doubtest  the  wis- 
dom of  this  alliance,  it  is  nut  too  late 
yet.  Let  me  dismiss  my  following, 
and  cross  not  the  seas.  Unless  'by 
heart  is  with  the  marriage,  the  ties  I 
would  form  are  threads  and  cobwebs." 
"Nay,'  returned  Edward,  irreso- 
lutely; '•' in  these  great  state  matters, 
thy  wit  i-  elder  than  mine;  but  men 
do  say  the  Count  of  Charolois  is  a 
mighty  lord,  and  the' alliance  with 
Burgundy  will  be  more  profitable  to 
staple  and  mart." 

"  Then,  in  God's  name,  so  conclude 
it  !  "  said  the  earl  hastily,  but  with  so 
dark  a  tire  in  his  eyes,  that  Edward. 
who  was  observing  him,  changed 
countenance  ; — "  only  ask  me  not,  my 
liege,  to  advance  such  a  marriage. 
The  Count  of  Charolois  knows  me  as 
his  foe — shame  were  mine  did  I  shun 
to  sty  where  I  love,  where  I  iiate. 
That  proud  dullard  once  slighted  me 
when  wc  met  at  his  father's  court — 
and  the  wish  next  to  my  heart,  is  to 
pay  back  my  affront  with  my  battle- 
axe.  Give  thy  .-ister  to  the  heir  of 
Burgundy,  and  forgive  me  if  I  dip  tit 
to  my  Castle  of  Middleham." 

Edward,  stung  by  the  sharpness  of 
this  reply,  was  about  to  answer  as 
became  his  majesty  of  king,  when 
Warwick  more  deliberately  resumed 
-  -"  Yet  think  well,  Henry  of  Windsor 


is  thy  prisoner,  but  his  cause  lives  in 
Margaret  and  bis  son.  There  is  but 
one  power  in  Europe  that  can  threaten 
thee  with  aid  to  the  Lancastrians,  that 
power  is  France.  Make  Louis  thy 
friend  and  ally, and  thou  gives!  peace 
to  thy  life  and  thy  lineage  —  make 
Louis  thy  foe,  anil  count  on  plots,  and 
stratagems,  and  treason — uneasy  days 
and  sleepless  nights.  Already  thou 
hast  lost  one  occasion  to  secuie  that 
wiliest  ami  mosl  restless  of  princes',  in 
rejecting  the  hand  of  the  Princes? 
Bona.  Happily,  this  loss  now  can  be 
retrieved.  But  alliance  with  Bur- 
gundy is  war  with  France — war  more 
deadly  because  Louis  Is  a  man  who 
declares  it  ii"t — a  war  carried  on  \f 
intrigue  and  bribe,  by  spies  and  min- 
ions, till  some  disaffection  ripens  the 
hour  when  young  Edward  of  Lau- 
casl  r  shall  land  on  thy  coasts,  with 
the  Orirlamme  and  the  Red  Rose, — 
with  French  soldiers  and  English 
malcontents.  Wouldst  thou  look  t« 
Burgundy  for  help! — Burgundy  will 
have  enough  to  guard  its  own  frontiers 
from  the  gripe  of  Louis  the  Sleepless. 
Edward,  my  king,  my  pupil  in  arms 
—  Edward,  my  loved,  my  honoured 
liege,  forgive  Richard  Nevile  his 
bluntness,  and  let  not  his  faults  stand 
in  bar  of  his  counsels. " 

"  You  are  right,  as  you  are  ever — 
safeguard  of  England,  and  pillar  of 
my  .-tale."  said  the  king  frankly,  and 
pressing  the  arm  he  still  held.  "  Go 
to  France  and  settle  all  as  thou  wilt." 

Warwick  bent  low  ami  kissed  the 
hand  of  his  sovereign.  "  And  "  said 
he,  with  a  Blight,  but  a  sad  smile — 
"  when  I  am  gone,  my  liege  will  not 
repent,  "id  nol  misthinkme,  will  not 
listen  io  my  foes,  nor  Buffer  merchant 
and  mayor  to  Bigh  him  back  to  the 
mechanics  <>f  Flanders  ' " 

'•  Warwick,  thou  deemest  ill  of  thy 
king's  kingliness." 

"Not  of  thy  kingliness,  but  that 

r  tcioua  quality  of  yielding  to 

counsel  which  bows  this  proud  nature 


74 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


to  submission — often  makes  me  fear 
for  thy  firmness,  when  thy  will  is  won 
through  thy  heart  And  now,  good 
my  liege,  forgive  me  one  sentence 
more.  Heaven  forefend  that  I  should 
stand  in  the  way  of  thy  princely 
favours.  A  king's  countenance  is  a 
sun  that  should  shine  on  all.  But 
bethink  thee  well,  the  barons  of  Eng- 
land are  a  stubborn  and  haughty  race ; 
chafe  not  thy  most  puissant  peers  by 
too  cold  a  neglect  of  their  past  ser- 
vices, and  too  lavish  a  larger  3  to  new 
men." 

"  Thou  aimest  at  Elizabeth's  kin," 
interrupted  Edward,  withdrawing  his 
hand  from  his  minister's  arm — "and 
I  tell  thee,  once  for  all  times,  that  I 
would  rather  sink  again  to  mine  Earl- 
dom of  March,  with  a  subject's  right 
to  honour  where  he  loves,  than  wear 
crown  and  wield  sceptre  without  a 
king's  unquestioned  prerogative  to 
ennoble  the  line  and  blood  of  one  he 
has  deemed  worthy  of  his  throne.  As 
for  the  barons,  with  whose  wrath  thou 
threatenest  me,  1  banish. them  not — 
if  they  go  in  gloom  from  my  court — 
why  let  them  chafe  themselves  sleek 
again ! " 

"King  Edward,"  said  Warwick, 
moodily, — "  tried  services  merit  not 
this  contempt.  It  is  not  as  the  kith 
of  the  queen  that  I  regret  to  see  lands 
and  honours  lavished  upon  men,  rooted 
so  newly  to  the  soil  that  the  first  blast 
of  the  war-trump  will  scatter  their 
greenness  to  the  winds.  But  what 
sorrows  me  is  to  mark  those  who  hive 
fought  against  thee,  preferred  to  the 
stout  loyalty  that  braved  block  and 
field  for  thy  cause.  Look  round  thy 
court  ;  where  are  the  men  of 
bloody  York  and  victorious  Toutoa  1 
— unrequited,  sullen  in  their  strong- 
holds—begirt with  their  yeomen  and 
retainers.  Thou  standest— thou,  the 
heir  of  York  —  almost  alone,  (save 
where  the  Neviles — whom  one  day 
thy  court  will  seek  also  to  disgrace 
lud  discard — vex  their  old  comrades 


in  arms  by  their  defection) — thou 
standest  almost  alone  among  the 
favourites  and  minions  of  Lancaster. 
Is  there  no  danger  in  proving  to  men 
that  to  have  served  thee  is  discredit 
— to  have  warred  against  thee  is 
guerdon  and  grace  ? " 

"  Enough  of  this,  cousin,"  replied 
the  king,  with  an  effort  which  pre- 
served his  firmness.  "  On  this  head 
we  cannot  agree.  Take  what  else 
thou  wilt  of  royalty — make  trea  ies 
and  contract  marriages  —  establish 
peace  or  proclaim  war;  but  trench 
not  on  my  sweetest  prerogative  to 
give  and  to  forgive.  And  now,  wilt 
thou    tarry  and   sup  with  us"?     The 

!  ladies  grow  impatient  of  a  commune 

that    detains    from    their    eyes    the 

stateliest   knight    since    the    Round 

Table  was  chopped  into  fire-wood." 

"  No,    my   liege,"   said    Warwick, 

:  whom  flattery  of  this  sort  rather  an- 

1  gered  than  soothed  —  "I  have  much 
yet  to  prepare.  I  leave  your  high- 
ness to  fairer  homage  and  more  witch- 

]  ing  counsels  than  mine."  So  saying, 
he  kissed  the  king's  hand,  and  was 
retiring,  when  he  remembered  his 
kinsman,  whose  humble  interests,  in 
the  midst  of  more  exciting  topics,  he 
had  hitherto  forgotten,  and  added, 
"  May  I  crave,  since  you  are  so  mer- 
ciful to  the  Lancastrians,  one  grace 
for  my  namesake  —  a  Ncvile,  whose 
father  repented  the  side  be  espoused 
— a  son  of  Sir  Guy  of  Arsdale." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  king,  smiling  mali- 
ciously, "  it  pieasetb  us  much  to  fic.; 
that  it  is  easier  t )  the  warm  heart  o\ 
our  co-isin  Warwick  to  preach  senten- 
tiaries  of  sternness  to  his  king,  than 
to  enforce  the  same  by  his  own  prac- 
tice ! " 

"  You  misihink  me,  sire.  I  ask 
not  that  Marmaduke  Nevile  should 
supplant  his  superiors  and  elders — 1 
as'k  not  that  he  should  be  made 
baron  and  peer — 1  ask  only  that,  as  a 
young  gentleman,  who  hath  taken  no 
l>a>'t  himself  in  the  wars,  and   whose 
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lather  repented  his  error,  your  grace 
should  strengthen  your  following  by 
an  ancient  name  and  a  faithful  ser- 
rant.  But  I  should  have  remembered 
me  that  his  name  of  Nevile  would 
have  procured  him  a  taunt  in  the 
place  of  advancement." 

"  Saw  man  ever  so  froward  a  tem- 
per?" cried  Edward,  not  without 
reason.  "  Why,  Warwick,  thou  art 
as  shrewish  lo  a  jest  as  a  woman  to 
advice.  Thy  kinsm;>u's  fortunes  shall 
be  my  care.  Thou  sayest  thou  hast 
enemies — I  weet  not  who  they  be. 
But  to  show  what  I  think  of  them,  I 
^iake  thy  namesake  and  client  a  gen- 
tleman of  my  chamber.  When  War- 
wick is  false  to  Edward,  let  him  think 
that  Warwick's  kinsman  wears  a  dag- 
ger within  reach  of  the  king's  heart 
day  and  night." 

This  speech  was  made  with  so 
noble  and  touching  a  kindness  of 
voice  and  manner,  that  the  earl, 
thoroughly   subdued,   looked    at  his 


sovereign  with  moistened  eyes,  ana 
only  trusting  himself  to  say — "  Ed- 
ward, thou  art  king,  knight,  gentle 
man,  and  soldier,  and  I  verily  trow 
that  I  love  thee  best  when  my  petu- 
lant zeal  makes  me  anger  thee  most," 
— turned  away  with  evident  emotion, 
and  passing  the  queen  and  her  ladies 
with  a  lowlier  homage  than  that  with 
which  he  had  before  greeted  them,  left 
the  garden.  Edward's  eye  followed 
him,  musingly.  The  frank  expres- 
sion of  his  face  vanished,  and,  with  the 
deep  breath  of  a  man  who  is  throwing 
a  weight  from  his  heart,  he  muttered— 
"He  loves  me  —  yes, —  but  will 
suffer  no  one  else  to  love  me !  This 
must  end  some  day.  I  am  weary  of 
the  bondage."  And  sauntering  to- 
wards the  ladies,  he  listened  in  silence, 
but  not  apparently  in  displeasure,  to 
his  queen's  sharp  sayings  on  the  im- 
perious mood  and  irritable  temper 
of  the  iron-handed  builder  of  his 
throne. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE    ANTE-CHAMBER. 


As  Warwick  passed  the  door  that 
led  from  the  garden,  he  brushed  by  a 
young  man,  the  baudekin  stripes  of 
whose  vest  announced  his  relation- 
ship to  the  king,  and  who,  though  far 
less  majestic  than  Edward,  possessed 
sufficient  of  family  likeness  to  pass 
fur  a  very  handsome  and  comely  per- 
son.  but  his  countenance  wanted 
the  open  and  fearless  expression  which 
gave  that  of  the  king  so  masculine 
and  heroic  a  character.  The  features 
were  smaller,  and  less  clearly  cut,  and 
to  a  physiognomical  observer  there 
was  much  that  was  weak  ami  irreso- 
lute in  the  light  blue  eyes  and  the 
smiling  lips,  which  never  closed  firmly 
over  the  teeth.     He  did  not  wear  the 


long  gown  then  so  much  in  vogue, 
but  his  light  figure  was  displayed  to 
advantage  by  a  vest,  fitting  it  exactly, 
descending  half-way  down  the  thigh, 
and  trimmed  at  the  border  and  the 
collar  with  ermine.  The  sleeves  oi 
the  doublet  were  slit,  so  as  to  sho* 
the  white  lawn  beneath,  and  adorned 
with  aiglets  and  knots  of  gold.  Over 
the  left  arm  hung  a  rich  jacket  of 
furs  and  velvet,  something  like  that 
adopted  by  the  modern  hussar.     His 

I  hat  or  cap  «as  high  and  tiara  like, 
with  a  single  white  plume,  and  the 
ribbon  of  the  garter  bound  his  knee. 
Though  the  dress  of  this  personage 
was  thus  far  less  effeminate  than  Ed- 

.ward's,   the  elkct  of  hi.-  appearance 
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was  infinitely  more  so — partly,  per- 
haps, from  a  less  muscular  frame,  and 
partly  from  his  extreme  youth.  For 
George  Duke  of  Clarence  was  then, 
though  initiated  not  only  in  the 
gaieties,  but  all  the  intrigues  of  the 
court,  only  in  his  eighteenth  year. 
Laying  his  hand,  every  finger  of 
which  sparkled  with  jewels,  on  the 
earl's  shoulder — "Hold!"  said  the 
young  prince,  in  a  whisper,  "  a  word 
in  thy  ear,  noble  Warwick." 

The  earl,  who,  next  to  Edward, 
loved  Clarence  t  he  most  of  his  princely 
house,  and  who  always  found  the 
latter  as  docile  as  the  other  (when 
humour  or  affection  seized  him)  was 
intractable,  relaxed  into  a  familiar 
smile  at  the  duke's  greeting,  and  suf- 
fered the  young  prince  to  draw  him 
aside  from  the  groups  of  courtiers, 
with  whom  the  chamber  was  filled,  to 
the  leaning  places  (as  they  were  called) 
of  a  large  mullion  window.  In  the 
meanwhile,  as  they  thus  conferred,  the 
<-ourtiers  interchanged  looks,  and 
many  an  eye  of  fear  and  hate  was 
lirected  towards  the  stately  form  of 
the  earl.  For  these  courtiers  were 
composed  principally  of  the  kindred 
or  friends  of  the  queen,  and  though 
they  dared  not  openly  evince  the 
malice  with  which  they  retorted  War- 
wick's lofty  scorn,  and  undisguised 
resentment  at  their  new  fortunes,  they 
ceased  not  to  hope  for  his  speedy 
humiliation  and  disgrace,  recking 
little  what  storm  might  rend  the  em- 
pire, so  that  it  uprooted  the  giant  oak, 
which  still,  in  some  measure,  shaded 
their  sunlight,  and  checked  their 
growth.  True,  however,  that  amongst 
these  weremingled,  though  rarely,  men 
of  a  hardier  stamp  and  nobler  birth — 
some  few  of  the  veteran  friends  of  the 
king's  great  father — and  these,  keep- 
ing sternly  and  loftily  aloof  from  the 
herd,  regarded  Warwick  with  the  same 
almost  reverential,  and  yet  affectionate 
admiration  which  he  inspired  amongst 
*he  yeomen,  peasants,  and  mechanics; 


for  in  that  growing,  but  quiet  struggle 
of  the  burgesses,  as  it  will  often  hap- 
pen in  more  civilised  times,  the  great 
Aristocracy  and  the  Populace  were 
much  united  in  affection,  though  with 
very  different  objects ;  and  the  Middle 
and  Trading  Class,  with  whom  the 
earl's  desire  for  French  alliances  and 
disdain  of  commerce  had  much  weak- 
ened his  popularity,  alone  shared  not 
the  enthusiasm  of  their  countrymen 
for  the  lion-hearted  minister. 

Nevertheless,  it  must  here  be  owned, 
that  the  rise  of  Elizabeth's  kindred 
introduced  a  far  more  intellectual, 
accomplished,  and  literary  race  into 
court  favour,  than  had  for  many 
generations  flourished  in  so  uncon- 
genial a  soil :  and  in  this  ante-cham- 
ber feud,  the  pride  of  education  and 
mind  retaliated  with  juster  sarcasm, 
the  pride  of  birth  and  sinews. 

Amongst  those  opposed  to  the  earl, 
and  fit  in  all  qualities  to  be  the  head 
of  the  new  movement — if  the  expres 
sive  modern  word  be  allowed  us— 
stood  at  that  moment  in  the  verj 
centre  of  the  chamber,  Anthony 
Woodville — in  right  of  the  rich  heiress 
he  had  married,  the  Lord  Scales.  As 
when  some  hostile  and  formidable  foe 
enters  the  meads  where  the  flock 
grazes,  the  gazing  herd  gather  slowly 
round  their  leader, — so  grouped  the 
queen's  faction  slowly,  and  by  degrees, 
round  this  accomplished  nobleman, 
at  the  prolonged  sojourn  of  Warwick. 

"  Gramercy  ! "  said  the  Lord  Scales, 
in  a  somewhat  affected  intonation  of 
voice,  ".the  conjunction  of  the  bear 
and  the  young  lion  is  a  parlous  omen, 
for  the  which  I  could  much  des  rt  we 
had  a  wise  astrologer's  reading." 

"  It  is  said,"  observed  one  of  the 
courtiers,  "  that  the  Duke  of  Clarence 
much  affects  either  the  lands  or  the 
person  of  the  Lady  Isabel." 

"  A  passably  fair  damozel,"  returned 
Anthony,  "though  a  thought  or  so 
too  marked  and  high  in  her  linea- 
,  ments,    and    wholly    unlettered,   no 
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doubt :  which  were  a  pity,  for  George 
of  Clarence  hath  some  pretty  taste  in 
the  arts  and  poesies.  But  as  Oeclere 
hath  it — 

•'  Gold,  silver,  jewel,  cloth,  beddyng,  array,"' 

would  make  gentle  George  amorous  of 
a  worse  featured  face  than  high-nosed 
Isabel ;  '  strange  to  spell  or  rede/  as 
I  would  wager  my  best  destrier  to  a 
tailor's  hobby,  the  damozel  surely  is.'' 

'•  Notest  thou  you  gaudy  popinjay]" 
whispered  the  Lord  of  St.  John  to  one 
of  his  Touton  comrades,  as,  loaning 
against  the  wall,  they  overheard  the 
sarcasms  of  Anthony,  and  the  laugh 
of  the  courtiers,  who  glassed  their 
faces  and  moods  to  his  ;  "  Is  the  time 
so  out  of  joint  that  Master  Anthony 
Woodville  can  vent  his  scurrile  japes 
on  the  heiress  of  Salisbury  and  War- 
wick, in  the  king's  chamber?" 

"  And  prate  of  spelling  and  reading, 
as  if  they  were  the  cardinal  virtues," 
returned  his  sullen  companion.  "  By 
my  halidame,  I  have  two  fair  daughters 
at  home,  who  will  lack  husbands,  I 
trow,  for  they  can  only  spin  and  be 
chaste  —  two  maidenly  gifts  out  of 
bloom  with  the  White  Rose." 

In  the  meanwhile,  unwitting,  or 
tontemptuous  of  the  attention  they 
excited,  Warwick  and  Clarence  con- 
tinued yet  more  earnestly  to  confer. 

"  No,  George,  no,"  said  the  earl, 
who,  as  the  descendant  of  John  of 
Gaunt,  and  of  kin  to  the  king's  blood, 
maintained,  in  private,  a  father's 
familiarity  with  the  princes  of  York, 
though  on  state  occasions,  and  when 
in  the  bearing  of  others,  he  sedulously 
marked  his  deference  for  their  rank 
— "  no,  George,  calm  and  steady  thy 
hot  mettle,  for  thy  brother's  and  Eng- 
land's sake.  I  grieve  a^  much  as  thou 
to  hear  that  the  queen  does  not  spare 
even  thee  in  her  froward  and  un- 
womanly peevishness.  But  there  is 
a  glamour  in  this,  believe  me,  that 
must  melt  away,  soon  or  late,  and  our 
kingly  Edward  recover  his  senses." 


"Glamour  !"  said  Clarence,  "  think- 
est  thou  indeed,  that  her  mother,  Jac 
quetta,  has  bewitched  t he  king  •  One 
word  of  thy  belief  in  such  spells, 
spread  abroad  amongst  the  people, 
would  soon  raise  the  same  storm  that 
blew  Eleanor  Cobham  from  Duke 
Humphrey's  bed,  along  London  streets 
in  her  penance  shift." 

"Troth,"  said  the  earl,  indifferently, 
"I  leave  such  grave  questions  as  these 
to  prelate  and  priest;  the  glamour  I 
spoke  of,  is  that  of  a  fair  face  over  a 
wanton  heart ;  and  Edward  is  not  so 
steady  a  lover,  that  this  should  never 
wear  out !" 

"  It  amates  me  much,  noble  cousin, 
that  thou  leavest  the  court  in  this 
juncture.  The  queen's  heart  is  with 
Burgundy  —  the  city's  hate  is  with 
France — and  when  once  thou  art  gone, 
I  fear  that  the  king  will  be  teased  into 
mating  my  sister  with  the  Count  of 
Charolois." 

"Ho!"  exclaimed  Warwick,  with 
an  oath  so  loud  that  it  rung  through 
the  chamber,  and  start  led  every  ear  that 
heard  it.  Then, perceiving  bis  indiscre- 
tion,he  lowered  his  tone  intoadeepand 
hollow  whisper,  and  griped  the  prince'3 
arm,  almost  fiercely,  as  be  spoke. 

"  Could  Edward  so  dishonour  my 
embassy — so  palter  and  juggle  with 
my  f'ai.li — so  flout  me  in  the  eyes  of 
Christendom,  I  would — I  would— "  he 
paused,  and  relaxed  his  hold  of  the 
duke,  and  added,  with  an  altered 
voice — "  I  would  leave  his  wife  and 
bis  lemans,  and  yon  things  of  silk, 
whom  he  makes  peers  {that  is  easy), 
but  cannot  make  men — t<  guard  his 
throne  from  the  grandson  of  Henry  V. 
But  thy  fears,  thy  zeal,  thy  love  for 
me,  dearest  prince  and  cousin,  make 
thee  misthink  Edward's  kingly  ho- 
nour and  knightly  faith.  I  go,  with 
the  sure  knowledge  that  by  alliance 
with  France  I  shut  the  house  of  Lan- 
caster from  all  hope  of  this  roiaulme." 
"  I  [ad'sl  thou  in  it  better,  at  leant, 
see   my   Bister  .Margaret — she  has  a 
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high  spirit,  and  she  thinks  thou 
mightst,  at  least,  woo  her  assent,  and 
tell  her  of  the  good  gifts  of  her  lord 
to  be!" 

"  Are  the  daughters  of  York  spoilt 
to  this  by  the  manners  and  guise  of  a 
court,  in  which  beshrew  me  if  I  well 
know  which  the  woman  and  whom 
the  man  1  Is  it  not  enough  to  give 
peace  to  broad  England — root  to  her 
brother's  stem  1  Is  it  not  enough  to 
wed  the  son  of  a  king — the  descend- 
ant of  Charlemagne  and  St.  Louis  ? 
Must  I  go  bonnet  in  hand  and  simper 
forth,  the  sleek  personals  of  the  choice 
of  her  kith  and  house ;  swear  the 
bridegroom's  side-locks  are  as  long  as 
King  Edward's,  and  that  he  bows 
with  the  grace  of  Master  Anthony 
Woodville  1  Tell  her  this  thyself,  gen- 
tle Clarence,  if  thou  wilt  :  all  Warwick 
could  say  would  but  anger  her  earj 
if  she  be  the  maid  thou  bespeakest 
her." 

The  Duke  of  Clarence  hesitated  a 
moment,  and  then,  colouring  slightly, 
said — "  If,  then,  the  daughter's  hand 
be  the  gift  of  her  kith  alone,  shall 
I  have  thy  favour  when  the  Lady 
Isabel " 

"  George,"  interrupted  Warwick, 
with  a  fond  and  paternal  smile,  "when 
we  have  made  England  safe,  there  is 
nothing  the  son  of  Richard  of  York 
can  ask  of  Warwick  in  vain.  Alas!" 
ne  added,  mournfully,  "  thy  father  and 
mine  were  united  in  the  same  mur- 
therous  death,  and  I  think  they  will 
smile  down  on  us  from  their  seats  in 
heaven,  when  a  happier  generation 
cements  that  bloody  union  with  a 
marriage  bond !" 

Without  waiting  for  further  par- 
lance, the  earl  turned  suddenly  away, 
threw  his  cap  on  his  towering  head, 
and  strode  right  through  the  centre 
of  the  whispering  courtiers,  who 
shri.nk,  louting  low,  from  his  haughty 
path,  to  break  into  a  hubbub  of  angry 
exclamations,  or  sarcastic  jests,  at  his 
unmannerly    bearing,   as    hi3    black 


plume  disappeared  in  the  arch  of  the 
vaulted  door. 

While  such  the  scene  in  the  interior 
chambers  of  the  palace,  Marmaduke, 
with  the  frank  simpleness  which  be- 
longed to  his  youth  and  training,  had 
already  won  much  favour  and  popula- 
'  rity,  and  he  was  laughing  lc  A  with 
a  knot  of  young  men  by  the  shovel- 
board,  when  Warwick  re-entered.  The 
eari,  though  so  disliked  by  the  cour- 
tiers more  immediately  about  the 
person  of  the  king,  was  still  the  fa- 
vourite of  the  less  elevated  knights 
and  gentry  who  formed  the  subor- 
dinate household  and  retainers;  and 
with  these,  indeed,  his  manner,  so 
proud  and  arrogant  to  his  foes  and 
rival:;,  relapsed  at  once  into  the  ease 
of  the  manly  and  idolised  chief.  He 
was  pleased  to  see  the  way  made  by 
his  young  namesake,  and  lifting  his 
cap,  as  he  nodded  to  the  group,  and 
leant  his  arm  upon  Mannaduke's 
shoulder,  he  said  —  "Thanks,  and 
hearty  thanks,  to  you,  knights  and 
gentles,  for  your  courteous  reception 
of  an  old  friend's  young  son.  I  have 
our  king's  most  gracious  permission 
to  see  him  enrolled  one  of  the  court 
ye  grace  Ah  !  Master  Falconer,  and 
how  does  thy  worthy  uncle? — braver 
knight  never  trod. — What  young  gen- 
tleman is  yonder]— a  new  face  and  <> 
manly  one ;  by  your  favour,  present 
him  ! — the  son  of  a  Savile !  Sir,  on 
my  return,  be  not  the  only  Savile 
who  shuns  our  table  of  Warwick-court. 
Master  Dacres,  commend  me  to  the 
lady,  your  mother ;  she  and  I  have 
danced  many  a  measure  together  in 
the  old  time — we  all  live  again  in  our 
children.  Good  den  to  you,  sirs.  Mar- 
maduke, follow  me  to  the  office — you 
lodge  in  the  palace.  You  are  gentleman 
to  the  most  gracious,  and,  if  Warwick 
lives,  to  the  most  puissant  of  Europe's 
sovereigns.  I  shall  see  Montagu  at 
home  ;  he  shall  instruct  thee  in  thy 
duties,  and  requite  thee  for  all  dis< 
courtesies  on  the  archery  ground." 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE    SOLITARY    SAOE    AND    THE    SOLITARY    MAID. 


While  such  the  entrance  of  Mar- 
maduke  Nevile  into  a  court,  that  if 
far  Less  intellectual  and  refined  than 
those  of  later  days,  was  yet  more  cal- 
culated to  dazzle  the  fancy,  to  sharpen 
the  wit,  and  to  charm  the  senses;  for 
round  the  throne  of  Edward  IV. 
chivalry  was  magnificent,  intrigue 
restless,  and  pleasure  ever  on  the 
wing — Sibyll  had  ample  leisure,  in 
her  solitary  home,  to  muse  over  the 
incidents  that  had  preceded  the  de- 
parture of  the  young  guest.  Though 
1  rejected  Marmaduke"s  prof- 
fered love,  his  tone,  so  suddenly 
altered — his  abrupt,  broken  words 
and  confusion — his  farewell,  so  soon 
succeeding  hi-  passionate  declaration 
— could  not  fail  to  wound  that  pride 
of  woman  which  never  sleeps  till 
modesty  is  gone.  But  this  made  the 
least  can  e  of  the  profound  humilia- 
tion which  bowed  down  her  spirit. 
taunt,  conveyed  in  the 
rhyme  of  the  tymb  reed  her 

to    the   quick  ;  the   calm    in  i 
smile  of  the  stranger,  as  he  regarded 
her;   the    beauty   of   the    dame    he 
attended,  woke  mingled  and  contrary 

■  of  jealouf 
perhaps,    the    keenest:    and   in  the 
.1  ted  to  a.->k  herself 

No.  :i6. 


— if  indeed  she  had  suffered  her  vain 
thoughts  t'1  dwell  too  tenderly  upon 
one  from  whom  the  vast  inequalities 
of  human  life  must  divide  her  ever 
more — What  to  her  was  his  indiffer- 
ence 1  Nothing — yet  had  she  given 
worlds  to  banish  that  careless  smile 
from  her  remembrance. 

Shrinking,  at  last,  from  the  tyranny 
of  thoughts  till  of  late  unknown,  her 
eye  rested  upon  the  gipsire  which 
Alwyn  had  sent  her  by  the  old  ser- 
vant. The  sight  restored  to  her  the 
holy  recollection  of  her  father,  the 
sweet  joy  of  having  ministered  to  his 
wants.  She  put  up  the  little  treasure, 
intending  to  devote  it  all  to  Warner; 
and,  after  bathing  her  heavy  eyes, 
that  no  sorrow  of  hers  might  afflict 
the  student,  she  passed,  with  a  listless 
step,  into  her  father'*  chamber. 

There  is,  to  the  quick  and  mercu 
rial  spirits  of  the  young,  something  of 
marvellous  and  preternatural  in  that 
life  within  life,  which  the  strong  pas- 
sion of  science  and  genius  forms  and 
feeds — that  passion  so  much  stronger 
than  love,  and  so  much  more  self- 
dependent — which  asks  no  sympathy, 
leans  on  no  kindred  heart — which 
lives  alone  in  its  works  and  fancier 
Od  amidst  his  creations. 

o  $ 
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The   philosopher,    too,   had    expe- 
rienced a  great  affliction  since  they 
met  last.     In  the  pride  of  his  heart, 
he  had  designed  to  show  Marmaduke 
the  mystic  operations  of  his  model, 
which   had  seemed  that  morning  to  ! 
open  into  life  ;  and  when  the  young 
man   was  gone,   and   he    made    the  j 
experiment  alone,  alas  '  he  tound  that  i 
new  progress  hut  involved  him  in  new  j 
difficulties.     He  had  gained  the  first  I 
steps    in    the    gigantic    creation    of 
modern  days,  and  Je  was  met  by  the 
obstacle  that  baffled  so  long  the  great 
modern  sage.    There  was  the  cylinder 
— there  the  boiler ;  yet,  work  as  he 
would,  the  steam  failed  to  keep  the 
cylinder  at  work.    And  now,  patiently 
as   the  spider  re-weaves  the  broken 
web,  his  untiring    ardour  was   bent 
upon  constructing  a  newT  cylinder  of 
other  materials      "  Strange,"  he  said 
to   himself,    li  that  the   heat   of  the 
movpr  aids  not  the  movement ; "  and 
so,    blundering    near   the   truth,   he 
laboured  on. 

Sibyll,  meanwhile,    seated   herself  [ 
abstractedly  on  a  heap  of  fagots,  piled 
in  the  corner,  and  seemed  busy   in  ■ 


framing  characters  on  the  dusty  flooi 
with  the  point  of  her  tiny  slipper. 
So  fresh  and  fair  and  young  she 
seemed,  in  that  murky  atmospi  ere, 
that  strange  scene,  and  beside  that 
worn  man,  that  it  might  have  seemed 
to  a  poet  as  if  the  youngest  of  the 
Graces  were  come  to  visit  Mulciberat 
his  I  org? 

The  man  pursued  his  work — the 
girl  renewed  her  dreams — the  dark 
evening  houi  gradually  stealing  over 
both.  The  silence  was  unbroken,  for 
the  forge  and  the  model  were  now  at 
rest,  save  by  the  grating  of  Adam's 
file  upon  the  metal,  or  by  some 
ejaculation  of  complacency  now  and 
then  vented  by  the  enthusiast.  So, 
apart  from  the  many- noised,  gauay, 
babbling'  world  without,  eien  in  the 
midst  of  that  bloody,  turl  ulent,  and 
semi-barbarous  time,  went  on  (the 
one  neglected  and  unknown,  the  other 
loathed  and  hated,)  the  two  movers 
of  the  all  that  continues  the  airy  life 
of  the  Beautiful  from  age  to  age — the 
Woman's  dreaming  Fancy,  and  the 
Man's  active  Genius. 


CHAPTER  II. 


MASTER    ADAM    WAKNER    GROWS    A    MISER,    AND    BEHAVES    SHAMEFULLY. 


For  two  or  three  dayB  nothing  dis- 
turbed the  outward  monotony  of  the 
recluse's  household.  Apparently  all 
had  settled  back  as  before  the  advent 
of  the  young  cavalier.  But  Sibyll's 
voice  was  not  heard  singing,  as  of 
old,  when  she  passed  the  stairs  to  her 
father's  room.  She  sate  with  him  in 
his  work,  no  less  frequently  and  regu- 
larly than  before  ;  but  her  childish 
spirits  no  longer  broke  forth  in  idle 
talk  or  petulant  movement,  vexing 
the  good  man  from  his  absorption 
and  his   toils.     The  little  cares  aud 


anxieties,  which  had  formerly  made 
up  so  much  of  Sibyll's  day,  by  fore- 
thought of  provision  for  the  morrow, 
were  suspended  ;  for  the  money  trans- 
mitted to  her  by  Alwyn,  in  return  for 
the  emblazoned  MSS.,  was  sufficient 
to  supply  their  modest  wants  for 
months  to  come.  Adam,  more  and 
more  engrossed  in  his  labours,  did  not 
appear  to  perceive  the  daintier  plenty 
of  his  board,  nor  the  purchase  of  some 
small  comforts  unknown  for  years, 
lie  only  said,  one  morning — "It  is 
strange,  girl,  that  as  that  gathers  in 
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life,  (and  he  pointed  to  the  model,)  it 
seems  already  to  provide,  to  my  phan- 
tasy, the  luxuries  it  will  one  day 
give  to  us  all  in  truth.  Methought 
my  verv  lied  last  night  seemed  won- 
drous easy,  and  the  coverings  were 
warmer,  for  I  woke  not  with  the 
cold  ! " 

"  Ah  !"  thought  the  sweet  daugh- 
ter smiling  through  moist  eyes  — 
"  while  my  cares  can  smooth  thy  bar- 
ren path  through  life,  why  should  I 
cark  and  pine  !  " 

Their  solitude  was  now  occasionally 
broken  in  the  evenings  by  the  visits 
of  Nicholas  Alwyn.  The  young  gold- 
smith  was  himself  not  ignorant  of  the 
simpler  mathematics ;  he  had  some 
talent  Tor  invention,  and  took  plea- 
sure in  the  construction  of  horologes, 
though,  properly  speaking,  not  a  part 
of  his  trade.  His  excuse  for  his  visits 
was  the  wish  to  profit  by  Warner's 
mechanical  knowledge;  but  the  stu- 
dent was  so  wrapped  in  his  own  pur- 
suits, that  he  gave  but  little  instruc- 
tion to  his  visitor.  Nevertheless, 
Alwyn  was  satisfied,  for  he  saw  Si  by  11. 
He  saw  her  in  the  most  attractive 
phase  of  her  character — the  loving, 
patient,  devoted  daughter;  and  he 
view  of  her  household  virtues  affected 
more  and  more  his  honest  English 
heart.  But,  ever  awkward  and  em- 
barrassed, he  gave  no  vent  to  his 
feelings.  To  Sibyll  he  spoke  little, 
and  with  formal  constraint ;  and  the 
girl,  unconscious  of  her  conquest,  was 
little  less  indifferent  to  his  visits  than 
her  abstracted  father. 

But  all  at  on 'e  Adam  woke  to  a 
sense  of  the  change  that  had  taken 
place — all  at  once  he  caught  scent 
of  gold,  for  his  works  were  brought 
to  a  pause  for  want  of  some  finer  and 
more  costly  materials  than  the  coins 
in  his  own  possession  (the  remnant  of 
iiarmaduke's  gift)  enabled  him  to 
purchase.  He  had  Btolen  out  at  dusk 
unknown  t"  Sibj II,  and  lavi 
whole  upon  the  model,  but   in  vain  I 


The  model  in  itself  was,  indeed, 
completed  ;  his  invention  had  mas- 
tered the  difficulty  that  it  had  en- 
countered. But  Adam  had  compli- 
cated the  contrivance  by  adding  to 
it  experimental  proofs  of  the  agency 
it  was  intended  to  exercise  It  was 
necessary  in  that  age,  if  he  were  to 
convince  others,  to  show  more  than 
the  principle  of  his  engine,  he  must 
show  also  something  of  its  effects; 
turn  a  mill  without  wi^d  or  water, 
or  set  in  motion  some  mimic  vehicle 
without  other  force  than  that  the 
contrivance  itself  supplied.  And 
here,  at  every  step,  new  obstacles 
arose.  It  was  the  misfortune  to 
science  in  those  days,  not  only  that 
all  books  and  mathematical  instru- 
ments were  enormously  dear,  but 
that  the  students,  still  struggling 
into  light,  through  the  glorious  de- 
lusions of  alchemy  and  mysticism — 
imagined  that,  even  in  simple  prac- 
tical operations,  there  were  peculiar 
virtues  in  virgin  gold  and  certain 
precious  stones.  A  link  in  the  pro- 
cess upon  which  Adam  was  engaged 
failed  him  :  his  ingenuity  was  baffled, 
his  work  stood  still  ;  and  in  poring 
again  and  again  over  the  learned 
MSS. — alas !  now  lost,  in  which  cer- 
tain German  doctors  had  sought,  to 
explain  the  pregnant  hints  of  Roger 
Bacon,  he  found  it  inculcated  that 
the  axle  of  a  certain  wheel  must  be 
composed  of  a  diamond.  Now  in 
truth,  it  so  happened  that  Adam's 
contrivance,  which  (even  without  the 
appliances  whic  i  were  added  ;n  illus- 
tration of  the  theory)  was  infinitely 
more  complicated  than  modern  re- 
search has  found  necessary,  did  no* 
even  require  the  wheel  in  question, 
much  less  the  absent  diamond  .  it 
happened,  also,  that  his  understand- 
ing, which,  though  so  obtuse  in  com- 
mon life,  was  in  these  matters  as 
bonishing  ly  ch  ai .  could  not  I  ra 

!  Leal  oporal  ions  by  h  hie  l  the 
diamond  axe  would  in  the   lca>t   cur 


84 


THE  LAST  OP  THE  BARON'S. 


rect  the  difficulty  that  bad  suddenly 
started  up ;  and  yet  the  accursed 
diamond  began  to  haunt  him — the 
German  authority  was  so  positive  on 
the  point,  and  that  authority  had 
in  many  respects  been  accurate.  Nor 
was  this  all  —  the  diamond  was  to 
be  no  vulgar  diamond  :  it  was  to 
tie  endowed,  by  talismanic  skill, 
with  certain  properties  and  virtues ; 
it  was  to  be  for  a  certain  number 
of  hours  exposed  to  the  rays  of  the 
full  moon ;  it  was  to  be  washed 
in  a  primitive  and  wondrous  elixir, 
the  making  of  which  consumed 
no  Utile  of  the  finest  gold.  This 
diamond  was  to  be  to  the  ma- 
chine what  the  sou!  is  to  the  body 
— a  glorious,  all-pervading,  mysterious 
principle  of  activity  and  life.  Such 
»vere  the  dreams  that  ouscured  the 
craale  or  infant  science !  And  Adam, 
with  all  his  reasoning  powers,  his  lore 
in  the  hard  truths  of  mathematics, 
was  but  one  of  the  g  ant  children  of 
the  dawn.  The  magnificent  phrases 
and  solemn  promises  of  the  mystic 
Germans  got  firm  hold  of  his  fancy. 
Night  and  day,  waking  or  sleeping, 
the  diamond,  basking  in  the  silence 
of  the  full  moon,  sparkled  before  his 
eyes — meanwhile  all  was  at  a  stand. 
In  the  very  last  steps  of  his  discovery 
he  was  arrested.  Then  suddenly 
looking  round  for  vulgar  moneys  to 
purchase  the  precious  gem,  and  the 
materials  for  the  soluble  elixir,  he  saw 
that  money  had  been  at  work  around 
nim — that  he  had  been  sleeping  softly 
and  faring  sumptuously.  He  was 
seized  with  a  divine  rage.  How  had 
Sibyll  dared  to  secrete  from  him  this 
hoard!  bow  presumed  to  waste  upon 
the  base  body  what  might  have  so 
profited  the  eternal  mind  ]  In  his 
relentless  ardour,  in  his  sublime  de- 
votion and  loyalty  to  his  abstract 
idea,  there  was  a  devouring  cruelty, 
of  which  this  meek  and  gentle  scholar 
was  wholly  unconscious.  The  grim 
iron  model,  like  a  Moloch,  eat  up  all 


things — health,  life,  love;  and  its 
jaws  now  opened  for  his  child.  H« 
rose  from  his  bed — it  was  daybreak—, 
he  threw  on  his  dressing  robe  —  he 
strode  into  his  daughter's  room — the 
grey  twilight  came  through  the  com- 
fortless, curtainless  casement,  deep- 
sunk  into  the  wall.  Adam  did  not 
pause  to  notice  that  the  poor  child, 
though  she  had  provoked  his  anger, 
by  refitting  his  dismal  chamber,  had 
spent  nothing  in  giving  a  less  rugged 
frown  to  her  own. 

The  scanty  worm-worn  furniture, 
the  wretched  pallet,  the  poor  attire 
folded  decently  beside — nothing,  save 
that  inexpressible  purity  and  cleanli- 
ness which,  in  the  lowliest  hovel,  a 
pure  and  maiden  mind  gathers  round 
it — nothing  to  distinguish  the  room 
I  oi  her  whose  childhood  had  passed  in 
|  courts  from  tne  hut  of  the  meanest 
daughter  of  drudgery  and  toil !  No 
— he  who  had  lavished  the  fortunes 
of  his  father  and  his  child  into  the 
grave  of  his  idea — no — he  saw  nothing 
of  this  self  forgetful  penury — the  dia- 
mond danced  before  him  !  He  ap- 
proached the  bed — and  oh  !  the  con- 
trast of  that  dreary  room  and  peasant 
pallet,  to  the  delicate,  pure,  enchant- 
ing loveliness  of  the  sleeping  inmate. 
The  scanty  covering  left  partially 
exposed  the  snow-white  neck  and 
rounded  shoulder;  the  face  was  pil- 
lowed upon  the  arm,  in  an  infantine 
grace  ;  the  face  was  slightly  flushed, 
and  the  fresh  red  lips  parted  into  a 
smile  —  for  in  her  sleep  the  virgin 
dreamed — a  happy  dream  )  It  was  a 
sight  to  have  touched  a  father's  heart, 
to  have  stopped  his  footstep,  and 
hushed  his  breath  into  prayer.  And 
call  not  Adam  hard,  unnatural,  that 
he  was  not  then,  as  men  far  more 
harsh  than  he — for  the  father  at  that 
moment  was  not  in  his  breast— the 
human  man  was  gone  —  he  himself, 
like  his  model,  was  a  machine  of  iron) 
— his  life  was  his  one  idea! " 

"  Wake,  child,  wake  I  "  he  said,  in 
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a  loud  but  hollow  voice.  "  Where  is 
the  gold  thou  hast  hidden  from  me? 
Wake — confess  !  " 

Housed  from  her  gracious  dreams 
thus  savagely,  Sibyll  started,  and  saw 
the  eager,  darkened  face  of  her  father. 
Its  expression  was  peculiar  and  unde- 
finahle,  for  it  was  not  threatening, 
angry,  stern;  there  was  a  vacancy  in 
the  eyes,  a  strain  in  the  features,  and 
yet  a  wild,  intense  animation  lighting 
and  pervading  all  —  it  was  as  the  face 
of  one  walking  in  his  sleep  ;  and,  at 
the  first  confusion  of  waking,  Sibyll 
thought  indeed  that  such  was  her 
father's  state.  But  the  impatience  with 
which  he  shook  the  arm  he  grasped, 
and  repeated,  as  he  opened  convul- 
sively his  other  hand,  "  The  gold, 
Sibyll— the  gold!  Why  did'st  thou 
hide  it  from  me?"  speedily  convinced 
her  that  her  father'.-  mind  was  under 
the  influence  of  the  prevailing  malady 
that  made  all  its  weakness  and  all  its 
strength. 

'•  My  poor  father  '.  "  she  said,  pity- 
ingly, "wilt  thou  not  leave  thyself 
the  means  whereby  to  keep  strength 
and  health  for  thine  high  hopes.  Ah! 
father,  thy  Sibyll  only  hoarded  her 
poor  gains  for  thee  !  " 

"The gold." said  Adam,mechanically, 
but  in  a  softer  voice — "all — all  thou 
i,  i  How  didst  thou  get  it — how?" 

"  By  the  labours  of  these  hands. 
Ah  '  do  not  frown  on  me  !  " 

"Thou  — the  child  of  knightly 
fathers — thou  labour!"  said  Adam. 
an  instinct  of  his  former  state  of 
gentle-horn  and  high-hearted  youth 
g  from  his  eye-.  "  It  was 
wrong  in  thee  !  " 

'    Dos!  i  liou  not  labour  too?  " 
'  Ay,  hut   for  the   world.     Well — 
the  --old  : " 

Sibyll  rose,  and  modestly  throwing 
over  her  form  the  old  mantle  which 
1  to  a  corner 
of  the  room,  and  opening  a  che 
from  it  the  gipsire,  and  held  it  out  to 
her  father. 


"If  it  please  thee,  dear  and  honoured 
sir,  so  be  it  ;  and  Heaven  prosper  it 
in  thy  hands  !  " 

Before  Adam's  clutch  could  close 
on  the  gipsire,  a  rude  hand  was  laid 
on  his  shoulder,  the  gipsire  was 
snatched  from  Sibyll,  and  the  gaunt, 
half-clad  form  of  Old  .Madge  inter- 
posed between  the  two. 

"  Eh,  sir  !  "  she  said,  in  her  shr>ll, 
cracked  tone,  "I  thought,  when  I 
heard  your  door  open,  and  your  step 
hurrying  down,  you  were  after  no 
good  deeds.  Fie,  master,  tie  !  I  have 
clung  to  you  when  all  reviled,  and 
when  starvation  within  and  foul  words 
without  made  all  my  hire;  for  I  ever 
thought  you  a  good  and  mild  man, 
though  little  better  than  stark  wode. 
But,  augh  !  to  rob  your  poor  child 
thus — to  leave  her  to  starve  and  pine! 
We  old  folks  are  used  to  it.  Look 
round — look  round  ;  1  remember  this 
chamber,  when  ye  first  came  to  your 
father's  hall.  Saints  of  heaven  !  There 
stood  the  brave  bed  all  rustling  with 
damask  of  silk  ;  on  tho>e  stone  walls 
once  hung  fine  arras  of  the  Flemings 
— a  marriage  gift  to  my  lady  from 
Queen  Margaret,  and  a  mighty  show 
to  see,  and  good  for  the  soul's  com- 
forts, with  Bible  stories  wrought  on  it. 
Eh,  sir!  don't  you  call  to  mind  youi 
namesake,  Master  Adam,  in  his  brav« 
ailet  hosen,  and  Madam  Eve,  in  hei 
bonny  blue  kirtle  and  laced  courtpie  : 
and  now — now  look  round,  I  say,  and 
see  what  you  have  brought  youi 
child  to  1" 

"  Hush!  hush!  Madge, hush! "cried 
Sibyll,  while  Adam  gazed  in  evident 
perturbation  and  awakening  shame  at 
the  intruder,  turning  his  eyes  round 
the  room  as  she  spoke,  and  heaving 
from  timi 

"  Bui  I  will  not  hush,"  pursued  the 

old  woman;  "  I  will  say  my  say,  for  I 

both,  and    I    loved    toy   poor 

■  I   and  gone.      Ah, 

ii  !     it    doe,   _\,  ii   g I.      And 

now  wli.  I  damsel   :.■>  grOW* 
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ing  up.  now  when  you  should  think 
of  saving  a  marriage  dower  for  her  (for 
no  marriage  where  no  pot  hoils),  do 
you  rend  from  her  the  little  that  she 
has  drudged  to  gain  ' — She  ! — Oh,  out 
on  your  heart?  and  for  what — for 
what,  sir  ?  For  the  neighbours  to  set 
fire  to  your  father's  house,   and  the 

little  ones  to " 

"Fuibear,  woman!"  cried  Adam, 
in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "  forbear ! 
Leave  us!"  And  he  waved  his  hand 
as  he  s^oke,  with  so  unexpected  a 
majesty  that  Madge  was  awed  into 
sudden  silence,  and,  darting  a  look  of 
compassion  at  Sibyll,  she  hobbled 
from  the  room.  Adam  stood  motion- 
less an  instant ;  hut  when  he  felt  his 
child's  soft  arms  round  his  neck — 
when  he  heard  her  voice  struggling 
against  tears,  praying  him  not  to  heed 
the  foolish  words  of  the  old  servant — 
to  take — to  take  all — that  it  would  be 
easy  to  gain  more — the  ice  of  his 
philosophy  melted  at  once — the  man 
broke  forth,  and,  clasping  Sibyll  to 
his  heart,  and  kissing  her  cheek,  her 
lips,  her  hands,  he  faltered  out — 
"  No  !  no  ' — forgive  me  ! — forgive  thy 
cruel  father !  Much  thought  has 
maddened  me,  I  think — it  has  in- 
deed !     Poor  child,  poor  Sibyll,"  and 


he  stroked  her  cheek  gently,  and  with 
a  movement  of  pathetic  pity — "  poor 
child,  thou  art  pale — and  so  slight  and 
delicate!  And  this  chamber — and 
thy  loneliness — and  —  ah!  my  life 
hath  been  a  curse  to  thee,  yet  I  meant 
to  bequeath  it  a  boon  to  all !  " 

"  Father,  dear  father,  speak  not 
thus.  You  break  my  heart.  Here, 
here — take  the  gold — or  rather,  for 
thou  must  not  venture  out  fo  insul*. 
again,  let  me  purchase  with  it  what 
thou  nee- lest.   Tell  me,  trust  me " 

"  No!"  exclaimed  Adam,  with  that 
hollow  energy  by  which  a  man  resolves 
to  impose  restraint  on  himself;  "  I 
will  not,  for  all  that  science  ever 
achieved — I  will  not  lay  this  shame 
on  my  soul :  —  spend  this  gold  on 
thyself — trim  this  room — buy  thee 
raiment — all  that  thou  needest — I 
order — I  command  it !  And  hark 
thee,  if  thou  gettest  more,  hide  it 
from  me—  hide  it  well — men's  desires 
are  foul  tempters  !  I  never  knew,  in 
following  wisdom,  that  I  had  a  vice. 
I  wake  and  find  myself  a  miser  and  a 
robber  ! " 

And  with  these  words  he  fled  from 
the  girl's  chamber,  gained  his  own, 
and  locked  the  door. 


CHAPTER  III. 


A    STRANGE    VISITOR — ALL    AGES    OP    THE    WORLD    BREBD    WORLI>-BBTTBRS, 


Sibtil,  whose  soft  heart  bled  for 
her  father,  and  who  now  reproached 
herself  for  having  concealed  from  him 
her  litMe  hoard,  began  hastily  to  dress 
that  she  might  seek  him  out,  and 
soothe  the  painful  feelings  which  the 
honest  rudeness  of  Madge  bad  aroused. 
But  before  her  task  was  concluded, 
there  pealed  a  loud  knock  at  the  outer 
door.  She  heard  the  old  housekeeper's 
quivering  voice  responding  to  a  loud 


clear  tone  ;  and  presently  Madge  her- 
self ascended  the  stairs  to  Warner's 
room,  followed  by  a  man  whom  Sibyll 
instantly  recognized,  for  he  was  not 
one  easily  to  be  forgotten, — as  their 
•protector  from  the  assault  of  the  mob. 
She  drew  back  hastily  as  he  passed 
her  door,  and  in  some  wonder  and 
alarm  awaited  the  descent  of  Madge. 
That  venerable  personage  having  with 
some  difficulty  induced  *ier  master 
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open  his  door  and  admit  the  stranger, 
came  straight  into  her  young  lady's 
chamber.  "  Cheer  up  —  cheer  up, 
sweetheart,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  I 
think  better  days  will  shine  soon  ;  for 
the  honest  man  I  have  admitted  says 
he  is  but  come  to  tell  Master  Warner 
something  that  will  redound  much  to 
his  profit.  Oh  !  he  is  a  wonderful 
fellow,  this  same  Robin !  You  saw 
how  he  turned  the  cullions  from  burn- 
ing the  old  house !" 

"  What  !  you  know  this  man, 
Madge  !     What  is  he,  and  who?" 

Madge  looked  puzzled.  "  That  is 
more  than  I  can  say,  sweet  mistress. 
But  though  he  has  been  but  some 
weeks  in  the  neighbourhood,  they  all 
hold  him  in  high  count  and  esteem. 
For  why — it  is  said  he  is  a  rich  man 
and  a  kind  one.  He  does  a  world  of 
good  to  the  poor." 

While  Sibyll  listened  to  such  ex- 
planations as  Madge  could  give  her, 
the  stranger,  who  had  carefully  closed 
the  door  of  the  student's  chamber, 
after  regarding  Adam  for  a  moment, 
with  silent  but  keen  scrutiny,  thus 
began  : — 

"  When  last  we  met,  Adam  Warner, 
it  was  with  satchells  on  our  backs. 
Look  well  at  me  !  " 

"  Troth,"  answered  Adam,  lan- 
guidly, tor  he  was  still  under  the  deep 
dejection  that  had  followed  the  scene 
with  Sibyll,  "  I  cannot  call  you  to 
mind,  nor  seems  it  veritable  that  our 
schooldays  passed  together,  seeing 
that  my  hair  i-  grey  and  men  call  me 
Old  ;  Mil  thou  art  in  all  the  lustihood 
(if  this  human  life." 

"  Nathless,"  returned  the  stranger, 
"there  are  but  two  years  or  so  be- 
tween thine  age  and  mine.  When 
thou  wort  poring  over  the  crabbed 
text,  and  pattering  Latin  by  the  ell. 
(Job!  tl>"u  not  remember  a  lacl 
good-for-nonght,  Robert  Hilyard,  who 
setting  'li'-  -rh. in]  in  an 
oproar,  and  was  finally  outlawi  ■!  from 
i!i   t  !  o\-  world  as  he  hath   bfti 


from  the  man's  world,  for  inciting  the 
weak  to  resist  the  strong?" 

"  Ah  !"  exclaimed  Adam,  with  a 
gleam  of  something  like  joy  on  his 
face;  "art  thou,  indeed,  that  riotous, 
brawling,  fighting,  frank-hearted,  bold 
fellow,  Robert  Hilyard?  Ha!  ha!— 
those  were  merry  days  !  I  have 
known  none  like  them " 

The  old  schoolfellows  shook  hands 
heartily. 

"  The  world  has  not  fared  well  with 
thee  in  person  or  pouch,  I  fear  me, 
poor  Adam,"  said  Hilyard  ;  "  thou 
canst  scarcely  have  passed  thy  fiftieth 
year,  and  yet  thy  learned  studies 
have  given  thee  the  weight  of  sixty; 
while  I,  though  ever  in  toil  and 
bustle,  often  wanting  a  meal,  and 
even  fearing  the  halter,  am  strong 
and  hearty  as  when  I  shot  my  first 
fallow  buck  in  the  king's  forest,  and 
kissed  the  forester's  pretty  daughter. 
Yet,  methinks,  Adam,  if  what  I  hear 
"r  *.hy  tasks  be  true,  thou  and  I  have 
each  been  working  for  one  end ;  thou 
to  make  the  world  other  than  it  k, 
and  I  to  " 

"  What !  hast  thou,  too,  taken 
nourishment  from  the  bitter  milk  of 
Philosophy, — thou,  fighting  Rob  I" 

•'  I  know  not  whether  it  be  called 
philosophy — but  marry,  Edward  of 
York  would  call  it  rebellion :  they 
are  much  the  same,  for  both  war 
against  rules  established  !"  returned 
Hilyard,  with  more  depth  of  thought 
than  his  careless  manner  seemed  to 
promise.  He  paused,  and  laying  his 
broad  brown  hand  on  Warner's 
shoulder,  resumed — "  Thou  art  poor, 
Adam  !" 

"  Very  poor — very — very  ! " 

"  Does     thy     philosophy     disdain 

-old  r 

"  What  can  philosophy  achieve 
without  it  '  She  is  a  hungry  dragon, 
and  her  very  food  is  gold  !'.' 

"Wilt  thou  lira\a;  some  danger  — 
thou  wert  ever  a  fearless  boy  when 
thy    Mood    v  as    up,    though    BO 
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and    gentle — wilt    thou    brave  some 
ganger  for  large  reward  1" 

"  My  life  braves  the  scorn  of  men, 
the  pinchings  of  famine,  and,  it  may 
be.  the  stake  and  the  fagot.  Soldiers 
brave  not  the  dangers  that  are  braved 
by  a  wise  man  in  an  unwise  age  !" 

"  Gramercy !  thou  hast  a  hero's 
calm  aspect  while  thou  speakest,  and 
thy  words  move  me  !  Listen  !  Thou 
were  wont,  when  Henry  of  Windsor 
was  King  of  England,  to  visn  and 
confer  with  him  on  learned  matters. 
He  is  now  a  captive  m  the  Tower; 
but  Lis  gaolers  permit  him  still  to 
receive  the  visits  of  pious  monks  and 
harmless  scholars.  1  ask  thee  to  pay 
him  such  a  visit,  and  for  this  office  I 
am  empowered  by  richer  men  than 
myself  to  award  thee  the  guerdon  of 
twenty  broad  pieces  of  gold." 

"  Twenty ! — A  mine ! — A  Tmolus ! " 
exclaimed  Adam,  in  uncontrollable 
glee.  "  Twenty  !  —  0  true  friend  ! 
—  then  my  work  will  be  born  at 
last!" 

"  But  hear  me  further,  Adam,  for  I 
will  not  deceive  thee ;  the  visit  hath 
its  peril !  Thou  must  first  see  if  the 
mind  of  King  Henry,  for  king  he  is, 
though  the  usurper  wear  his  holy 
crown,  be  clear  and  healthful.  Thou 
knowest  he  is  subject  to  dark  moods 
—suspension  of  man's  reason;  and 
if  he  be,  as  his  friends  hope,  sane  and 
right-judging,  thou  wilt  give  him  cer- 
tain papers,  which,  after  his  hand  hag 
signed  them,  thou  wilt  bring  back  to 
me.  If  in  this  thou  suceeedest,  know 
that  thou  mayest  restore  the  royalty 
ot  Lancaster  to  the  purple  and  the 
throne;  that  thou  wilt  have  princes 
and  earls  for  favourers  and  protec- 
tors to  thy  learned  life;  that  thy  for- 
tunes and  fame  are  made !  Fail,  be 
discovered  —  and  Edward  ot  York 
never  spares ! — Thy  guerdon  will  be 
the  nearest  tree  and  the  strongest 
rope !" 

"  Robert,"  said  Adam,  who  baa 
listened  to  this  address  with  unusual 


attention,  "thou  dealest  with  me 
plainly,  and  as  man  should  deal  with 
man.  I  know  little  of  stratagem  and 
polity,  wars  and  kings  ;  and  save  that 
King  Henry,  though  passing  ignorant 
in  the  matheina  ics,  and  more  given 
to  alchemists  than  to  solid  seekers 
after  truth,  was  once  or  twice  gracious 
to  me,  I  could  have  no  choice,  in 
these  four  walls,  between  an  Edward 
and  a  Henry  on  the  throne.  But  I 
have  a  king  whose  throne  is  in  mine 
own  breast,  and,  alack,  it  taxeth  me 
heavily,  and  with  sore  burdens." 

"  I  comprehend,"  said  the  visitor, 
glancing  round  the  room — "  I  com- 
prehend— thou  wan  test  money  for 
thy  books  and  instruments,  and  thy 
melancholic  passion  is  thy  sovereign. 
Thou  wilt  incur  the  risk  V 

"I  will,"  said  Adam.  "I  would 
rather  seek  in  the  lion's  den  for  what 
I  lack,  than  do  what  I  well  nigh  did 
this  day." 

"What  crime  was  that,  poor 
scholar?"  said  Robin,  smiling. 

"  My  child  worked  for  her  bread, 
and  my  luxuries  —  I  would  have 
robbed  her,  old  schoolfellow.  Ha ! 
— ha !— what  is  cord  and  gibbet  to 
one  so  tempted  ? " 

A  tear  stood  in  the  bright  grey  eyeg 
of  the  bluff  visitor. 

"  Ah !  Adam,"  he  said,  sadly,  "  only 
by  the  candle  held  in  the  skeleton 
hand  of  Poverty  can  man  read  his 
own  dark  heart.  But  thou,  Workman 
of  Knowledge,  hast  the  same  interest 
as  the  poor,  who  dig  and  delve. 
Though  strange  circumstance  hath 
made  me  the  servant  and  emissary  of 
Margaret,  think  not  that  I  am  but 
the  varlet  of  the  great." 

Hilyard  paused  a  moment,  and 
resumed — 

"  Thou  knowest,  peradventure,  that 
my  race  dates  from  an  elder  date  than 
these  Norman  nobles,  who  boast  their 
robber-fathers.  From  the  renowned 
Saxon  Thane,  who,  free  of  hand  and 
t.  won   the  name  of    Hilde- 
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gardis,*  our  family  took  its  rise.  But 
under  these  Norman  barons,  we  sank 
with  the  nation  to  which  we  belonged. 
Still  were  we  called  gentlemen,  and 
still  were  dubbed  knights.  But,  as  I 
grow  up  to  man's  estate,  I  felt  myself 
more  Saxon  than  gentleman,  and,  as 
one  of  a  subject  and  vassal  race,  I  was 
B  son  of  the  Saxon  people.  My 
lather,  like  thee,  was  a  man  of  thought 
and  bookcraft.  I  dare  own  to  thee, 
that  ho  was  a  Lollard,  and  with  the 
religion  of  those  bold  foes  to  priest- 
vice,  goes  a  spirit  that  asks  why  the 
people  should  be  evermore  the  spoil 
ami  prey  of  lords  and  kings.  Early 
in  my  youth,  my  father,  fearing  rack 
liul  fagot  in  England,  sought  refuge 
in  the  Hans  Town  of  Lubeck.  There 
I  learned  grave  truths — how  liberty 
can  be  won  and  guarded.  Later  in 
life  I  saw  the  republics  of  Italy,  and 
I  asked  why  they  were  so  glorious  in 
all  the  arts  and  craft  of  civil  life,  while 
the  braver  men  of  France  and  England 
seemed  as  savages  by  the  side  of  the 
Florentine  burgess,  nay,  of  the  Lom- 
bard vine-dresser.  I  saw  that,  even 
when  those  republics  fell  a  victim  to 
some  tyrant  or  podesta,  their  men 
still  preserved  rights  and  uttered 
thoughts  which  left  them  more  free 
and  more  great  than  the  Commons  of 
England,  after  all  their  boasted  w;irs. 
I  came  back  to  my  native  land  and 
settled  in  the  North,  as  my  franklin 
ancestry  before  me.  The  broad  lands 
of  my  forefathers  had  devolved  on  the 
elder  line,  and  gave  a  knight's  fee  to 
Sir  Robert  Hilyard,  who  fell  after- 
wards at  Ton  ton  for  the  Lancastrians. 
But  1  had  won  gold  in  the  far 
countree,  and  I  took  farm  and  home- 
stead near  Lord  Warwick's  tower  of 
Middlcham.  The  feud  between  Lan- 
caster  and  York  broke  forth  ;  Karl 
Warwick    summoned    his    retainers, 

*  Hildegardia,  viz..  nld  German,  a  person 
bi  generous  disposition.    Wottoo' 
Baronetage.    Art.  Elilyard,  cr  Bildyard,  of 
Paltrburtou 


myself  amongst  them,  since  I  lived 
upon  his  land  ;  I  sought  the  great 
earl,  and  1  told  him  boldly — him 
whom  the  Commons  deemed  a  friend 
and  a  foe  to  all  malfaisance  and  abuse 
—  I  told  him  that  the  war  he  asked 
me  to  join  seemed  to  me  but  a  war  of 
ambitious  lords,  and  that  I  saw  not 
how  the  Commons  were  to  be  bet- 
tered, let  wlni  would  be  king.  The 
earl  listens!  and  deigned  to  reason; 
and  when  he  saw  I  wa  not  convinced, 
he  left  me  to  my  will ;  for  he  is  a 
noble  chief,  and  I  admired  even  his 
angry  pride,  when  he  said,  '  Let  no 
man  tight  fur  Warwick  whose  heart 
beats  not  in  his  cause.'  I  lived  after- 
wards to  discharge  my  debt  to  the 
proud  earl,  and  show  him  how  even 
the  lion  may  be  meshed,  and  how 
even  the  mouse  may  gnaw  the  net. 
But  to  my  own  tragedy.  So  I  quitted 
those  parts,  for  I  feared  my  own  reso- 
lution near  so  great  a  man  :  I  made  a 
new  home  not  far  from  the  city  of 
York.  So,  Adam,  when  all  the  land 
around  bristled  with  pike  and  gis« 
arme,  and  while  my  own  cousin  and 
namesake,  the  head  of  my  house,  was 
winning  laurels  and  wasting  blood — 
I,  thy  quarrelsome,'  fighting  friend — 
lived  at  home  in  peace  with  my  wife 
and  child — (for  I  was  now  married, 
and  wife  and  child  were  dear  to  me) 
— and  tilled  my  lands.  But  in  peace 
I  was  active  and  astir,  for  my  words 
inflamed  the  bosoms  of  labourers  and 
peasants,  and  many  of  them,  benighted 
as  they  were,  thought  with  me.  One 
day — I  was  absent  from  home,  selling 
my  grain  in  the  marts  of  York — one 
day  there  entered  the  village  a  young 
captain,  a  boy-chief,  Edward  Earl  of 
.March,  beating  for  recruits.  Dost 
thou  heed  me,  Adam?  Well,  man  - 
well,  the  peasants  stood  aloof  from 
troinp  and  banner,  and  they  answered, 
co  till  the  talk  of  hire  and  fame, 
'Robin  Hilyard  tells  us  we  have 
nothing  to  gain  but  blows  leave  us 
to    Lew   and   to  delve.'     Oh  !  Adam, 
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this  boy — this  chief— the  Earl  of 
March,  now  crowned  King  Edward, 
made  but  one  reply — '  This  Robin 
Hilyard  must  be  a  wise  man — show 
me  his  house.'  They  pointed  out  the 
ricks,  the  barns,  the  homestead,  and 
in  five  minutes  all — all  were  in  flames. 
'  Tell  the  hilding,  when  he  returns, 
that  thus  Edward  of  March,  fair  to 
friends  and  terrible  to  foes,  rewards 
the  coward  who  disaffects  the  men  of 
Yorkshire  to  their  chief.'  And  by  the 
blazing  rafters,  and  the  pale  faces  of 
the  silent  crowd,  he  rode  on  his  way 
to  battle  and  the  throne  ! " 

Hilyard  paused,  and  the  anguish  of 
his  countenance  was  terrible  to  be- 
hold. 

"  I  returned  to  find  a  heap  of  ashes 
— I  returned  to  find  my  wife  a  ma- 
niac— I  returned  to  find  my  child — 
my  boy—  great  God ! — he  had  run  to 
hide  himself,  in  terror  at  the  torches 
and  the  grim  men — they  had  failed 
to  discover  him,  till,  too  late,  his 
shrieks,  amidst  the  crashing  walls. 
burst  on  his  mother's  ear; — and  the 
scorched,  mangled,  lifeless  corpse, 
lay  on  that  mother's  bosom  ! " 

Adam  rose;  his  figure  was  trans- 
formed— not  the  stooping  student, 
but  the  knight-descended  man,  seemed 
to  tower  in  the  murky  chamber ;  his 
hands  felt  at  his  side,  as  for  a  sword  ; 
he  stifled  a  curse,  and  Hilyard,  in 
that  suppressed  low  voice  which 
evinces  a  strong  mind  in  deep  emo- 
tion, continued  his  tale. 

"  Blessed  be  the  divine  Intercessor, 
the  mother  of  the  dead  died  too ! 
Behold  me,  a  lonely,  ruined,  wifeless, 
childless  wretch  !  I  made  all  the 
world  my  foe  !  The  old  love  of  liberty 
(alone  left  me)  became  a  crime;  I 
plunged  into  the  gloom  of  the  forest, 
a  robber-chief,  sparing — no,  never — 
never — never ! — one  York  captain — 
one  spurred  knight — one  belted  lord! 
But  the  poor,  my  Saxon  country 
men,  tliey  had  suffered,  and  v 

"  One  dark  twilight  —  thou  hast 


heard  the  tale — every  village  min- 
strel sets  it  to  his  viol — a  majestic 
woman — a  hunted  fugitive  —  crossed 
my  path ;  she  led  a  boy  in  her  hand, 
a  year  or  so  younger  than  my  mur- 
dered child.  '  Friend  ! '  said  the 
woman,  fearlessly,  '  save  the  son  of 
your  king  :  1  am  Margaret,  Queen  of 
England!'  I  saved  them  both.  From 
that  hour,  the  robber-chief,  the  Lol- 
lard's son,  became  a  queen's  friend. 
Here  opened,  at  least,  vengeance 
against  the  fell  destroyer.  Now  see 
you  why  I  seek  you — why  tempt  you 
into  danger?  Pause  if  you  will,  for 
my  passion  beats  my  blood  ; — and  all 
the  kings  since  Saul,  it  may  be,  are 
not  worth  one  scholar's  life!  And 
yet,"  continued  Hilyard,  regaining 
his  ordinary  calm  tone,  "  and  yet,  it 
seemeth  to  me,  as  I  said  at  first,  that 
all  who  labour  have,  in  this,  a  com- 
mon cause  and  interest  with  the  poor. 
This  woman  king,  though  bloody 
man,  with  his  wine-cups  and  his 
harlots  —  this  usurping  York  —  his 
very  existence  flaunts  the  life  of  the 
sons  of  toil.  In  civil  war  and  in 
broil,  in  strife  that  needs  the  arms  of 
the  people,  the  people  shall  get  then 
own." 

"  I  will  go,"  said  Adam,  and  he  ad- 
vanced to  the  door. 

Hilyard  caught  his  arm.  "Why, 
friend,  thou  hast  not  even  the  docu- 
ments, and  how  wouldst  thou  get 
access  to  the  prison  ?  Listen  to  me ; 
or,"  added  the  conspirator,  observing 
poor  Adam's  abstracted  air,  "or  let 
me  rather  speak  a  word  to  thy  fair 
daughter;  women  have  ready  wit, 
and  are  the  pioneers  to  the  advance  of 
men!  Adam  !  Adam!  thou  art  dream- 
ing!"— He  shook  the  philosopher's 
arm  roughly. 

"  I  heed  you,"  said  Warner,  meekly. 

"  The  first  thing  required,"  renewed 

Hilyard,    "is  a   permit  to    see    King 

Henry.     This  is  obtained  either  from 

the  Lord  Worcester,  governor  of  the 

|  Tower,  a  cruel  man,  who  may  deny  it 
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—or  the  Lord  Hastings,  Edward's 
chamberlain,  a  humane  and  gentle 
one.  who  will  readily  grant  it.  Let 
not  thy  daughter  know  why  thou 
wouldsl  visit  Henry;  let  her  suppose 
it  is  solely  to  make  report  of  his 
health  to  Mar  gar  el  ;  lei  her  not  know 
is  scheming  or  danger;  so,  at 
least,  her  ignorance  will  secure  her 
safety.  But  let  her  go  to  the  lord 
chamberlain,  and  obtain  the  order 
for  a  learned  clerk  to  visit  the  learned 
prisoner — to  —  ha!  well  thought  of 
—this  strange  machine  is,  doubtless, 
the  invention  of  which  thy  neighbours 
speak;  this  shall  make  thy  excuse: 
thou  wonldst  divert  the  prisoner  with 
thy  in*  chanical — comprehendest  thou, 
Adam'" 

"  Ah !  King  Henry  will  see  the 
model,  and  when  he  is  on  the 
throne — 

"  He  will  protect  the  scholar  !"  in- 
terrupted Hilyard.  "Good!  good! 
Wait  here — I  will  confer  with  thy 
daughter." 

He  gently  pushed  aside  Adam, 
opened  the  door,  and  on  descending 
the  stairs,  found  Sibyll  by  the  large 
t  where  she  had  stood  with 
Jlarmaduke.  and  heard  the  rude  stave 
of  the  tymbesteres. 

The  anxiety  the  visit  of  Hilyard 
d  her  was  at  once  allayed, 
when  he  informed  her  that  he  had 
been  her  father's  schoolmate,  and 
lesl-ed  to  become  his  friend.  And 
alien  he  drew  a  moving  picture  of 
the  exiled  condition  of  Margaret  and 
the  young  prince,  and  their  natural 
desire  to  learn  tidings  of  the 
of  the  deposed  king,  her  genth 
forgetting  tin'  hanghty  insolence  with 
which    her    royal     D  !    often 

wounded  and  chilled  her  chil 
felt    all    the    generous    and    compas 
sympathy  the  conspirator  de- 
sired to  awaken.       "  Th 
added    Hilyard,    "  for    learning   the 

I r  ••  iptive'a  -tit-  ii'  ■■   offei  -       He 

hath   heard  of  your   father's   labours; 


he  desires  to  learn  their  nature  from 
his  own  lips.  He  is  allowed  to  re- 
ceive, by  an  order  from  King  Ed- 
ward's chamberlain,  the  visits  of 
those  scholars  in  whose  converse  he 
was  ever  wont  to  delignt.  Wilt  thou 
sio  far  aid  the  charitable  work  as  to 
seel,  the  Lord  Hastings,  and  crave 
the  necessary  license !  Thou  seest 
that  thy  father  has  wayward  and  ab- 
stract moods;  he  might  forget  that 
Henry  of  Windsor  is  no  longer  king, 
and  might  give  him  that  title  in 
speaking  to  Lord  Hastings — a  slip  of 
the  tongue  which  the  law  styles 
treason." 

"  Certes,"  said  Sibyll,  quickly,  "if 
my  father  would  seek  the  poor  cap- 
tive, I  will  be  his  messenger  to  my 
Lord  Hastings.  But,  oh,  sir  !  as  thou 
hast  known  my  father's  boyhood,  and 
as  thou  hopcst  for  mercy  in  the  last 
day,  tempt  to  no  danger  one  so  guile- 
less '" 

Hilyard  winced  as  he  interrupted 
her  hastily — 

"  There  is  no  danger  if  thou  wilt 
obtain  the  license.  I  will  say  more — ■ 
a  reward  awaits  him,  that  will  not 
only  banish  his  poverty  but  save  his 
life." 

•His  life!" 

"  Ay !  seest  thou  not,  fair  mistress, 
thai  Adam  Warner  is  dying,  not  of 
the  body's  hunger,  but  of  the  soul's  ? 
He  cravcth  gold,  th.t  his  toils  may 
reap  their  guerdon.^  if  that  gold  be 
denied,  his  toils  will  fret  him  to  the 
grave  ! " 

"  Alas  !  alas ! — it  is  "rue." 

"That  gold  he  shall  honourably 
win  !  Nor  is  this  all.  Thou  wilt  see 
the  Lord  Hastings  :  he  is  less  learned, 
perhaps,  than  Worcester — less  dainty 
in  accomplishments  and  gifts  than 
Anthony  Woodville,  but  his  mind  is 
profound  and  vast;  all  men  praise 
queen's  kin.  He  loves 
scholars;  he-  i-  mild  to  distress;  he 
I  pei  jtitiona  of  the  vul- 

gar.    Thou   wilt  see   the  Lord  Hast- 
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ings,  anil  thou  mayst  interest  him  in 
thy  father's  genius  and  his  fate !" 

"  There  is  frankness  in  thy  voice, 
Mid  I  will  trust  thee,"  answered  Sibyll. 
When  shall  I  seek  this  lord  1" 

"  This  day,  if  thou  wilt.  He  lodges 
at  the  Tower,  and  gives  access,  it  is 
said,  to  all  who  need  his  offices,  or  seek 
succour  from  his  power." 

"This  day,  then,  be  it!"  answered 
Sibyll,  calmly. 

Hilyard  gazed  at  her  countenance, 
rendered  so  noble  in  its  youthful 
resignation  —  in  its  soft  firmness  of 
expression,  and  muttering,  "  Heaven 
prosper  thee,  maiden  ;  we  shall  meet 
to-morrow,"  descended  the  stairs,  and 
quitted  the  house. 

His  heart  smote  him  when  he  was 
in  the  street.  "  If  evil  should  come 
to  this  meek  scholar — to  that  poor 
child's  father,  it  would  be  a  sore  sin 
to  my  soul.  But  no  ;  I  will  not  think 
it.  The  saints  will  not  suffer  this 
bloody  Edward  to  triumph  long  ;  and 
in  this  vast  chess-board  of  vengeance 
and  great  ends,  we  must  move  men  to 
and  fro,  and  harden  our  natures  to  the 
hazard  of  the  game." 

Sibyll  sought  her  father  ;  his  mind 
had  flown  back  to  the  model.  He  was 
already  living  in  the  life  that  the  pro- 
mised gold  would  give  to  the  dumb 
thought.  True  that  all  the  ingenious 
•additions  to  the  engine  —  additions 
that  weic  to  convince  the  reason  and 


startle  the  fancy,  were  not  yet  com- 
plete, (for  want,  of  course,  of  the 
diamond  bathed  in  moonbeams) — but 
still  there  was  enough  in  the  inven- 
tions already  achieved  to  excite  cu- 
riosity and  obtain  encouragement.  So, 
with  care  and  diligence  and  sanguine 
hope,  the  philosopher  prepared  the 
grim  model  for  exhibition  to  a  man 
who  had  worn  a  crown,  and  might 
wear  again.  But  with  that  innocent 
and  sad  cunning  which  is  so  common 
with  enthusiasts  of  one  idea,  the  sub- 
lime dwellers  of  the  narrow  border  be- 
tween madness  and  inspiration,  Adam, 
amidst  his  excitement,  contrived  to 
conceal  from  his  daughter  all  glimpse 
of  the  danger  he  run,  of  the  corre- 
spondence of  which  he  was  to  be  the 
medium, — or  rather,  may  we  think 
that  he  had  forgotten  both  !  Not  the 
stout  Warwick  himself,  in  the  roar  of 
battle,  thought  so  little  of  peril  to  life 
and  limb  as  that  gentle  student,  in  the 
reveries  of  his  lonely  closet ;  and  there- 
fore, all  unsuspicious,  and  seeing  but 
diversion  to  Adam's  recent  gloom  of  de- 
spair, an  opening  to  all  his  bright  pros- 
pects, Sibyll  attired  herself  in  her  holi- 
day garments,  drew  her  wimple  closely 
round  her  face,  and  summoning  Madge 
to  attend  her,  bent  her  way  to  the 
Tower.  Near  York  House,  within  view 
of  the  Sanctuary  and  the  palace  of 
Westminster,  they  took  a  boat,  and 
arrived  at  the  stairs  of  the  Tower. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


LORD    HASTINGS. 


William  Lord  Hastings  was  one  of  while  yet  in  the  prime  of  life,  to  a 

the  most  remarkable  men  of  the  age.  rank   and  an   influence   second,  per- 

Philip  de  Comines  bears  testimony  to  hap;,   only  to  the   house   of   Xevile. 

his  high  repute  for  wisdom  and  virtue.  Like   Lord    Montagu,   he   united    in 

Bom  the  son  of  a  knight  of  ancient  happy  combination   the   taunts  of  a 

lineage  but  ^caatv  lands,  he  had  risen,  soldier  ami  a  courtier.  But  at;  a  states 
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man, — a  schemer — a  thinker — Mon 
tagu,  with  all  his  craft,  was  inferior  to 
Hastings.  In  this,  the  latter  had  bul 
two  equals — viz.,  George,  the  yo»n«est 
of  the  Nevile  brothers,  Archbishop  oi 
York  ;  and  a  hoy,  whose  intellect  was 
not  yet  fully  developed,  but  in  whom 
was  already  apparent  to  the  observant, 
the  dawn  of  a  restless,  Fearless,  calculat- 
ing, and  subtle  genius —  that  boy,  whom 
'  he  philosophers  of  Utrecht  had  taught 
i,o  reason,  whom  the  lessons  of  War- 
wick had  trained  to  arms,  was  Richard, 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  famous  even  now 
for  his  skill  in  the  tilt-yard,  and 
his  ingenuity  in  the  rhetoric  of  the 
schools. 

The  manners  of  Lord  Hastings  had 
contributed  to  his  fortunes.  Despite 
the  newness  of  his  honours,  even  the 
haughtiest  of  the  ancient  nobles  bore 
him  no  grudge,  for  his  demeanour 
was  at  once  modest  and  manly.  He 
was  peculiarly  simple  and  unostenta- 
tious in  his  habits,  and. possessed  that 
nameless  charm  which  makes  men 
popular  with  the  lowly,  and  welcome 
to  the  great.*  But  in  that  day  a 
certain  mixture  of  vice  was  necessary 
to  success ;  and  Hastings  wounded 
no  self-love  by  the  assumption  of  un- 
fashionable purism.  He  was  regarded 
with  small  favour  by  the  queen,  who 
kiew  him  ae  the  companion  of  Edward 
in  his  pleasures,  and  at  a  later  period 
him  of  enticing  her  faithless 
lord  into  unworthy  affections.  And 
certain  it  is,  that  he  was  foremost 
amongst  the  courtiers  in  those  adven- 
tures which  we  call  the  excesses  of 
gaiety  and  folly,   though    too   often 


*  On  Edward's  accession,  so  highly  wire 

the  services  of  Bastings  appreciated  by  the 

party,  thai  Dot  only  the  kinji,  but  many  of 

bllfty,    contrihnti-ii    to    render    hi* 

wealth  equal  to  his  new  station,  by  {(rants  of 

lands  and  moneys,  Several  years  afterwards, 
when  he  went  with  Edward  Into  Prance,  no 
■1  two  lords  nine  knights  flftj  eight 
•quires,  and  twenty  gentlemen,  joined  his 
tram  — Uogdale's  Baronage,  p.  683.  Bharon 
'l  uiner'o  History  of  England,  »oL  iii.  p. .'««) 


leading  to  Solomon's  wisdom  and  his 
sadness.  But  prolligacy,  with  Hast- 
ings, had  the  excuse  of  ardent  pas- 
sions :  he  bad  loved  deeply,  and 
uunappily,  in  his  earlier  youth,  and 
he  gave  into  the  dissipation  of  the 
time  with  the  restless  eagerness  com- 
mon to  strong  and  active  natures 
when  the  heart  is  not  at  ease ;  and 
under  all  the  light  fascination  of  hif 
converse,  or  the  dissipation  of  his  life 
lurked  the  melancholic  temperament 
of  a  man  worthy  of  nobler  things. 
Nor  was  the  courtly  vice  of  the  liber- 
tine the  only  drawback  to  the  virtuous 
character  assigned  to  Hastings  by 
Comines.  His  experience  of  men  had 
taught  him  something  of  the  disdain 
of  the  cynic,  and  he  scrupled  not  at 
serving  his  pleasures  or  his  ambition 
by  means  which  his  loftier  nature 
could  not  excuse  to  his  clear  sense.* 
Still,  however,  the  world,  which  had 
deteriorated,  could  not  harden,  him. 
Few  persons  so  able  acted  so  fre- 
quently from  impulse  ;  the  impulses 
were,  for  the  most  part,  affectionatl 
and  generous,  but  then  came  the  re> 
grets  of  caution  and  experience  ;  and 
Hastings  summoned  his  intellect  to 
correct  the  movement  of  his  heart — 
in  other  words,  reflection  sought  to 
undo  what  impulse  had  suggested. 
Though  so  successful  a  gallant,  he  had 
not  acquired  the  ruthless  egotism  of 
the  sensualist  ;  and  his  conduct  to 
women  often  evinced  the  weakness  of 
giddy  youth,  rather  than  the  cold  de- 
liberation of  profligate  manhood.  Thus 
in  his  veriest  vices  there  was  a  spu- 
rious amiability — a  seductive  charm  ; 
while  in  the  graver  affairs  of  life,  the 
intellectual  susceptibility  of  his  nature 
served  but  to  quicken  his  penetration 
and  stimulate  his  energies,  and  Has- 
tings might  have  said,  with  one  of  his 

*  See  Comines,  b.  vi.  for  a  curious  anec- 
dot  of  what  .Mr.  Sharon  Turner  happily 
calls  ••  tin-  moral  coquetry"  of  Hastings;— 
an  anecdote  which  reveals  much  of  bit 
character. 
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Italian  contemporaries,  —  "That  in 
subjection  to  the  influences  of  women 
he  had  learned  the  government  of 
men."  In  a  word,  his  powers  to  attract, 
and  his  capacities  to  command,  may 
he  guessed  l>y  this, — that  Lord  Hus- 
tings was  the  only  man  Richard  III. 
seems  le  have  loved,  when  Duke  of 
Gloucester,*  and  the  only  man  he 
BoemS  to  have  feared,  when  resolved 
to  be  King  of  England.  Hastings 
was  alone  in  the  apartments  assigned 
to  him  in  the  Tower,  when  his  page, 
with  a  peculiar  smile,  announced  to 
him  the  visit,  of  a  young  donzell,  who 
would  not  impart  her  business  to  his 
attendants 

The  accomplished  chamberlain 
looked  up  somewhat  impatiently  from 
the  beautiful  MS.,  enriched  with  the 
silver  verse  of  Petrarch,  which  lay  open 
on  his  table,  and,  after  muttering  to 
himself — "  It  is  only  Edward,  to  whom 
the  face  of  a  woman  never  is  unwel- 
come," bade  the  page  admit  the 
visitor. 

The  damsel  entered,  and  the  door 
closed  upon  her. 

"  Be  not  alarmed,  maiden,"  said 
Hastings,  touched  by  the  downcast 
bend  of  the  hooded  countenance,  and 
the  unmistakable  and  timid  modesty 
of  his  visitor's  hearing.  "What  hast 
thou  to  say  to  me  <" 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice,  Sibyll 
Warner  started,  and  uttered  a  faint 
exclamation.  The  stranger  of  the 
pastime-ground  was  before  her.  In- 
stinctively she  drew  the  wimple  yet 
more  clow  ly  n  I  her  face,  and  laid 
her  hand  upon  the  bolt  of  the  door 
as  i'.'  in  the  impulse  of  retreat. 

The  nobleman's  curiosity  was  roused. 
He  looked  again  and  earnestly  on  the 
form  that  seemed  to  shrink  from  his 
gaze  ;  then  rising  slowly,  he  advanced, 
and  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm  ;— 
"  Donzell,  1  recognise  thee,"  he  said 

*  Sir  Thomas  More,  Life  <>f  Edward  V., 
•peaks  of  "  the  great  love  "  Richard  bore  ti> 
Hastings. 


in  a  voice  that  sounded  cold  and 
stern — "  what  service  wouldst  thou 
ask  me  to  render  thee !  Speak  !  Kay  I 
I  pray  thee,  speak." 

"  Indeed,  good  my  lord,"  said  Si- 

;  byll,  conquering  her  confusion  :  and, 
lifting  her  wimple,  her  dark  blue  eyes 
met  those  bent  on  her,  with  fearless 
truth  and  innocence,  "I  knew  not, 
and  you  will  believe  me — I  kne>v  not 
till  this  moment  that  I  had  such  cause 
for  gratitude  to  the  Lord  Hastings. 
I  sought  you  but  on  the  behalf  of  my 
father,  Master  Adam  Warner,  who 
would  fain  have  the  permission  ac- 
corded to  other  scholars,  to  see   the 

j  Lord  Henry  of  Windsor,  who  was 
gracious  to  him  in  other  days,  and  to 
while  the  duress  of  that  princely  cap- 
tive with  the  show  of  a  quaint  in* 
strument  he  has  invented." 

"  Doubtless,"  answered  Hastings, 
who  deserved  his  character  (rare  in 
(hat  day)  for  humanity  and  mildness 

■  —"doubtless  it  will  pleasure  me,  nor 
offend  his  grace  the  king,  to  show  all 
courtesy  and  indulgence   to   the    un- 

',  happy  gentleman  and  lord,  whom  the 
weal  of  England  condemns  us  to  hold 
incarcerate.  I  have  heard  of  thy 
father,  maiden,  an  honest  and  simple 
man,  in  whom  we  need  not  fear  a 
conspirator;  and  of  the  young  mis- 
tress, I  have  heard  also,  since  we 
parted." 

"  Of  me,  noble  sir?" 
"Of   thee,"  said  Hastings,  with  a 
smile ;  ami,  placing  a  seat  for  her,  he 

|  took  from  the  table  an  illuminated 
MS.  "  1  have  to  thank  thy  friend, 
Master  Ahvyn,  for  procuring  me  this 
treasure  !  " 

'  \\  hat,  my  lord  !  "  said  Sibyll,  and 
her  eyes  glistened,  "were  you — you 

the — the " 

"The  f  rtunate  person  whom  A 1- 
wyn  has  enriched  at,  so  slight  a  cost. 
Yes.  Do  not  grudge  me  my  good 
fortune  in  this.  Thou  hast  noblei 
treasures,  methinks,  to  bestow  on  an 
other!" 
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"  My  good  lord  !  " 

•*  N'av,  I  must  not  distress  thee. 
At"1  the  young  gentleman  has  a  fair 
la  v  •  may  it  bespeak  a  true  heart !  " 

These  words  gave  Sibyll  an  emo- 
tion of  Btrange  delight.  They  seemed 
spoken  sadly — they  seemed  to  be- 
token a  jealous  sorrow — they  awoke 
the  strange,  wayward,  woman-feeling, 
which  is  pleased  at  the  pain  that  he- 
trays  the  woman's  influenee:  the  girl's 
rosy  lips  smiled  maliciously.  Hast- 
ings watched  her,  and  her  face  was  so 
radiant  with  that  rare  gleam  of  secret 
happiness — so  fresh,  so  young,  so 
pure,  and  withal  so  arch  and  capti- 
vating, that  hackneyed  and  jaded  as 
he  was  in  the  vulgar  pursuit  of  plea- 
sure, the  sight  moved  better  and  ten- 
derer feelings  than  those  of  the  sen- 
sualist. "  Yes,"  he  muttered  to  him- 
self, "  there  are  some  toys  ii  were  a 
sin  to  sport  with  and  cast  away  amidst 
the  broken  rubbish  of  gone  passions!" 

He  turned  to  the  table,  and  wrote 
the  order  of  admission  to  Henry  "s  pri- 
son, and  as  he  gave  it  to  Sibyll,  he 
said,  "  Thy  young  gallant,  I  see,  is 
at  the  court  now.  It  is  a  periloua 
ordeal,  and  especially  to  one  for  whom 
the  name  of  N  evile  opens  the  road  to 
advancement  and  honour.  Men  learn 
betimes  in  courts  to  forsake  Love  for 
Plutus.  and  many  a  wealthy  lord  would 
trive  bis  heiress  to  the  poorest  gentle- 
man wiio  claims  kindred  to  the  Earl 
of  Salisbury  and  Warwick." 


"  May  my  father's  guest  so  pros- 
per." answered  Sibyll,  "  for  he  seem? 
of  loyal  heart  and  gentle  nature  !  " 

"Thou  art  unselfish,  sweet  mis- 
tress," said  Hastings;  and,  surprised 
by  her  careless  tone,  he  paused  a 
moment,  "  or  art  thou,  in  truth,  in- 
different !  Saw  I  not  ttiy  hand  in  his, 
when  even  those  loathly  tymbesteres 
charged  warning  to  thee  for  loving, 
not  above  thy  merits,  but,  alas,  it 
may  be,  above  thy  fortunes]" 

Sibyll's  delight  increased.  Oh,  then, 
he  had  not  applied  that  hateful  warn- 
ing to  himself  J  He  guessed  not  her 
secret.  She  blushed,  and  the  blush 
was  so  chaste  and  maidenly,  while 
the  smile  that  "vent  with  it  was  so 
ineffably  animated  and  joyous,  that 
Hastings  exclaimed,  with  unaffected 
admiration,  "  Surely,  fair  donzell, 
Petrarch  dreamed  of  thee,  when  he 
spoke  of  the  woman-blush  and  the 
angel-smile  of  Laura.  Woe  to  the  man 
who  would  injure  thee.  Farewell ! 
I  would  not  see  thee  too  often,  unless 
I  saw  thee  ever." 

He  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips,  with 
a  chivalrous  respect,  as  he  spoke ; 
opened  the  door,  and  called  his  page 
to  attend  her  to  the  gates. 

Sibyll  was  more  flattered  by  the 
abrupt  dismissal,  than  if  he  had  knelt 
to  detain  her.  How  different  seemed 
the  world  as  her  light  step  wended 
homeward! 


CHAPTER    V. 


MASTER    ADAM    WARNER    AND    KINO    HENRY    THE   SIXTH 


The  next  morning  llilyard  revisited  the  most  ingenious    contrivances  he 

Warner,  with   the  letters  for   Henry,  had    as   yet    been    enabled  (nans  the 

The  conspirator  made  Adam  reveal  diamond)  to  accomplish,  for  the  better 

to  b>m  the  interior  mechanism  of  the  display  of   the  agencies   which    the 

Eureka    to    which    Adam,    who    had  engine    *was     <  1  > ■  ^ i lt r  1  < •  < !      to     achieve. 

toiled  all  night,  had  appended  one  of  This  contrivance  was  full   of  strange 
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ee?ls  and  recesses,  in  one  of  which  the 
documents  were  placed.  And  there 
they  lay,  so  well  concealed  as  to 
puzzle  the  minutest  search,  if  not 
aided  by  the  inventor,  or  one  to  whom 
he  had  communicated  the  secrets  of 
the  contrivance. 

After  repeated  warnings  and  ex- 
hortations to  discretion,  Hilyard  then, 
whose  busy,  active  mind  had  made  all 
the  necessary  arrangements,  sum- 
moned a  stout-looking  fellow,  whom 
he  had  left  below,  and,  with  his  aid, 
conveyed  the  heavy  machine  across 
the  garden,  to  a  back  lane,  where  a 
mule  stood  ready  to  receive  the 
burden. 

"  Suffer  this  trusty  fellow  to  guide 
thee,  dear  Adam  ;  he  will  take  thee 
through  ways  where  thyr  brutal  neigh- 
bours are  not  likely  to  meet  and 
molest  thee.  Call  all  thy  wits  to  the 
surface.     Speed  and  prosper  ! " 

"  Fear  not," said  Adam,  disdainfully. 
"In  the  neighbourhood  of  kings, 
science  is  ever  safe.  Bless  thee,  child," 
and  he  laid  his  hand  upon  Sibyll's 
head,  for  she  had  accompanied  them 
thus  far  in  silence — "  now  go  in." 

"  I  go  with  thee,  father,"  said 
Sibyll,  firmly.  "  Master  Hilyard,  it 
is  best  so,"  she  whimpered  ;  "what  if 
my  father  fall  into  one  of  his  reveries!" 

"  You  are  right :  go  with  him,  at 
(east,  to  the  Tower-gate.  Hard  by,  is 
the  house  of  a  noble  dame,  and  a 
worthy,  known  to  our  friend  Hugh, 
where  thou  mayest  wait  Master 
Warner's  return.  It  will  not  suit  thy 
modesty  and  sex  to  loiter  amongst  the 
pages  and  soldiery  in  the  yard.  Adam, 
thy  daughter  must  wend  with  thee." 

Adam  had  not  attended  to  this 
colloquy,  and  mechanically  bowing 
lii-  head,  he  set  off,  and  was  greatly 
surprised,  on  gaining  tke  river  side 
(where  a  boat,  was  found  large  enough 
to  accommodate  not  only  the  human 
passengers,  but  the  mule  and  its 
burden,)  to  see  Sibyll  by  his'sidc. 

The  imprisonment  of  the  unfortu- 


nate Henry,  though  guarded  wttfe 
sufficient  rigour  against  all  chance*  of 
escape,  was  not,  as  the  reader  na» 
perceived,  at  this  period  embittered 
by  unnecessary  harshness.  His  at- 
tendants treated  him  with  respect,  his 
table  was  supplied  more  abundantly 
and  daintily  than  his  habitual  absti- 
nence required,  and  the  monks  and 
learned  men  whom  he  had  favoured, 
were,  we  need  not  repeat,  permitted 
to  enliven  his  solitude  with  their 
grave  converse 

On  the  other  hand,  all  attempts  at 
correspondence  between  Margaret,  or 
the  exiled  Lancastrians  and  himself, 
had  been  jealously  watched,  tnd  when 
detected,  the  emissaries  had  been 
punished  with  relentless  severity.  A 
man  named  Hawkins  had  been  racked 
for  attempting  to  borrow  money  for 
the  queen  from  the  great  London 
merchant,  Sir  Thomas  Cook.  A  shoe- 
maker had  been  tortured  to  death, 
with  red-hot  pincers,  for  abetting  her 
correspondence  with  her  allies.  Vari- 
ous persons  had  been  racked  for 
similar  offences,  but  the  energyr  of 
Margaret,  and  the  zeal  of  her  adher- 
ents, were  still  unexhausted  and 
unconquered. 

Either  unconscious  or  contemptu- 
ous of  the  perils  to  which  he  was 
subjected,  the  student,  with  his  silent 
companions,  performed  the  voyage, 
and  landed  in  sight  of  the  Fortress- 
Palatine.  And  now  Hugh  stopped 
before  a  house  of  good  fashion, 
knocked  at  the  door,  which  was 
opened  by  an  old  servitor,  disap- 
peared for  a  few  moments,  and  re- 
turning, informed  Sibyll,  in  a  mean- 
ing whisper,  that  the  gentlewoman 
within  was  a  good  Lancastrian,  and 
prayed  the  donzell  to  rest  in  her  com- 
pany, till  Master  Warner's  return. 

Sibyll,  accordingly,  after  pressing 
her  father's  hand  without  fear,  for  sho 
had  deemed  the  sole  danger  Adam 
risked  was  from  the  rabble  by  tLt 
way,  followed  Hugh  into  a  fair  chain- 
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ber,  strewed  with  rushes,  where  an 
aged  dame,  of  uoble  air  and  aspect, 
was  employed  at  her  broidery  frame. 
This  gentlewoman,  the  widow  of  a 
nobleman  who  had  fallen  in  the  ser- 
vice of  Henry,  received  her  graciously, 
and  Hugh  then  retired  to  complete 
his  commission.  The  student,  the 
mule,  the  model,  and  the  porter,  pur- 
sued their  way  to  the  entrance  of  that 
part  of  the  gloomy  palace  inhabited 
by  Henry.  Here  they  were  stopped, 
and  Adam,  after  rummaging  long  in 
vain,  for  the  chamberlain's  passport, 
at  last  happily  discovered  it,  pinned 
to  his  sleeve,  by  Sibyll's  forethought. 
On  this  a  gentleman  wis  summoned 
to  inspect  the  order,  and  in  a  few 
moments  Adam  was  conducted  to  the 
presence  of  the  illustrious  prisoner. 

"And  what,"  said  a  subaltern  offi- 
cer, lulling  by  the  archway  of  the 
(now  styled)  "Bloody  Tower,"  hard  by 
the  turret  devoted  to  the  prisoner,* 
and  speaking  to  Adam's  guide,  who 
still  mounted  guard  by  the  model, — 
"  what  may  be  the  precious  burden 
of  which  thou  art  the  convoy!" 

"  Marry,  sir."  said  Hugh,  who  spoke 
in  the  strong  Yorkshire  dialect,  which 
we  are  obliged  to  render  into  intelli- 
gible English — -"  marry,  I  weet  not, 
— it  is  some  curious  puppet-box, 
or  queint  contrivance,  that  Master 
Warner,  whom  they  say  is  a  very  deft 
and  ingenious  personage,  is  permitted 
to  bring  hither  for  the  Lord  Henry's 
Uversion." 

"A  puppet-box!"  said  the  officer, 
with  much  animated  curiosity.  "  'Fore 
the  mass!  that  must  be  a  pleasant 
sight.     Lift  the  lid,  fellow  !" 

"  Please  your  honour,  1  do  not  dare," 
returned  Hugh — "I  but  obey  orders." 

"Obey  mine.  then.  Out  of  the  way!" 
and  the  officer  lif  ed  the  lid  of  the  pan- 
iii' si  with  the  point  of  bi 

within.      He  drew  back,  much 

disappointed— " Holy  mother!"  said 
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he,  "  this  seemeth  more  like  an  inutr 
meut  of  tort  ure,  than  a  juggler's  mern 
device.     It  looks  parlous  ugly  !" 

"  Hush  I"  said  one  of  the  lazy  by 
standers,  with  whom  the  various  gate- 
ways and  courts  of  the  palace-fortress 
were  crowded,  "  hush  ! — thy  cap  and 
thy  knee,  sir !" 

The  officer  started ;  and,  looking 
round,  perceived  a  young  man  of  low 
stature,  followed  by  three  or  fou 
knights  and  nobles,  slowly  approach- 
ing towards  the  arch,  and  every  cap 
in  the  vicinity  was  off,  and  every  knee 
bowed 

The  eye  of  this  young  man  was 
already  bent  with  a  searching  and 
keen  gaze  upon  the  motionless  mule, 
standing  patiently  by  the  Wakefield 
Tower;  and  turning  from  the  mule  to 
the  porter,  the  latter  shrunk,  and  grew 
pale,  at  that  dark,  steady,  penetrating 
eye,  which  seemed  to  pierce  at  once 
into  the  secrets  and  hearts  of  men. 

"Who  may  this  young  lord  be]" 
he  whispered  to  the  officer. 

"  Prince  Richard,  Duke  of  Glou- 
cester, man,"  was  the  answer.  "  Un- 
cover, varlet!" 

"Surely,"  said  the  prince,  pausing 
by  the  gate,  "surely  this  is  no  sump- 
ter-mule,  bearing  provisions  to  the 
Lord  Henry  of  Windsor.  It  would 
be  but  poor  respect  to  that  noble 
person,  whom,  alas  the  day  !  his  grai  e 
the  king  is  unwillingly  compelled  to 
guard  from  the  malicious  designs  of 
and  mischief-seekers,  that  one 
not  bearing  the  king's  livery  should 
attend  to  any  of  the  needful  wants  of 
so  worshipful  a  lord  and  guest  I" 

"My  lord,"  said  the  officer  at  the 
gate,  "one  Master  Adam  Warner  hath 
just,  by  permission,  been  conducted 
to  the  Lord  Henry's  presence,  and 
the  beast  beareth  some  Btrange  and 
grim  looking  device  for  my  lord's 
on." 

s   and    urba- 
nity which  generally  characterised  the 
i  one  and  bearing 
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at  that  time, — which,  in  a  court  so  full 
of  factions  and  intrigues,  made  him 
the  enemy  of  none,  and  seemingly  the 
friend  of  all,  and,  conjoined  with 
abilities  already  universally  acknow- 
ledged, had  given  to  his  very  boyhood 
a  pre-eminence  of  grave  repute  and 
good  opinion,  which,  indeed,  he  re- 
tained, till  the  terrible  circumstances 
connected  with  his  accession  to  the 
throne,  under  the  bloody  name  of 
Richard  the  Third,  roused  all  men's 
hearts  ami  reasons  into  the  persuasion 
that  what  before  had  seemed  virtue 
was  but  dissimulation  ; — this  singular 
sweetness,  we  say,  of  manner  and  voice, 
had  in  it,  nevertheless,  something  that 
imposed,  and  thrilled,  and  awed.  And, 
in  truth,  in  our  common  and  more  vul- 
gar intercourse  with  life,  we  must 
have  observed,  that  where  external 
gentleness  of  bearing  is  accompanied 
by  a  repute  for  iron  will,  determined 
resolution,  and  a  serious,  profound, 
and  all-inquiring  intellect,  it  carries 
with  it  a  m  jesty  wholly  distinct  from 
that  charm  which  is  exercised  by  one 
whose  mildness  of  nature  corresponds 
with  the  outward  humility;  and,  if  it 
does  not  convey  the  notion  of  false- 
ness, bears  the  appearance  of  that 
perfect  self  possession,  that  calm  re- 
pose of  [tower,  which  intimidates  those 
it  influences  far  more  than  the  impe- 
rious port  and  the  loud  voice.  And 
they  who  best  knew  the  duke,  knew 
also  that,  despite  this  general  smooth- 
ness of  mien,  his  temperament  was 
naturally  irritable,  quick,  and  subject 
to  stormy  gusts  of  passion,  the  which 
defects  his  admirers  praised  him  for 
labouring  hard  and  sedulously  to  keep 
in  due  control.  Still,  to  a  keen  ob- 
server, the  constitutional  tendencies 
of  that  nervous  temperament  were 
often  visible,  even  in  his  blandest 
moments — even  when  his  voice  was 
most  musical,  his  smile  most  gracious. 
If  something  stung,  or  excited  him. 
an  uneasy  gnawing  of  the  nether  lip, 
i  fretful  playing  with  his  dagger  draw- 


ing it  up  and  down  from  its  sheath,* 
a  slight  twitching  of  the  muscles  ol 
the  face,  and  a  quiver  of  the  eyelid, 
betokened  the  efforts  he  made  at  self- 
command ;  and  now,  as  his  dark  eyes 
rested  upon  Hugh's  pale  countenance, 
and  then  glanced  upon  the  impassive 
mule,  dozing  quietly  under  the  weight 
of  poor  Adam's  model,  his  hand  me- 
chanically sought  his  dagger-hilt,  and 
his  face  took  a  sinister  and  sombre 
expression. 

"  Thy  name,  friend  ]" 

"Hugh  Withers — please  you,  my 
lord  duke." 

"  Um  !  North  country,  by  thine 
accent.  Dost  thou  serve  this  Master 
Warner  ] " 

"  No,  my  lord,  I  was  only  hired 
with  my  mule  to  carry " 

"Ah!  true!  to  carry  what  thy 
pannier  contains ;  open  it.  Holy 
Paul  !  a  strange  jonglerie  indeed  ! 
This  Master  Adam  Warner,  —  me- 
thinks,  I  have  heard  his  name — a 
learned  man  —  um  —  let  me  see  his 
safe  conduct.  Right — it  is  Lord 
Hastings's  signature."  But  still  the 
prince  held  the  passport,  and  still 
suspiciously  eyed  the  Eureka  and  its 
appliances,  which,  in  their  complicated 
and  native  ugliness  of  doors,  wheels, 
pipes,  and  chimney,  were  exposed  to 
his  view.  At  this  moment  one  of  the 
attendants  of  Henry  descended  the 
stairs  of  the  Wakefield  Tower,  with  a 
request  that  the  model  might  be  car- 
ried up  to  divert  the  prisoner. 

Richard  paused  a  moment,  as  the 
officer  hesitatingly  watched  his  coun- 
tenance before  giving  the  desired  per- 
mission. But  the  prince,  turning  to 
him,  and  smoothing  his  brow,  said 
mildly — "  Certes  !  all  that  can  divert 
the  Lord  Henry  must  he  innocent 
pastime.  And  lam  well  pleased  that 
he  hath  this  cheerful  mood  for  recre- 
ation. It  gainsayetb  those  who  would 
accuse  us  of  rigour  in  his  durance 
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Yes,  this  warrant  is  complete  and 
formal;"  and  t lie  prince  returned 
the  passport  to  the  otliecr,  and  walked 
slowly  on  tkrough  that  gloomy  arch 
evermore  associated  with  Richard  of 
Gloucester's  memory,  and  beneath 
the  very  room  in  which  our  belief  yet 
holds  that  the  infant  sons  of  Edward 
IV.  breathed  their  last;  still  as 
Gloucester  moved,  he  turned  and 
turned,  and  kept  his  eye  furtively 
fixed  upon  the  porter. 

"  Lovell,"  he  said,  to  one  of  the 
gentlemen  who  attended  him,  and 
who  was  among  the  few  admitted  to 
his  more  peculiar  intimacy — "  that 
man  is  of  the  north." 

"  Well,  my  lord  1 " 

"  The  north  was  always  well  affected 
to  the  Lancastrians.  Master  Warner 
hath  been  accused  of  witchcraft, 
Marry,  I  should  like  to  see  his  device 
—  urn,  Master  Catesby,  come  hither — 
approach,  sir.  Go  back,  and  the 
instant  Adam  Warner  and  his  con- 
trivance are  dismissed — bring  them 
both  to  me  in  the  king's  chamber. 
Thou  understandest  !  We  too  would 
see  his  device — and  let  neither  man 
nor  mechanical,  when  once  they  re  ap- 
pear, out  of  thine  eye's  reach.  For 
divers  and  subtle  are  the  contrivances 
of  treasonable  men  !  " 

Catesby  bowed,  and  Richard,  with- 
out speaking  further,  took  his  way  to 
the  royal  apartments,  which  laj  be- 
yond the  White  rower,  towards  the 
river,  and  are  long  since  demolished. 

Meanwhile  the  porter,  with  the  aid 
of  one  of  the  attendants,  had 
the  model  into  the  chamber  of  the 
captive.  Henry,  attired  in  a 
loose  robe,  was  pacing  tire  room  with 
1  glow  step,  and  his  head  sunk  on  his 
bosom, — while  Adam,  with  much  ani- 
mation, was  enlarging  on  the  wonders 
of  the   contrivance    he    was    about     to 

show  him.  Tin:  chamber  waH  com- 
modious,  and  furnished  with  sufficient 
attention  to  the  state  and  dignity  of 
the   prisoner;    for    Edward,   though 


savage  and  relentless  when  his  bloo 
was  up,  never  descended  into  the  coo 
and  continuous  cruelly  of  detail. 

The  chamber  may  yet  be  seen  ;  its 
shape  a  spacious  octagon;  but  the 
walls,  now  rude  and  bare,  were  then 
painted  and  blazoned  with  scenes 
from  the  Old  Testament  The  door 
opened  buicath  the  pointed  arch  in 
the  central  side,  (not  where  it  now 
does,)  giving  entrance  from  a  small 
ante-room,  in  which  the  visitor  now 
beholds  the  receptacle  for  old  rolls 
and  papers.  At  the  right,  on  enter 
ing,  where  now,  if  our  memory  mis- 
take not,  is  placed  a  press,  stood  the 
bed,  quaintly  carved,  and  with  hang- 
ings of  damascene.  At  the  farther 
end,  the  deep  recess  which  faced  the 
ancient  door  was  fitted  up  as  a  kind 
of  oratory.  And  there,  were  to  be 
seen,  besides  the  crucifix  and  the 
mass-book,  a  profusion  of  small  vessels 
of  gold  and  crystal,  containing  the 
relics,  supposed  or  real,  of  Saint  and 
Martyr,  treasures  which  the  deposed 
king  had  collected  in  his  palmier 
days,  at  a  sum  that,  in  the  minds  of 
his  followers,  had  been  better  be- 
stowed on  arms  and  war-steeds.  A 
young  man  named  Allerton — one  of 
the  three  gentlemen  personally  at- 
tached to  Henry,  to  whom  Edward 
had  permitted  general  access,  and 
who  in  fact  lodged  in  ether  apart- 
ments of  the  Wakefield  Tower,  ;if  ' 
mighl  be  said  to  share  his  capt.ivjty— 

ited  before  a  table,  and  follow- 
ing the  steps  of  his  musing  master, 
with  earnest  and  watchful  eyes. 

One  of  the  small  spaniels  employed 
in  springing  game — for  Henry,  de- 
spite his  mildness,  had  been  fond  of 
all  the  sports  of  the  field — lay  curled 
round  on  the  floor,  but  started  up, 
with  a  shrill  bark,  at  the  entrance  of 
tie-  he  iri  r  of  i  be  model,  while   a     tar- 

ling,  in  a  cage,  by  the  window,  seem- 
lighted  at  the  disturbance,  flap- 
ped his  wings,  and  screamed  out ,  "  Had 
men  !     Bad  world  '     Pooi  Henry  : " 
u  2 
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The  captive  paused  at  that  cry,  and 
a  sad  and  patient  smile  of  inexpressi- 
ble melancholy  and  sweetness  hovered 
over  his  lips.  Henry  still  retained 
much  of  the  personal  comeliness  he 
possessed  at  the  time  when  Margaret 
of  Anjou,  the  theme  of  minstrel  and 
minne-singer,  left  her  native  court  of 
poets,  for  the  fatal  throne  of  England. 
But  beauty,  usually  so  popular  and 
precious  a  gift  to  kings,  was  not  in 
him  of  that  order  which  commanded 
the  eye  and  moved  the  admiration  of 
a  turbulent  people  and  a  haughty 
chivalry.  The  features,  if  regular, 
were  small ;  their  expression  meek 
and  timid ;  the  form,  though  tall,  was 
not  firm-knit  and  muscular ;  the  lower 
limbs  were  too  thin,  the  body  had  too 
much  flesh,  the  delicate  hands  be- 
trayed the  sickly  paleness  of  feeble 
health  ;  there  was  a  dreamy  vagueness 
in  the  clear  soft  blue  eyes,  and  a  list- 
less absence  of  all  energy  in  the  habi- 
tual bend,  the  slow,  heavy,  sauntering 
tread — all  about  that  benevolent  as- 
pect, that  soft  voice,  that  resigned 
mien,  and  gentle  manner,  spoke  the 
exquisite  unresisting  goodness,  which 
provoked  the  lewd  to  taunt,  the  hardy 
to  despise,  the  insolent  to  rebel: — for 
the  foes  of  a  king  in  stormy  times  are 
often  less  his  vices  than  his  virtues. 

"  And  now,  good  my  lord,"  said 
Adam,  hastening,  with  eager  hands, 
to  assist  the  bearer  in  depositing  the 
model  on  the  table— "now  will  I  ex- 
plain to  you  the  contrivance,  which  it 
hath  cost  me  long  years  of  patient  toil 
to  shape  from  thought  into  this  iron 
form." 

"  But  first,"  said  Allerton,  "were it 
not  well  that  these  good  people  with- 
drew] A  contriver  likes  not  others 
to  learn  his  secret  ere  the  time  hath 
tome  to  reap  its  profits." 

"Surely — surely!"  said  Adam,  and 
alarmed  at  the  idea  thus  9uggesti  d,  he 
threw  the  folds  of  his  gown  over  the 
model. 

The  attendant  bowed  and  retired  ; 


Hugh  followed  him,  but  not  till  he 
had  exchanged  a  significant  look  with 
Allerton. 

As  soon  as  the  rocm  was  left  cleai 
to  Adam,  the  captive,  and  Master 
Allerton, — the  last  rose,  and  looking 
hastily  round  the  chamber,  approached 
the  mechanician.  "  Quick,  sir !  "  said 
he,  in  a  whisper,  "  we  are  not  often 
left  without  witnesses." 

"  Verily,"  said  Adam,  who  had  now 
forgotten  kings  and  stratagems,  plots 
and  counterplots,  and  was  all-absorbed 
in  his  invention,  "  verily,  young  man, 
hurry  not  in  this  fashion — I  am  about 
to  begin.  Know,  my  lord,"  and  he 
turned  to  Henry,  who,  with  an  indo- 
lent, dreamy  gaze,  stood  contemplating 
the  Eureka, — "  know  that,  more  than 
a  hundred  years  before  the  Christian 
era,  one  Hero,  an  Alexandrian,  disco- 
vered the  force  produced  by  the  vapour 
begot  by  heat  on  water.  That  this, 
power  was  not  unknown  to  the  ancient 
sages — witness  the  contrivances,  not 
otherwise  to  be  accounted  for,  of  the 
heathen  oracles ;  but  to  our  great 
countryman  and  predecessor,  Roger 
Bacon,  who  first  suggested  that  vehi- 
cles might  be  drawn  without  steeds  or 
steers,  and  ships  might " 

"  .Marry,  sir,"  interrupted  Allerton, 
with  great  impatience,  "  it  is  not  to 
prate  to  us  of  such  trivial  fables  of 
Man,  or  such  wanton  sports  of  the 
Foul  Fiend,  that  thou  hast  risked 
limb  and  life.  Time  is  pr-eious.  I 
have  been  prevised  that  thou  hast  let- 
ters for  King  Henry ;  produce  them 
— quick  ! " 

A  deep  glow  of  indignation  had 
overspread  the  Enthusiast's  face  at  the 
commencement  of  this  address;  but 
the  close  reminded  him,  in  truth,  of 
his  errand. 

"  Hot  youth,"  said  he,  with  dignity, 
"a  future  age  may  judge  differently 
of  what  thou  deemest  trivial  fables, 
and  may  rate  high  this  poor  invention 
when  the  brawls  of  York  and  Lancas 
ter  are  forgotten." 
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"  Hear  him,"  said  Henry,  with  a 
soft  smile,  and  laying  his  hand  on  the 
shoulder  of  the  young  man,  who  was 
about  to  utter  a  passionate  and  scorn- 
ful retort — ••  Hear  him,  sir.  Have  I 
jot  often  and  ever  said  this  same 
thing  to  thee?  We  children  of  a  day 
imagine  our  contests  are  the  sole 
things  that  move  the  world.  Alack  ! 
our  fathers  thought  the  same;  and 
ihey  and  their  turmoils  sleep  forgot- 
ten !  Nay,  Master  Warner,"— for  here 
Adam,  poor  man,  awed  by  Henry's 
mildness  into  shame  at  his  discour- 
teous vaunting,  began  to  apologise, — 
'■  nay,  sir,  nay— thou  art  right  to  con- 
temn our  bloody  and  futile  struggles 
for  a  crown  of  thorns  ;  for 

■  Kingdoms  are  but  cares, 
State  i>  devoid  >>f  stay  ; 
Riclies  are  ready  snares, 
And  hasten  to  decay.'  * 

And  yet,  sir,  believe  me,  thou  hast  no 
cause  for  vain  glory  in  thine  own  craft 
and  labours ;  for  to.  wit  and  to  lere 
there  are  the  same  vanity  and  vexa- 
tion of  spirit  as  to  war  and  empire. 
Only.  ( )  would-be  wise  man,  only  when 
wo  muse  ou  Heaven  do  our  souls 
ascend  from  the  Fowler's  snare!  " 

"  My  saint  like  liege,"  said  Allerton, 
bowing  low,  and  with  tear.-  in  his  eyes, 
"thinkesl  thou  not  that  thy  very  dis- 
dain of  thy  rights  makes  thee  more 
worthy  of  them  ?  If  not  for  thine,  for 
thy  son's  sake  —  remember  that  the 
usurper  sits  on  the  throne  of  'he  con- 
queror of  Agincourt! — Sir  Clerk,  the 
letters." 

Adam,  already  anxious  to  retrieve 
the  error  of  his  first  forgetfulness, 
here,  after  a  moment's  struggle  for 
the  necessary  remembrance,  drew  the 
papers  from  the  labyrinthine  recep- 
tacle   which    concealed    them ;    and 

*  Lines  ascribed  to  H'-nry  VI.,  with  com- 
■lL-ii. i  .tum  •«  aa  a  prattle  verse,"  by  Sir  John 
Harrington,  in  the  Nugoe  Antiqnx.  They 
ire  also  given,  with  little  alteration,  to  the 
unhappy  king  bj  Ba  dwin,  in  bit*  ', 
Kiiu-  Henry  VI. 


Henry  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy, 
as,  after  cutting  the  silk,  his  eye 
glanced  over  the  writing — 

"My  Margaret!  my  wife!"  Pre- 
sently be  grew  pale,  and  his  bands 
trembled !  "  Saints  defend  her  !— 
Saints  defend  Iter !  She  is  here,  dis- 
guised, in  London !" 

"  Margaret !  our  hero-queen  !  the 
manlike  woman!"  exclaimed  Aller- 
ton, clasping  his  hands — "  Then  be 
sure  that— — "  He  stopped,  and 
abruptly  taking  Adam's  arm,  drew 
him  aside,  while  Henry  continued  to 
read — "  Master  Warner,  we  may  trust 
thee — thou  art  one  of  us — thou  art 
sent  here,  I  know,  by  Robin  of  Redes- 
dale — we  may  trust  thee  ?" 

"  Young  sir,"  replied  the  philoso- 
pher, gravely,  "  the  fears  and  hopes 
of  power  are  not  amidst  the  uneasier 
passions  of  the  student's  mind.  I 
pledged  myself  but  to  bear  these 
papers  hither,  and  to  return  with 
what  may  be  sent  back." 

"  But  thou  didst  this  for  love  of  the 
cause,  the  truth,  and  the  right?" 

"I  did  it  partly  from  Hilyard's 
tale  of  wrong — but  partly,  also,  for 
the  gold,"  answered  Adam,  simply  ; 
and  his  noble  air,  his  high  brow,  the 
serene  calm  of  his  features,  so  con- 
trasted the  meanness  implied  in  the 
latter  words  of  his  confession,  that 
Allerton  stared  at  him  amazed,  and 
without  reply. 

Meanwhile  Henry  had  concluded 
the  letter,  and  with  a  heavy  sigh 
glanced  over  the  papers  that  accom- 
panied it. 

'•'Alack!  alack!  more  turbul.nce, 
more  danger,  and  disquiet — more  of 
my  people's  blood  !  "  He  motioned 
to  the  young  man,  and  drawing  him 
to  the  window,  while  Adam  returned 
to  his  model,  put  the  papers  in  his 
hand.  "  Allerton,"  he  said,  "  thou 
loves!  me,  but  thou  art  one  of  the  few 
in  this  distraught  land  who  love  also 
God.  Thou  art  not  one  of  the  war- 
rior.-, the  men  of  steel.       'onnsel  r  e. 
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See —  Margaret  demands  my  signature 
to  the~e  papers  ;  tlie  one,  empowering 
and  craving  the  levy  of  men  and  arms 
in  the  northern  counties;  the  other, 
promising  free  pardon  to  all  who  will 
desert  Edward  ;  the  third, — itseemeth 
to  me  more  strange  and  less  kinglike 
than  the  others,  —  undertaking  to 
abolish  all  the  imposts  and  all  the 
laws  that  press  upon  the  commons, 
and  (is  this  a  holy  and  pious  stipula- 
tion]) to  inquire  into  the  exactions 
and  persecutions  of  the  priesthood  of 
our  Holy  Church  !  " 

"  Sire  !  "  said  the  young  man,  after 
he  had  hastily  perused  the  papers, 
"  my  Lady  Liege  showeth  good  argu- 
ment for  your  assent  to  two,  at  least, 
of  these  undertakings.  See  the  names 
of  fifty  gentlemen  ready  to  take  arms 
in  your  cause  if  authorised  by  y  ur 
royal  warrant.  The  men  of  the  North 
are  malcontent  with  the  usurper,  but 
they  will  not  yet  stir,  unless  at  your 
own  command.  Such  documents  will, 
ofcourse.be  used  with  discretion,  and 
not  to  imperil  your  grace's  safety." 

"My  safely!"  said  Henry,  with  a 
flash  of  his  father's  hero-soul  in  his 
eyes — "of  tltat  I  think  not!  If  1 
have  small  courage  to  attack,  I  have 
some  fortitude  to  bear !  But,  three 
months  after  these  he  signed,  how 
many  brave  hearts  will  be  still ! — how- 
many  stout  hands  be  dust !  0  Mar- 
garet !  Margaret .'  why  tern ptest  thou  '! 
Wert  thou  so  happy  when  a  queen  !" 

The  prisoner  brokj  from  Allerton's 
arm,  and  walked,  in  great  disorder 
and  irresolution,  to  and  fro  the  cham- 
ber ;  and  strange  it  was  to  see  the 
contrast  between  himself  and  Warner 
— both,  in  so  much  alike — both  so 
purely  creatures  out  of  the  common 
world,  so  gentle  —abstract — so  utterly 
living, in  the  life  apart:  and  now,  the 
student  so  calm,  the  prince  so  dis- 
turbed'! 'I  he  contrast  struck  Henry 
himself!  He  paused  abruptly,  and, 
folding  his  arms,  contemplated  the 
philosopher,  as  with    an  affectionate 


complacency,  Adam  played  and  toyed, 
as  it  were,  with  his  beloved  model, 
now  opening  and  shutting  again  its 
doors — now  brushing  away  with  his 
sleeve  some  particles  of  dust  that  had 
settled  on  it  —  now  retiring  a  few 
paces  to  gaze  the  better  on  its  stern 
symmetry. 

"Oh,  my  Allerton!"  cried  Henry, 
"  behold  !  the  kingdom  a  man  makes 
out  of  his  own  mind  is  the  only  one 
that  it  delighteth  mat  to  govern ! 
Behold,  he  is  lord  over  its  springs 
and  movements,  its  w  ieels  revolve 
and  stop  at  his  bidding  Here, 
here,  alone,  God  neve  asketh  the 
ruler — '  Why  was  the  blood  of  thou- 
sands poured  forth  like  ivater,  that  a 
worm  might  wear  a  crown  J" 

"  Sire,"  said  Allert  >n,  solemnly, 
"when  our  Heavenly  King  appoints 
his  anointed  representative  on  earth, 
he  gives  to  that  human  delegate  no 
power  to  resign  the  amhassade  and 
trust.  What  suicide  is  to  a  man,  ab- 
dication is  to  a  king !  How  canst 
thou  dispose  of  thy  son's  rights? 
And  what  l>e:ome  of  those  rights,  if 
thou  wilt  prefer  for  him  the  exile — 
for  thyself,  the  prison,  — when  one 
effort  may  restoie  a  throne  !  " 

Henry  seemed  struck  by  a  tone  of 
argument,  that  suited  both  his  own 
mind  and  the  reasoning  of  the  age. 
He  uazed  a  moment  on  the  face  of  the 
young  man,  muttered  to  himself,  and 
suddenly  moving  to  the  table,  signed 
the  papers,  and  restored  them  to 
Adam,  who  mechanically  replaced 
them  in  their  iron  hiding-place  : — 

"  Now  begone,  sir!  "  whispered  Al- 
lerton.  afraid  that  Henry's  mind  might 
again  change. 

"  Will  not  my  lord  examine  the 
engine  ]"  asked  Warner  half-beseech- 
ingly, 

"  Not  to-day !  See,  he  has  al- 
ready retired  to  his  oratory — he  is 
in  prayer ! "  and,  going  to  the  door, 
Allerton  summoned  the  attendants  in 
waiting  to  carry  down  the  model. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


103 


"  Well,  «ell — patience,   patience —    from  the  room,  his  eyes  fired   upon 
ihou  shalt   have    thine    audience   at    the  neglected  infant  of  his  brain, 
last,"  muttered  Adam,  as  he  retired  J 


CHAPTER  VI. 


HOW,    ON    LEAVING    KING    LOG,    FOOLISH    WISDOM    RONS    AMUCK    ON    KINO    STOEK. 


At  the  outer  door  of  the  Tower  by 
which  he  had  entered,  the  philoso- 
pher was  accosted  by  Catesby — a  man 
who,  in  imitation  of  his  young  patron, 
exhibited  the  soft  and  oily  manner 
which  concealed  intense  ambition  and 
innate  ferocity. 

"  Worshipful,  my  master,"  said  he. 
bowing  low,  but  with  a  half  sneer  on 
his  lips,  "  the  king  and  his  Highness 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester  have  heard 
much  of  your  strange  skill,  and  com- 
mand me  to  load  you  to  their  pre- 
sence. Follow,  sir,  and  you,  mymen, 
convey  this  quaint,  contrivance  to  the 
kind's  apartments." 

With  this,  not  waiting  for  any  re- 
pl.,  Catesby  strode  on.  Hugh's  face 
fell — he  turned  very  pale,  and,  imagin- 
ing himself  unobserved,  turned  round 
to  slink  away.  But  Catesby,  who 
seemed  to  have  eyes  at  the  back  of 
his  bead,  called  out,  in  a  mild  tone, 

"  <;< >ud    fellow,    help   to    bear    the 

mechanical — you  too  maybe  needed." 

-wounds'"  muttered  Hugh, 

''  an'  1  had  but  known  whal  it  was  to 
set  my  foot  in  a  kind's  palace  !  Such 
walking  may  do  for  the  silken-shoon, 
but  the  hobnail  always  gets  into  a 
hobble."  With  that,  affecting  a  cheer- 
ful mien,  he  helped  to  replace  the 
model  on  the  mule. 

Meanwhile,  Adam  elated,  poor  man ! 
at  the  flattery  of  the  royal  mand  kte, 
persuaded  thai  hi-  tame  had  reached 
Edward's  ears,  and  chafed  al  the  little 
heed  paid  by  the  pious  Henry  to  his  I 
irork,  .-talked  on,  bis  head  in 
the  air    "  Verily,"  mused  the  Student, 


"  King  Edward  may  have  been  a  cruel 
youth,  and  over  hasty  ;  it  is  horrible 
to  think  of  Robin  Hilyard's  calami- 
ties! But  men  do  say  he  hath  an 
acute  and  masterly  comprehension. 
Doubtless,  he  will  perceive  at  a  glance 
how  much  I  can  advantage  his  king- 
dom." With  this,  we  grieve  to  say, 
selfish  reflection,  which  if  the  thought 
of  his  model  could  have  slept  awhile, 
Adam  would  have  blushed  to  recall, 
as  an  affront  to  Hilyard's  wrongs,  the 
philosopher  followed  Catesby  across 
the  spacious  yard,  along  a  narrow 
passage,  and  up  a  winding  turret-stair, 
to  a  room  in  the  third  story,  which 
opened  at  one  door  into  the  king's 
closet,  at  the  other  into  the  spacious 
gallery,  which  was  already  a  feature  in 
the  plan  of  the  more  princely  houses. 
In  another  minute  Adam  and  his 
model  were  in  the  presence  of  the 
king.  The  part  of  the  room  in  which 
Edward  sate  was  distinguished  from 
the  rest  by  a  small  eastern  carpet  on 
the  floor  (a  luxury  more  in  use  in  the 
palaces  of  that  day,  than  it  appears  to 
have  been  a  century  later)  ;*  a  table 
was  set  before  him,  on  which  th< 
model  was  placed.  At  his  right  hand 
sat  Jacquetta  Duchess  of  Bedford,  the 
mother ;  at  his  left,  Prince 
Richard.  The  duchess,  though  not 
without  the  remains  of  beauty,  had  a 
stern,  haughty,  scornful  expression, 
in  her  sharp  aquiline  features,  com- 
lips,  and  imperious  eye.      The 


*  Srettie  Narrative  of  tile  Lol  il  Grautliu-te, 

before  referred  to. 
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paleness  of  her  complexion,  and  the 
care-worn  anxious  lines  of  her  coun- 
tenance, were  ascribed  by  the  vulgar 
to  studies  of  no  holy  cast.  Her  repu- 
tation for  sorcery  and  witchcraft  was 
daily  increasing,  and  served  well  the 
purpose  of  the  discontented  barons, 
whom  the  rise  of  her  children  morti- 
fied and  enraged. 

"  Approach,  Master What  say 

you  his  name  is,  Richard  1" 

"  Adam  Warner,"  replied  the  sweet 
voice  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  "  of 
excellent  skill  in  the  mathematics." 

"  Approach,  sir,  and  show  us  the 
nature  of  this  rotable  invention." 

"  I  desire  nothing  better,  my  lord 
king,"  said  Adam,  boldly.  "  But  first, 
let  me  crave  a  small  modicum  of  fuel. 
Fire,  which  is  the  life  of  the  world,  as 
the  wise  of  old  held  it,  is  also  the  soul 
of  this— my  mechanical." 

"  Peradventure,"  whispered  the 
duchess,  "  the  wizard  desireth  to  con- 
sume us !" 

"  More  likely,"  replied  Richard,  in 
the  same  under  tone,  "  to  consume 
whatever  of  treasonable  nature  may 
lurk  concealed  in  his  engine." 

"  True,"  said  Edward,  and  then, 
speaking  aloud,  "  Master  Warner," 
he  added,  "  put  thy  puppet  to  its 
purpose — without  fire; — we  will  it." 

"  It  is  impossible,  my  lord,"  said 
Adam,  with  a  lofty  smile.  "  Science 
and  nature  are  more  powerful  than  a 
king's  word." 

"  Do  not  say  that  in  public,  my 
friend,"  said  Edward,  drily,  "or  we 
must  hang  thee  !  I  would  not  my 
subjects  were  told  anything  so  trea- 
sonable. Howbeit,  to  give  thee  no 
excuse  in  failure,  thou  shalt  have 
what  thou  needest." 

"  But  surely  not  in  our  presence," 
exclaimed  the  duchess.  "  This  may 
be  a  device  of  the  Lancasterians  for 
our  perdition." 

"  As  you  please,  belle  mere,"  said 
Edward,  and  he  motioned  to  a  gen- 
tleman, who  stood  a  few  i«««»  behind 


his  chair,  and  who,  from  the  entrance 
of  the  mechanician,  had  seemed  to 
observe  him  with  intense  interest. 
"Master  Nevile,  attend  this  wise 
man  ;  supply  his  wants,  and  hark,  in 
thy  ear,  watch  well  that  he  abstract 
nothing  from  the  womb  of  his  engine 
— observe  what  he  doeth — be  all  eyes." 
Marmaduke  bowed  low  to  conceal  his 
change  of  countenance,  and,  stepping 
forward,  made  a  sign  to  Adam  to 
follow  him. 

"  Go  also,  Catesby,"  said  Richard  to 
his  follower,  who  had  taken  his  post 
near  him,  "  and  clear  the  chamber." 

As  soon  as  the  three  members  of 
the  royal  family  were  left  alone,  the 
king,  stretching  himself,  with  a  slight 
yawn,  observed,  "  This  man  looks  not 
like  a  conspirator,  brother  Richard, 
though  his  sententiaiy  as  to  nature 
and  science  lacked  loyalty  and  re- 
spect." 

"  Sire  and  brother,"  answered  Rich- 
ard, "  great  leaders  often  dupe  their 
own  tools ;  at  least,  meseemeth  that 
they  would  reason  well  so  to  do.  Re- 
member, L  have  told  thee,  that  there  is 
strong  cause  to  suppose  Margaret  to 
be  in  London.  In  the  suburbs  of  the 
city  has  also  appeared,  within  the  last 
few  weeks,  that  strange  and  danger- 
ous person,  whose  very  objects  are  a 
mystery,  save  that  he  is  our  foe, — 
Robin  of  Redesdale.  The  men  of  the 
north  have  exhibited  a  spirit  of  insur 
rection ;  a  man  of  that  country  attends 
this  reputed  wizard,  and  he  himself 
was  favoured  in  past  times  by  Henry 
of  Windsor.  These  are  ominous  signs 
when  the  conjunctions  be  considered ! " 

"  It  is  well  said  ;  but  a  fair  day  for 
breathing  our  palfreys  is  half  spent!" 
returned  the  indolent  Prince.  "  By'r 
lady  !  I  like  the  fashion  of  thy  super- 
tunic  well,  Richard;  but  thou  hast  it 
too  much  puffed  over  the  shoulders." 

Richard's  dark  eyeshot  fire,  and  he 
gnawed  his  lip  as  he  answered  — 
"  God  hath  not  given  to  me  the  fair 
shape  of  uiy  kinsmen  I " 
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"  Thy  pardon,  dear  boy,"  said  Ed- 
ward, kindly  ;  "yet  little  needest  thou 
our  broad  backs  and  strong  sinews, 
for  thou  hast  a  tongue  to  charm 
women,  and  a  wit  to  command  men." 
Richard  bowed  his  face,  little  less 
beautiful  than  his  brother's,  though 
'  wholly  different  from  it  in  feature,  for 
Edward  had  the  long  oval  countenance, 
the  fair  hair,  the  rich  colouring,  and 
the  large  outline  of  his  mother,  the 
Rose  of  Baby.  Richard,  on  the  con- 
trary, had  the  short  face,  the  dark 
brown  locks,  and  the  pale  olive  com- 
plexion of  his  father,  whom  he  alone 
of  the  royal  brothers  strikingly  resem- 
bled.* The  cheeks,  too,  were  some- 
what sunken,  and  already,  though 
scarcely  past  childhood,  about  his  lips 
were  seen  the  lines  of  thoughtful  man- 
hood. But  then  those  small  features, 
delicately  aequiline,  were  so  regular 
— that  dark  eye  was  so  deep,  so  fa- 
thomless in  its  bright  musing  intelli- 
gence— that  quivering  lip  was  at  once 
so  beautifully  formed  and  so  expres- 
sive of  intellectual  subtlety  and 
haughty  will — and  that  pale  forehead 
was  so  massive,  high,  and  majestic, 
that  when,  at  a  later  period,  the  Scot- 
tish prelate  t  commended  Richard's 
'  princely  countenance,'  the  compli- 
ment was  not  one  to  be  disputed, 
much  less  contemned.  But  now  as 
he  rose,  obedient  to  a  whisper  from 
the  duchess,  and  followed  her  to  the 

*  Pol  Virg.  544. 
t  Archibald  Quhitlaw. — '•  Faciem  tuam 
buntim >  imperio  principatll  dignam  inspicit, 
quain  moralie  et  heroica,  virtus  lllustrat," 
<fec. — We  need  scarcely  observe  that  even  a 
Scotchman  would   not    have  risked  a  public 

compliment  to  Richard's  face,  if  bo  inappro- 
priate u  to  teem  a  sarcasm,  especially  as 
the  orator  Immediately  proceeds  to  notice 
the  thortneM  of  Richard's  stature— a  com- 
ment nut  likely  to  have  been  peculiarly  ac- 
ceptable. In  the  ltnus  Hull,  the  portrait 
of  Richard  represents  him  as  und  raized, 
but  compactly  and  strongl)  built,  and  with 
out  any  situ  of  deformity  unless  the  in- 
elcvant  defect  of  a  short  neck  can  be  so 
•  ailed 


window,  while  Edward  appeared  en- 
gaged in  admiring  the  shape  of  his 
own  long  upturned  shoes,  those  defects 
in  his  shape  which  the  popular  hatred 
and  the  rise  of  the  House  of  Tudor 
exaggerated  into  the  absolute  de- 
formity, that  the  unexaniining  igno- 
rance of  modern  days,  and  Shakspere's 
fiery  tragedy,  have  fixed  into  esta- 
blished caricature,  were  sufficiently 
apparent.  Deformed  or  hunchbacked 
we  need  scarcely  say  he  was  not,  for 
no  man  so  disfigured  could  have  pos- 
sessed that  great  personal  strength 
which  he  invariably  exhibited  in 
battle,  despite  the  comparative  slight- 
ness  of  his  frame.  He  was  consider- 
ably below  the  ordinary  height,  which 
the  great  stature  of  his  brother  ren- 
dered yet  more  disadvantageous  by 
contrast,  but  his  lower  limbs  were 
strong-jointed  and  muscular.  Though 
the  back  was  not  curved,  yet  one 
shoulder  was  slightly  higher  than 
the  other,  which  was  the  more  observ- 
able from  the  evident  pains  that  he 
took  to  disguise  it,  and  the  gorgeous 
splendour,  savouring  of  personal  cox- 
combry,—from  which  no  Plantagenet 
was  ever  free,-" — that  he  exhibited  in 
his  dress.  And  as,  in  a  warlike  age, 
the  physical  conformation  of  men  is 
always  critically  regarded,  so  this  de- 
fect, and  that  of  his  low  stature,  were 
not  so  much  redeemed  as  they  would 
be  in  our  day  by  the  beauty  and  in- 
telligence of  his  face.  A  tided  to  this, 
his  neck  was  short,  and  a  habit,  of 
bending  his  head  on  his  bosom, 
(arising  either  from  thought  or  the 
affectation  of  humility,  which  was  a 
part  of  his  character,)  made  it  seem 
shorter  still.  But  this  peculiarity, 
while  taking  from  the  grace,  added 
to  the  strength  of  his  frame,  which, 
spare,  Binewy,  and  compact,  showed 
I  to  an  observer  that  power  of  endur- 
ance—  that  combination  of  solid  Ktulw 
bornness  and  active  energy,  which,  at 
the  battle  of  Rarnet,  made  him  no 
les,s  formidable  to  encounter  than  ihg 
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ruthless    sword   of   the    mighty  Ed- 
ward. 

"  So,  prince,"  said  the  duchess, 
"  this  new  gentleman  of  the  king's  is, 
it  seems,  a  Nevile.  When  will  Ed- 
ward's high  spirit  cast  off  that  hateful 
yoke?" 

Richard  sighed  and  shook  his  head. 
The  duchess,  encouraged  by  these 
signs  of  sympathy,  continued — 

"  Your  brother  Clarence,  Prince 
Richard,  despises  us,  to  cringe  to  the 
proud  earl.     But  you " 

"  I  am  not  suitor  to  the  Lady  Isabel ; 
Clarence  is  over  lavish,  and  Isabel  has 
a  fair  face  and  a  queenly  dowry." 

"  May  I  perish,"  said  the  duchess, 
"  ere  Warwick's  daughter  wears  the 
baudekin  of  royalty,  and  sits  in  as 
high  a  state  as  the  queen's  mother ! 
Prince,  I  would  fain  confer  with  thee; 
we  have  a  project  to  abase  and  banish 
this  hateful  lord.  If  you  but  join 
us,  success  is  sure.  The  Count  of 
Charolois " 

•'  Dear  lady,"  interrupted  Richard, 
with  an  air  of  profound  humility,  "tell 
me  nothing  of  plot  or  project ;  my 
years  are  too  few  for  such  high  and 
subtle  policy  ;  and  the  Lord  Warwick 
hath  been  a  leal  friend  to  our  House 
of  York." 

The  duchess  bit  her  lip—"  Yet  I 
have  heard  you  tell  Edward  that  a 
subject  can  be  too  powerful?" 

"  Never,  lady !  you  have  never 
heard  me." 

"  Then  Edward  has  told  Elizabeth 
that  you  so  spoke." 

"Ah!"  said  Richard,  turning  away 
with  a  smile;  "I  see  that  the  king's 
conscience  hath  a  discreet  keeper. 
Pardon  me.  Edward,  now  that  he 
hath  sufficiently  surveyed  his  shoon, 
must  marvel  at  this  prolonged  col- 
loquy.    And  sec,  the  door  opens." 

With  this,  the  duke  slowly  moved 
to  the  table,  and  resumed  his  seat. 

Marmaduke,  full  of  fe.ir  for  his 
ancient  host,  had  in  vain  sought  an 
opportunity  to  address  a  few  words  of 


exhortation  to  him  to  forbear  all  ne- 
cromancy, and  to  abstain  from  all 
perilous  distinctions  between  the 
power  of  Edward  IV.  and  that  of  his 
damnable  Nature  and  Science  ;  but 
Catesby  watched  him  with  so  feline  a 
vigilance,  that  he  was  unable  to  slip 
in  more  than — "  Ah,  Master  Warner, 
for  our  blessed  Lord's  sake,  recollect 
that  rack  and  cord  are  more  than 
mere  words  here  !  "  To  the  which 
pleasant  remark,  Adam,  then  busy  in 
filling  his  miniature  boiler,  011I3 
replied  by  a  wistful  stare,  not  in  the 
least  recognising  the  Nevile  in  his 
fine  attire,  and  the  new-fashioned 
mode  of  dressing  his  long  hair. 

But  Catesby  watched  in  vain  for 
the  abstraction  of  any  treasonable 
contents  in  the  engine,  which  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester  had  so  shrewdly 
suspected.  The  truth  must  be  told. 
Adam  had  entirely  forgotten  that  in 
the  intricacies  of  his  mechanical 
lurked  the  papers  that  might  over- 
throw a  throne !  Magnificent  Incar- 
nation was  he  (in  that  oblivion)  of 
Science  itself,  which  cares  not  a  jot 
for  men  and  nations,  in  their  ephe- 
meral existences ;  which  only  remem- 
bers things — things  that  endure  for 
ages ;  and  in  its  stupendous  calcula- 
tions loses  sight  of  the  unit  of  a  gene- 
ration !  No — he  had  thoroughly  for- 
gotten Henry,  Edward,  his  o«n  limbs 
and  life — not  only  York  and  Lan- 
caster, but  Adam  Warner  and  the 
rack.  Grand  in  his  forgetful ness,  ho 
stood  before  the  tiger  and  the  tiger- 
cat — Edward  and  Richard— A  Pure 
Thought — a  Man's  Soul;  Science 
fearless  in  the  presence  of  Cruelty, 
Tyranny,  Craft,  and  Power. 
•  In  truth,  now  that  Adam  was 
thoroughly  in  his  own  sphere — was  in 
the  domain  of  which  he  was  king,  and 
those  beings  in  velvet  and  ermine 
were  but  as  ignorant  savages  admitted 
to  the  frontier  of  his  realm,  his  form 
seemed  to  dilate  into  a  majesty  the 
beholders  had  not  before  recognised. 


Till:  LAST  01"  riifii  BARONS. 


](»7 


Ami  even  the  la/y  Edward  muttered, 

involuntarily — "  By  my  halidame,  the 
man  has  a  noble  presence !  " 

"  1  am  prepared  now,  sire,"  said 
A<1  mi,  loftily,  "  Jo  show  to  my  king 
and  to  his  court,  that,  unnoticed  and 
obscure,  in  study  and  retreat,  often 
live  those  men  whom  kings  may  be 
proud  to  call  their  subjects.  Will  it 
you,  my  lords,  this  way  !  "  and 
he  motioned  so  commandingly  to  'he 
room  in  which  he  had  left  the  Eureka, 
that  his  audience  rose  by  a  common 
impulse,  and  in  another  minute  stood 
grouped  round  the  model  in  the  ad- 
joining chamber.  This  really  won- 
derful invention  —  so  wonderful, 
indeed,  that  it  will  surpass  the  faith 
of  those  who  do  not  pause  to  consider 
wh.it  vast  forestalments  of  modern 
science  have  been  made  and  lost  in 
the  darkness  of  ages  not  fitted  to 
receive  them, —  was,  doubtless,  in 
many  important  details,  not  yet 
adapted  for  the  practical  uses  to  which 
Ad  uii  designed  its  application.  But 
as  a  mere  model,  as  a  marvellous 
essay,  for  the  suggestion  of  gigantic 
results,  it  "as,  perhaps,  to  the  full  as 
effective  as  the  ingenn  y  of  a  me- 
chanic of  our  own  day  could  construct. 
It  is  true  that  it  was  crowded  with 
unnecessary  cylinders,  slides,  cocks, 
and  »heel8 — hideous  and  clumsy  to 
the  eye — but  through  this  intricacy 
tie-  great  simple  design  accomplished 
its  main  object.  It  contrived  to  show 
what  force  and  skill  man  can  obtain 
from  the  alliance  of  nature;  the  more 
clearly,  inasmuch  as  the  mechanism 
affixed  to  it.  still  more  ingenious  than 
itself,  was  well  calculated  to  illustrate 
practically  one  of  the  many  OBCf  to 
which  the  principle  was  destined  to 
be  applied. 

Adam  had  not  yet.  fathomed  the 
aich  to  supply  the  minia- 
ture cylinder  with  sufficient  Bteam  for 
any  prolonged  effect,  the  great  truth 

Ulikno'A  11    lo    h   in  ; 
but  he  had   contrived  Lo   regulate  the 


supply  of  water  so  as  to  make  the 
engine  discharge  its  duties  sufficiently 
for  the  satisfaction  of  curiosity,  and 
the  explanation  of  its  objects.  And 
now  this  strange  thing  of  iron  was  in 
full  life.  From  its  serpent-chimney 
issued  the  thick  rapid  smoke,  and  the 
groan  of  its  travail  was  heard  within. 

"  And  what  propose  you  to  yourself 
and  to  the  kingdom,  in  all  this, 
Master  Adam  ?  "  asked  Edward,  curi- 
ously, bending  his  tall  person  over  the 
tortured  iron. 

"  I  propose  to  make  Nature  the 
labourer  of  man,"  answered  Warner. 
"  When  I  was  a  child  of  some  eight 
years  old,  I  observed  that  water 
swelleth  into  vapour  when  fire  is  ap- 
plied to  it.  Twelve  years  afterwards, 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  I  observed  that 
while  undergoing  thischange,  it  exerts 
a  mighty  mechanical  force.  At  twenty- 
five,  constantly  musing,  I  said,  '  Why 
should  not  that  force  become  subject 
to  man's  art  ? '  I  then  began  the  first 
rude  model,  of  which  this  is  the  de- 
scendant. I  noticed  that  the  vapour 
so  produced  is  elastic — that  is,  that  as 
it  expands,  it  presses  against  what 
opposes  it;  it  has  a  force  applicable 
everywhere  force  is  needed  by  man's 
labour.  Behold  a  second  agency  of 
gigantic  resources.  And  then,  still 
studying  this,  I  perceived  that  the 
vapour  thus  produced  can  be  re-con- 
verted into  water,  shrinking  neces- 
sarily, while  so  retransformed,  from 
the  space  it  filled  as  vapour,  and  leav- 
ing that  space  a  vacuum.  But  Nature 
abhors  a  vacuum— produce  a  vacuum, 
ami  the  bodies  that  surround  rush 
in*o  it.    Thus  the  vapour  again,  while 

changing  back  into  water,  bc< les 

also  a  force — our  agent.  And  all  the 
while  these  truths  were  shaping  them- 
selves to  my  mind,  I  was  devising  and 
improving  also  the  material  form  by 
which  I  might  render  them  useful  to 
man, —  BO  at   last,  out  of   these  truths, 

i  his  invention  ! " 
"  Pardie,"  said   Edward,  with   the 
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haste  natural  to  royalty,  "  what  in 
common  there  can  be  between  tin 
jargon  of  smoke  and  water  and  this 
huge  ugliness  of  iron,  passeth  all 
understanding.  But  spare  us  thy 
speecnes,  and  on  to  thy  puppet-show." 

Adam  stared  a  moment  at  the  king 
in  the  surprise,  that  one  full  of  his 
subject  feels  when  he  sees  it  impos- 
sible to  make  another  understand  it, 
sighed,  shook  his  head,  and  prepared 
to  begin. 

"  Observe,"  he  said,  "  that  there  is 
no  juggling,  no  deceit.  I  will  place 
in  this  deposit  this  small  lump  of 
brass — would  the  size  of  this  toy  would 
admit  of  larger  experiment !  I  will 
then  pray  ye  to  note,  as  I  open  door 
after  door,  how  the  metal  passes 
through  various  changes,  all  operated 
by  this  one  agency  of  vapour.  Heed 
and  attend.  And  if  the  crowning 
work  please  thee,  think,  great  king, 
what  such  an  agency  upon  the  large 
scale  would  be  to  thee :  think  how  it 
would  multiply  all  arts,  and  lessen 
all  labour ;  think  that  thou  hast,  in 
this,  achieved  for  a  whole  people  the 
true  philosopher's  stone.   Now,  mte  !" 

He  placed  the  rough  ore  in  its 
receptacle,  and  suddenly  it  seemed 
seized  by  a  vice  within,  and  vanished. 
He  proceeded,  then,  while  dexterously 
attending  to  the  complex  movements, 
to  open  door  after  door,  to  show  the 
astonished  spectators  the  rapid  tran- 
sitions the  metal  underwent,  and  sud- 
denly, in  the  midst  of  his  pride,  he 
stopped  short,  for,  like  a  lightning 
flash,  came  across  his  mind  the  remem- 
brance of  the  fatal  papers.  Within 
the  next  door  he  was  to  open,  they 
lay  concealed.  His  change  of  counte- 
nance did  not  escape  Richard,  and  he 
noted  the  door  which  Adam  forbore 
to  open,  as  the  student  hurriedly,  and 
with  some  presence  of  mind,  passed 
to  the  next,  in  which  the  metal  was 
shortly  to  appear. 

"  Open  this  door,"  said  the  prince, 
pointing  to  the  handle. 


"  No  ! — forbear  !  There  is  danger', 
—forbear !  "  exclaimed  the  mechani- 
cian. 

"  Danger  to  thine  own  neck,  varlet 
and  impostor!"  exclaimed  the  duke; 
and  he  was  about  himself  to  open  the 
door,  when  suddenly  a  loud  roar — 
a  terrific  explosion  was  heard.  Alas  ! 
Adam  Warner  had  not  yet  discovered 
for  his  engine  what  we  now  call  the 
safety-valve.  The  steam  contained 
in  the  miniature  boiler  had  acquired 
an  undue  pressure ;  Adam's  atten- 
tion had  been  too  much  engrossed  to 
notice  the  signs  of  the  growing  in- 
crease, and  the  rest  may  be  easily 
conceived.  Nothing  ^ould  equal  the 
stupor  and  horror  of  the  spectators 
at  this  explosion,  save  only  the  boy- 
duke,  who  remained  immovable,  and 
still  frowning.  All  rushed  to  the 
door,  huddling  one  on  the  other, 
scarcely  knowing  what  next  was  t« 
befal  them ;  but  certain  that  the  wizard 
was  bent  upon  their  destruction.  Ed- 
ward was  the  first  to  recover  himself; 
and  seeing  that  no  lives  were  lost,  his 
first  impulse  was  that  of  ungovern- 
able rage. 

"Foul  tra'tor!"  he  exclaimed,  "was 
it  for  this  tuat  thou  hast  pretended 
to  beguile  us  with  thy  damnable  sor- 
ceries !  Seize  him  !  A  way  to  the 
Tower  Hil>  '  and  let  the  priest  patter 
an  ave,  while  the  doomsman  knots 
the  rope." 

Not  a  hand  stirred ;  even  Catesby 
would  as  lief  have  touched  the  king's 
lion  before  meals,  as  that  poor  mecha- 
nician, standing  aghast,  and  unheed- 
ing all,  beside  his  mutilated  engine. 

"  Master  Nevile, '  said  the  king, 
sternly,  "  dost  thou  hear  us  I" 

"  Verily,"  muttered  the  Nevile,  ap- 
*  proaching  very  slowly,  "  I  knew  what 
would  happen ;  but  to  lay  hands  on 
my  host,  an'  he  were  fifty  times  a 
wizard — No  !  My  liege,"  he  said; 
in  a  firm  tone,  but  falling  on  his  knee, 
and  his  gallant  countenance  pale  with 
generous  terror — "My  liege,  forgive 
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Bie.  Tim  man  succoured  me  when 
struck  down  and  wounded  by  a  Lan- 
castrian ruffian — this  man  gave  me 
shelter,  food,  and  healing.  Command 
me  not,  0  gracious  my  lord,  to  aid 
in  taking  the  life  of  one  to  whom  I 
owe  my  own." 

"  His  life  !"  exclaimed  the  Duchess 
of  Bedford — "  the  life  of  this  most 
illustrious  person  !  Sire,  you  do  not 
dream  li!" 

"  Ileh  !  by  the  saints,  what  now  ?  " 
cried  the  king,  whose  choler,  though 
fierce  and  ruthless,  was  as  shortlived 
as  the  passions  of  the  indolent  usually 
are,  and  whom  the  earnest  interposi- 
tion of  his  mother-in  law  much  sur- 
prised and  diverted.  "  If,  fair  belle 
mere,  thou  think  est  it  so  illustrious  a 
deed  to  frighten  us  out  of  our  mortal 
senses,  and  narrowly  to  'scape  sending 
us  across  the  river  like  a  bevy  of  balls 
from  a  bombard,  there  is  no  disputing 
of  tastes.  Rise  up,  Master  Nevile, 
we  esteem  thee  not  less  for  thy  bold- 
ness ;  ever  be  the  host  and  the  bene- 
factor revered  by  English  gentleman 
and  Christian  youth.  Master  Warner 
may  go  free." 

Here  Warner  uttered  bo  deep  and 
hollow  a  groan,  that  it  startled  all 
present." 

"  Twenty-five  years  of  labour,  and 
not  to  have  seen  this ! "  he  ejaculated. 
"Twenty  and  five  years,  and  all 
wasted  !  How  repair  this  disaster — 
0  fatal  day  !" 

"  What  says  he? — what  means  he  ?" 
said  Jacquetta. 

"Come  home! — home!"  said  Mar 
maduke,  approaching  the  philosopher, 
in  great  alarm  lest  he  should  once 
more  jeopardise  his  life.  But  Adam, 
shaking  him  off,  began  eagerly,  and 
with  tremulous  hands,  to  examine 
the  machine,  and  not  perceiving  any 
mode   by  which    to  guard   in  future 


against  a  danger  that,  he  saw  at  one* 
would,  if  not  removed,  render  his  in- 
vention useless,  tottered  to  a  chair 
and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

"  Heseemeth  mightily  grieved  that 
our  bones  are  still  whole  !"  muttered 
Edward.  "  And  why,  belle  mere  mine, 
wouldst  thou  protect  this  pleasant 
tregetour  ?  " 

"What!"  said  the  duchess — "see 
you  not  that  a  man  capable  of  suck 
devices  must  be  of  doughty  service 
against  our  foes? " 
"  Not  I — how  ]  " 

"  Why,  if  merely  to  signify  his  dis- 
pleasure at  our  young  Richard's  over- 
curious  meddling,  he  can  cause  this 
strange  engine  to  shake  the  walls — 
nay,  to  destroy  itself,  think  what  he 
might  do  were  his  power  and  malice 
at  our  disposing.  I  know  something 
of  these  nigromancers." 

"And  would  you  knew  less!  for 
already  the  Commons  murmur  at  your 
favour  to  them.  But  be  it  as  you  win. 
And  now — ho,  there  ! — let  our  steed? 
be  caparisoned." 

"  You  forget,  sire,"  said  Richard, 
who  had  hitherto  silently  watched  the 
various  parties;  "the  object,  for  which 
we  summoned  this  worthy  man. 
Please  you  now,  sir,  to  open  that 
door." 

"  No — no  !  "  exclaimed  the  king, 
hastily,  "  I  will  have  no  more  provok- 
ing the  foul  fiend — conspirator  o! 
not,  I  have  had  enough  of  Master 
Warner.  Pah  !  My  poor  placard  is 
turned  lampblack.  Sweet  mother-in' 
law,  take  him  under  thy  protection 
;  and  Richard,  come  with  me." 

So  saying,  the  king  linked  his  arm 
in  that  of  the  reluctant  Gloucester, 
and  quitted  the  room.  The  duchess 
then  ordered  the  rest  also  to  depart. 
and  was  left  alone  with  the  crest-fallen 
philosopher. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


MY    LADY     DUCHESS  S     OPINION     OF     THE     UTILITY    OF     MASTER    WARNER  3    I1IYE* 
TION,    AND    HER   ESTEEM    FOR    ITS — EXPLOSION  ! 


Adam,  utterly  unheeding,  or  rather 
deaf  to,  the  discussion  that  had  taken 
place,  and  his  narrow  escape  from 
cord  and  gibbet,  lifted  his  head 
peevishly  from  his  bosom,  as  the 
duchess  rested  her  hand  almost 
caressingly  on  his  shoulder,  and  thus 
addressed  him  : — 

"  Most  puissant  sir,  think  not  that 
I  am  one  of  those,  who,  in  their 
ignorance  and  folly,  slight  the  myste- 
ries of  which  thou  art  clearly  so  great 
a  master.  When  I  heard  thee  speak 
of  subjecting  Nature  to  Man,  I  at 
once  comprehended  thee,  and  blushed 
for  the  dulness  of  my  kindred." 

"  Ah  !  lady,  thou  hast  studied,  then, 
the  mathematics.  Alack  !  this  is  a 
grievous  blow ;  but  it  is  no  inherent 
fault  in  the  device.  I  am  clearly  of 
mind  that  it  can  be  remedied.  But 
oh  !  what  time — what  thought — what 
sleepless  nights — what  gold  will  be 
needed  ! " 

"  Give  me  thy  sleepless  nights  and 
thy  grand  thoughts,  and  thou  shalt 
not  want  gold." 

"  Lady,"  cried  Adam,  starting  to 
his  feet,  "  do  I  hear  aright  ?  Art  thou, 
in  truth,  the  patron  I  have  so  long 
dreamed  of!  Hast  thou  the  brain  and 
the  heart  to  aid  the  pursuits  of 
science]" 

"  Ay  !  and  the  power  to  protect  the 
students  !  Sage,  I  am  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford,  whom  men  accuse  of  witch- 
craft— as  thee  of  wizardry.  From  the 
wife  of  a  private  gentleman,  I  have 
become  the  mother  of  a  queen. 
1  stand  amidst  a  court  full  of  foes;  I 
desire  gold  to  corrupt,  and  wisdom  to 


guard  against,  and  means  to  destroy, 
them.  And  I  seek  all  these  in  men 
like  thee ! " 

Adam  turned  on  her  his  bewildered 
eyes,  and  made  no  answer. 

"  They  tell  me,"  said  the  duchess, 
"  that  Henry  of  Windsor  employed 
learned  men  to  transmute  the  baser 
metals  into  gold.  Wert  thou  one  of 
them  ? " 

"  No." 

"  Thou  knowest  that  art?  " 

"I  studied  it  in  my  youth,  but  the 
ingredients  of  the  crucible  were  too 
costly." 

"  Thou  shalt  not  lack  them  with 
me — thou  knowest  the  lore  of  the 
stars,  and  canst  foretel  the  designs  of 
enemies — the  hour  whether  to  act  or 
to  forbear?" 

"  Astrology  I  have  studied,  but  that 
also  was  in  youth,  for  tnere  dwell- 
eth  in  the  pure  mathematics  that 
have  led  me  to  this  invention " 

"  Truce  with  that  invention,  what- 
ever it  be — think  of  it  no  more,  it 
has  served  its  end  in  the  explosion, 
which  proved  thy  power  of  mischief 
—high  objects  are  now  before  thee. 
Wilt  thou  be  of  my  household,  one  of 
my  alchemists  and  astrologers!  Thou 
shalt  have  leisure,  honour,  and  all 
the  moneys  thou  canst  need." 

••  Moneys!"  said  Adam  eagerly, 
and  casting  his  eyes  upon  the  mangled 
model  —  "well,  I  agree  —  what  you 
will — alchemist,  astrologist,  wizard — 
what  you  will.  This  shall  all  be 
repaired — all — I  begin  to  see  now — 
ah  !  1  begin  to  see — yes,  if  a  pipe  by 
which  the  too  excessive  vapour   :ould 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


1U 


•  -  ay,    ay  I  —  right,   right,"    and   he 
rubbed  his  hands. 

Jaeqiietta  was  struck  with  his  en- 
thusiasm—" But  surely.  Master  War- 
ner, this  has  some  virtue  you  have 
not  vouchsafed  to  explain  ; — confide 
in  me — can  it  change  iron  to  gold?" 

"  No — but " 

"Can  it  predict  the  future V 

••  S  o — but " 

"  Can  it  prolong  life?" 

"No— but " 

"  Then  in  God's  name  let  us  waste 
no  more  time  about  it !"  said  the 
duchess,  impatiently  —  "your  art  is 
mine  now.  Ho,  there  !—  I  will  send 
my  page  to  conduct  thee  to  thy 
apartments,  and  thou  shalt  lodge 
next  to  Friar  Bungey,  a  man  of  won- 
drous lere,  Master  Warner,  and  a 
worthy  confrere  in  thy  researches. 
Hast  thou  am  one  of  kith  and  kin  at 
home,  to  whom  thou  wilt  announce 
thy  advancement  ]"    - 

"  Ah,  lady  !  Heaven  forgive  me,  I  have 
adaughter — an  only  child — my  Sibyll, 
I  cannot  leave  her  alone,  and " 

"  Well,  nothing  should  distract  thy 
cares  from  thine  art — she  shall  be 
sent  for.  I  will  rank  her  amongst 
my  maidens.  Fare-thee-well,  Master 
Warner !  At,  night  I  will  send  for 
thee,  and  appoint  the  tasks  I  would 
have  thee  accomplish." 

So  Raying,  the  duchess  quitted  the 
room,  and  left  Adam  alone,  bending 
over  his  model  in  deep  reverie. 

From  this  absorption  it  was  the 
poor  man's  fate  to  be  again  aroused. 

The  peculiar  character  of  the  boy- 
prince  of  Gloucester  was  that  of  one 
who  having  once  seized  upon  an  ob- 
ject, never  willingly  relinquished  it. 
Fir.-t  he  crept  and  .-lid,  and  coiled 
around  i1  a-  the  snake.  Hut  if  craft 
failed,  his  ]-  sed   by  resist- 

ance, sprang  at   his  prey  with  a  lion's 
leap :     and    whoever    examines    the 
career  of  this  extraordinary 
ige,    will    perceive,    thai    whatever 
bight  be  his  habitual  hypocrisy,  he 


seemed  to  lose  sight  of  it  wholly, 
when  once  resolved  upon  force.  Then 
the  naked  ferocity  with  which  the 
destructive  propensity  swept  away 
the  objects  in  his  path  becomes  fear- 
fully and  startlingly  apparent,  and 
offers  a  strange  contrast  to  the  wily 
duplicity  with  which,  in  calmer  mo 
ments,  he  seems  to  have  sought  to 
coax  the  victim  into  his  folds.  Firmly 
convinced  that  Adam's  engine  had 
been  made  the  medium  of  dangerous 
and  treasonable  correspondence  with 
the  royal  prisoner,  and,  of  that  sus- 
picious, restless,  feverish  tempera- 
ment, which  never  slept  when  a  fear 
was  wakened,  a  doubt  conceived,  he 
had  broke  from  his  brother,  whose 
more  open  valour  and  less  unquiet 
intellect  were  ever  willing  to  leave 
the  crown  defended  but  by  the 
gibbet  for  the  detected  traitor-  -the 
sword  for  the  declared  foe ;  and  ob- 
taining Edward's  permission  "  to 
inquire  further  into  these  strange 
matters,"  he  sent  at  once  for  the 
porter  who  had  conveyed  the  model 
to  the  Tower ;  but  that  suspicious 
accomplice  was  gone.  The  «ound  of 
the  explosion  of  the  engine  had  no 
less  startled  the  guard  below  than 
the  spectators  above.  Releasing  their 
hold  of  their  prisoner,  they  had,  some 
taken  fairly  to  their  heels,  others 
rushed  into  the  palace  to  learn  what 
mischief  had  ensued  ;  and  Hugh, 
with  the  quick  discretion  of  his  north 
country,  had  not  lost  so  favourable  an 
opportunity  for  escape.  There,  stood 
the  dozing  mule  at  the  door  below, 
but  the  guide  was  vanished.  More 
confirmed  in  his  suspicions  by  this 
disappearance  of  Adam's  companion, 
Richard,  giving  some  preparatory 
orders  to  Catesby,  turned  at  once  to 
the  room  which  still  held  the  philo- 
sopher and  bis  device.  He  closed 
the  door  "ii  entering,  ami  his  brow 
was  darV  and  sinister  as  he  approached 
-in'.'  inmate.  Hut  hero  we 
must  return  to  Sibyll. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


*H»  OLD  WOMAN    TALKS   OF    SOKROWS THE    YOUNG  WOMAN    DREAMS    OP    LOVK 

THE    COURTIER    FLIES    FROM     PRESENT    POWER     TO    REMEMBRANCES    OP     PAST 
HOPES — AND   THE    WORLD-BETTERER   OPENS    UTOPIA,    WITH    A    VIEW  OP    THE 

OIBBET    FOR    THE    SILLY    SAGE    HE    HAS    SEDUCED    INTO    HIS    SCHEMES SO, 

EVER  AND    EVERMORE,    RUNS   THE   W(  RLD   AWAY  ! 


The  old  lady  looked  up  from  her 
embroidery-frame,  as  Sibyll  sate 
musing  on  a  stool  before  her ;  she 
scanned  the  maiden  with  a  wistful 
and  somewhat  melancholy  eye. 

"  Fair  girl,"  she  said,  breaking  a 
silence  that  had  lasted  for  some  mo- 
ments, "  it  seems  to  me  that  I  have 
seen  thy  face  before.  Wert  thou 
never  in  Queen  Margaret's  court  1 " 

"  In  childhood,  yes,  lady." 

"  Do  you  not  remember  me,  the 
Dame  of  Longueville  ? " 

Sibyll  started  in  surprise,  and  gazed 
long  before  she  recognised  the  features 
of  her  hostess  ;  for  the  Dame  of  Lon- 
gueville had  been  still,  when  Sibyll 
was  a  child  at  the  court,  renowned  for 
matronly  beauty,  and  the  change  was 
greater  than  the  lapse  of  years  could 
account  for.  The  lady  smiled  sadly  : 
"  Yes,  you  marvel  to  see  me  thus  bent 
and  faded.  Maiden,  I  lost  my  husband 
at  the  battle  of  St.  Alban's,  and  my 
ihree  sons  in  the  field  of  Ton  ton.  My 
.ands  and  my  wealth  have  been  confis- 
rated  to  enrich  new  men ;  and  to  one 
of  them — one  of  the  enemies  of  the 
anly  king  whom  Alice  de  Longueviile 
will  acknowledge,  I  owe  the  food  for 
my  board,  and  the  roof  for  my  head. 
Do  you  marvel  now  that  I  am  so 
changed  1 " 

Sibyll  rose  and  kissed  the  lady's 
hand,  and  the  tear  that  sparkled  on 
its  surface  was  her  only  answer. 

"  I  learn."  said  the  Dame  of  Lon- 


gueville, "  that  your  father  has  an 
order  from  the  Lord  Hastings  to  see 
King  Henry.  I  trust  that  he  will 
rest  here  as  he  returns,  to  tell  me  how 
the  monarch-saint  bears  his  afflictions. 
But  I  know  :  his  example  should  con- 
sole us  all."  She  paused  a  moment, 
and  resumed,  "  Sees  your  father  much 
of  the  Lord  Hastings ! " 

"  He  never  saw  him  that  I  weet  of," 
answered  Sibyll,  blushing ;  "the  order 
was  given,  but  as  of  usual  form  to  a 
learned  scholar." 

"  But  given  to  whom  ? "  persisted 
the  lady. 

"  To — to  me,"  replied  Sibyll,  fal- 
teringly. 

The  Dame  of  Longueville  smiled. 

"Ah!  Hastings  could  scarcely  say 
no  to  a  prayer  from  such  rosy  lips. 
But  let  me  not  imply  aught  to  dispa- 
rage his  humane  and  gracious  heart. 
To  Lord  Hastings,  next  to  God  and 
His  saints,  I  owe  all  that  is  left  to  me 
on  earth.  Strange,  that  he  is  not  yet 
here.  This  is  the  usual  day  and  hour 
on  which  he  comes,  from  pomp  and 
pleasurement,  to  visit  the  lonely 
widow."  And,  [leased  to  find  an  at- 
tentive listener  to  her  grateful  loqua- 
city, the  dame  then  proceeded,  with 
warm  eulogies  upon  her  protector,  to 
inform  Sibyll  that  her  husband  had, 
in  the  first  outbreak  of  the  Civil  War 
chanced  to  capture  Hastings,  and, 
moved  by  his  valour  and  youth,  and 
some  old  connexions  with  his  father. 
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Sir  Leonard  had  favoured  his  escape 
from  the  certain  death  that  awaited 
him  from  the  wrath  of  the  relentless 
Margaret.  After  the  field  of  Teuton, 
Hastings  had  accepted  one  of  the 
manors  confiscated  from  the  attainted 
House  of  Longueville,  solely  that  he 
might  restore  it  to  the  widow  of  the 
fallen  lord;  and,  with  a  chivalrous 
consideration,  not,  contented  with  be- 
neficence, he  omitted  no  occasion  to 
show  to  the  noblewoman  whatever 
homage  and  respect  might  soothe  the 
pride,  which,  in  the  poverty  of  those 
who  have  been  great,  becomes  disease. 
The  loyalty  of  the  Lady  Longueville 
was  carried  to  a  sentiment  most  rare 
in  ilia;  .lay,  and  rather  resembling  the 
devotion  inspired  by  the  later  Smarts. 
She  made  her  home  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  Tower,  that,  morning  and 
eve,  when  Henry  opened  his  lattice  to 
greet  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun, 
she  might  catch  a  dim  and  distant- 
glance  of  the  captive  king,  or  animate, 
by  that  sad  sight,  the'  hopes  and  cou- 
rage of  the  Lancastrian  emissaries,  to 
whom,  fearless  of  danger,  she  scrupled 
not  to  give  counsel,  and,  at  need, 
asylum. 

While  Sibyll,  with  enchanted  sense, 
was  listening  to  the  praise  of  Hastings, 
a  low  knock  at  the  door  was  succeeded 
by  the  entrance  of  that  nobleman  him- 
self. Not  to  Elizabeth,  in  the  alcoves 
of  Shene,  or  on  the  dais  of  the  palace 
hall,  did  the  graceful  courtier  bend 
with  more  respectful  reverence  than 
to  the  powerless  widow,  whose  very 
bread  was  his  alms,  for  the  true  high- 
breeding  of  chivalry  exists  not  without 
delicacy  of  feeliiii:.  formed  originally 
by  warmth  of  heart;  and  though  the 
warmth  may  l"se  i's  glow,  the  deli- 
cacy endures,  as  the  steel  that  ac- 
■  trough  heal  its  polish,  retains 
its  lustre,  even  when  the  shine  but 
betrays  I  be  hard  a 

"Ami    how    fares   my  noble   lady  of 
Lontrueville  I     Hut    need    I    ask  <    for 
:i  wears  the  rose  of  Lun- 
No.  88. 


caster.  A  companion  ]  Ha !  Mistress 
Warner,  I  learn  now  how  much  plea- 
sure exists  in  surprise  !" 

"  My  young  visitor,'  said  the  dame, 
"  is  but  an  old  friend  ;  she  was  one  of 
the  child-maidens  reared  at  the  court 
of  Queen  Margaret." 

"  In  sooth  !  "  exclaimed  Hastings . 
and  then,  in  an  altered  bone,  he  added, 
"but  I  should  have  guessed  so  much 
grace  had  not  come  all  from  nature. 
And  your  father  has  gone  to  see  the 
Lord  Henry,  and  you  rest,  here,  hia 
return?  Ah,  noble  lady!  may  you 
harbour  always  such  innocent  Lan- 
casi  rians." 

The  tascJial  ions  of  this  eminent 
person's  voice  and  manner  was,  such, 
that  it  soon  restored  Sibyll  to  the  ease 
she  had  lest  at  his  sudden  entrance 
He  conversed  gaily  with  the  old  dam< 
upon  such  matters  of  court  anecuote 
as  in  all  the  changes  of  state  wein 
still  welcome  to  one  so  long  accus- 
tomed to  court  air  ;  but  from  time  to 
time  he  addressed  himself  to  Sibyll, 
and  provoked  replies  which  startled 
herself — for  she  was  not  yet  well  aware 
of  her  own  gifts— by  their  spirit  and 
intelligence. 

"  You  do  not  tell  us,"  said  the  Lady 
Longueville,  sarcastically,  "  of  the 
happy  spousaillea  of  Elizabeth's  bro- 
ther with  the  Duchess  of  Norfolk — a 
bachelor  of  twenty,  a  bride  of  some 
eighty-two.*  Verily,  these  alliances 
are  new  things  in  the  history  of  Eng- 
lish royalty.  But  when  E-iward,  who, 
even  if  not  a  rightful  king,  is  at  least 
a  born  Plantagenet,  condescended  to 
marry  Mistress  Elizabeth,  a  born 
Woodville,  scarce  of  good  gentleman's 
blood,  nought  else  seems  strange 
enough  to  provoke  marvel." 

"  As  to  the  last  matter,"  returned 
Hastings,  gravely,  "  though  her  grace 


*  Tlic  ulil  chronicler  justly  callH  this  & 
"  diabolical  murriago."  it  greatly  roused 
the  wrath  of  the  nobles,  ami  bidet  •!  "f  all 
honourable  men,  as  a  proof  of  the  lllilllltBlMI 
avarice  o(  the  queen's  family. 
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the  queen  be  no  warm  friend  to  me, 
i  must  needs  become  her  champion 
and  the  king's.  The  lady  who  re- 
fused the  dishonouring  suit  of  the 
fairest  prince  and  the  boldest  knight  in 
the  Christian  world,  thereby  made  her- 
self worthy  of  the  suit  that  honoured 
her ;  it  was  not  Elizabeth  Woodville 
alone  that  won  the  purple.  On  the 
day  she  mounted  a  throne,  the  chas- 
tily  of  woman  herself  was  crowned." 

"  What ! "  said  the  Lady  Longue- 
ville,  angrily,  "  mean  you  to  say  that 
there  is  no  disgrace  in  the  mal  al- 
liance of  kite  and  falcon — of  Planta- 
genet  and  Woodville  —  of  high-born 
and  mud-descended  ?" 

"  You  forget,  lady,  that  the  widow 
of  Henry  the  Fifth,  Katharine  of 
Valois,  a  king's  daughter,  married 
the  Welch  soldier,  Owen  Tudor — that 
all  England  teems  with  brave  men 
jorn  from  similar  spousailles,  where 
love  has  levelled  all  distinctions,  and 
made  a  purer  hearth,  and  raised 
a  bolder  offspring,  than  the  luke- 
warm likings  of  hearts-  that  beat  but 
for  lands  and  gold.  Wherefore,  lady, 
appeal  not  to  me,  a  squire  of  dames, 
a  believer  in  the  old  Parliament  of 
Love ; — whoever  is  fair  and  chaste, 
gentle  and  loving,  is,  in  the  eyes  of 
William  De  Hastings,  the  mate  and 
squal  of  a  king  !  " 

Sibyll  turned  involuntarily  as  the 
jourtier  spoke  thus,  with  animation 
in  his  voice,  and  fire  in  his  eyes ;  she 
turned,  and   her  breath  came  quick  ; 

she  turne^,  and  her  look  met  his, 
and  those  words  and  that  look  sank 
deep  into  her  heart ;  they  called  forth 
jrilliant  and  ambitious  dreams  ;  they 
r  oted  the  growing  love,  but  they 
aided  to  make  it  holy ;  they  gave  to 
the  delicious  fancy  what  before  it 
had  not  paused,  on  its  wing,  to  sigh 
for  ;  they  gave  it  that  without  which 
all  fancy,  sooner  or  later,  dies  ;  they 
gave  it  that  which,  once  received  in  a 
noble  heart,  is  the  excuse  for  untiring 
kith;  they  gave  it — Hope! 


"  And  thou  wouldst  say,"  replied 
the  lady  of  Longueville,  with  a  mean- 
ing smile,  still  more  emphatically — 
"  thou  wouldst  say  that  a  youth,  brave 
and  well  nurtured,  ambitious  and 
loving,  ought,  in  the  eyes  of  rank 
and  pride,  to  be  tho  mate  and  equal 
of " 

"Ah,  noble  dame,"  interrupted 
Hastings,  quickly  ;  "  I  must  not  pro- 
long encounter  with  so  sharp  a  wit. 
Let  me  leave  that  answer  to  this  fair 
maiden,  for,  by  rights,  it  is  a  chal- 
lenge to  her  sex,  not  to  mine  " 

"  How  say  you,  then,  Mistress  War- 
ner V  said  the  dame.  "Suppose  a 
young  heiress,  of  the  loftiest  birth,  of 
the  broadest  lands,  of  the  comeliest 
form — suppose  her  wooed  by  a  gen- 
tleman, poor  and  stationless,  but  with 
a  mighty  soul,  born  to  achieve  great- 
ness, would  she  lower  herself  by  heark- 
ening to  his  suit]" 

"  A  maiden,  methinks,"  answered 
Sibyll,  with  reluctant  but  charming 
hesitation,  "  cannot  love  truly,  if  she 
love  unworthily ;  and  if  she  love 
worthily,  it  is  not  rank  nor  wealth 
she  loves." 

"  But  her  parent*,  sweet  mistress, 
may  deem  differently;  and  should  not 
her  love  refuse  submission  to  their 
tyranny  '  "  asked  Hastings. 

"  Nay,  good  my  lord,  nay."  re- 
turned Sibyll,  shaking  her  head  with 
thoughtful  demureness.  "  Surely  the 
wooer,  if  he  love  worthily,  will  not 
press  her  to  the  curse  of  a  child's  dis- 
obedience and  a  parent's  wrath  !  " 

"  Shrewdly  answered,"  said  the 
dame  of  Longueville. 

"  Then  she  would  renounce  the  poor 
gentleman  if  the  parent  ordain  her  to 
marry  a  rich  lord.  Ah,  you  hesitate, 
for  a  woman's  ambition  is  pleased  with 
the  excuse  of  a  child's  obedience." 

Hasting  said  this  so  bitterly,  that 
Sibyll  could  not.  but  perceive  that  some 
personal  feeling  gave  significance  to 
liis  words.  Yet  how  could  they  bo 
applied  to  him, — to  one  now  in  rank 
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and  repute  equal  to  the  highest  below 
the  throne  1 

"  If  the  demoiselleshould  so  choose," 
said  the  dame  of  Longueville,  "itseem- 
eth  to  me  that  the  rejected  suitor 
might  find  it  facile  to  disdain  and  to 
forget." 

Hastings  made  no  reply;  but  that 
remarkable  and  deep  shade  of  melan- 
choly which  sometimes  in  his  gayest 
hours  startled  those  who  beheld  it, 
and  which  ad  perhaps  induced  many 
of  the  prophecies  that  circulated,  as 
to  the  untimely  and  violent  death  that 
should  close  his  bright  career,  ga- 
thered like  a  cloud  over  his  brow.  At 
this  moment  the  door  opened  gently, 
&nd  Robert  llilyard  stood  at  the  aper- 
ture. He  was  clad  in  the  dress  of  a 
friar,  but  the  raised  cowl  showed  his 
features  to  the  lady  of  Longueville.  to 
whom  alone  he  was  visible;  and  those 
bold  features  were  literally  haggard 
with  agitation  and  alarm.  He  lifted 
his  finger  to  his  lips,  and  motioning 
the  lady  to  follow  him,  closed  the  door. 

The  dame  of  Longueville  rose,  and 
praying  her  visitors  to  excuse  her  ab- 
sence for  a  few  moments,  she  left  Has- 
tings and  Sibyll  to  themselves. 

"  Lady,"  said  llilyard,  in  a  hollow 
whisper  as  som  as  the  dame  appeared 
in  the  low  hall,  communicating  on 
one  hand  with  the  room  just  left,  on 
the  other  with  the  street, — "  I  fear  all 
will  be  detected.  Hush  !  Adam  and 
the  iron  coffer  that  contains  the  pre- 
cious papers  have  been  conducted  to 
Edward's  presence.  A  terrible  explo- 
sion, possibly  connected  with  the  con- 
trivance, caused  such  confusion  among 
the  guards,  that  Hugh  escaped  to  scare 
me  with  hiiOTcws.  Stationed  near  the 
gate  in  this  disguise,  I  ventured  to 
enter  the  court-yard,  and  saw  -saw — 
the  Tokmkntoh!  —  the  torturer  —  the 
hideous,  masked,  minister  of  agony, 
led   towards  the  chambers  in  which 

our  hapless  me ger  is  examined  by 

the  ruthless  tyrants.  Gloucester,  the 
lynx-eyed  mannikin,  is  there  !" 


"0  Margaret,  my  queen!"  ex- 
claimed the  lady  of  Longueville,  "the 
papers  will  reveal  her  whereabout." 

"No — she  is  safe,"  returned  llil- 
yard ;  "but  thy  poor  scholar,  I  tremble 
for  him,  and  for  the  heads  of  all  whom 
the  papers  name." 

"What  can  be  done!  Ha!  Lord 
Hastings  is  here — he  is  ever  humane 
and  pitiful.    Dare  we  confide  in  him  1" 

A  bright  gleam  shot  over  Hilyard's 
face.  "  Yes  —  yes  :  let  me  confer 
with  him  alone.  I  wait  him  here — 
quick  !" 

The  lady  hastened  back.  Hastings 
was  conversing  in  a  low  voice  with 
Sibyll.  The  dame  of  Longueville 
whispered  in  the  courtier's  ear,  drew 
him  into  the  hall,  and  left  him  alone 
with  the  false  friar,  who  had  drawn 
the  cowl  over  his  face. 

"  Lord  Hastings,"  said  Hilyard, 
speaking  rapidly,  "you  are  in  danger, 
if  not  of  loss  of  life,  of  loss  of  favour. 
You  gave  a  passport  to  one  Warner  to 
see  the  ex-king  Henry.  Warner's 
simplicity  (for  he  is  innocent)  hath 
been  duped — he  is  made  the  bearer 
of  secret  intelligence  from  the  un- 
happy gentlemen  who  still  cling  to 
the  Lancaster  cause.  He  is  suspected, 
— he  is  examined — he  may  be  ques- 
tioned by  the  torture.  If  the  treason 
be  discovered,  it  was  thy  hand  that 
signed  the  passport — the  queen,  thou 
knowest,  hates  thee — the  Woodyilles 
thirst  for  thy  downfall.  What  handle 
may  this  give  them  !  Fly,  my  lord — 
fly  to  the  Tower — thou  mayst  yet  be 
in  time — thy  wit  can  screen  all  that 
may  otherwise  be  bare.  Save  this 
poor  scholar — conceal  this  correspond- 
ence.—  Hark  ye,  lord  !  frown  not  so 
haughtily — that  correspondence  names 
thee  as  one  who  has  taken  the  gold  of 
Count  Charolois,  and  whom,  there- 
fore, Iving  Louis  may  outbuy.  Look 
to  thyself!" 

A  slight  blush  passed  over  the  pale 
brow  of  the  great  state-man,  but  h* 
answered  with  a  steady  voice   "  l"t  i  *■ 
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or  layman,  I  care  not  winch  ;  thei  rack  and  gibbet,  the  lire  of  a  guiltless 
gold  of  the  heir  of  Burgundy  was  a  man.  I  am  gone.  Hold  !  bid  th« 
gift,  not  a  bribe.  But  I  need  no  maiden,  the  scholar's  daughter,  follow 
threats  to  save,  if  not  too  late,  from  |  me  to  the  Tower." 


CHAPTER  IX. 


HOW  THE   DESTRUCTIVE   ORGAN   OF    PRINCE   RICHARD    PROMISES   GOODLY 
DEVELOPMENT. 


The  Duke  of  Gloucester  approached 
Adam  as  he  stood  gazing  on  his 
model.  "  Old  man,"  said  the  prince, 
touching  him  with  the  point  of  his 
sheathed  dagger,  "  look  up  and  an- 
swer. What  converse  hast  thou  held 
with  Henry  of  Windsor,  and  who 
commissioned  thee  to  visit  him  in  his 
confinement  1  Speak,  and  the  truth  ! 
for  by  Hol}r  Paul,  I  am  one  who  can 
detect  a  lie,  and  without  that  door 
stands — the  Tormentor!" 

Upon  a  pleasing  and  joyous  dream 
broke  these  harsh  words  ;  for  Adam 
then  was  full  of  the  contrivance  hy 
which  to  repair  the  defect  of  the 
engine;  and  with  this  suggestion  was 
blent  confusedly  the  thought,  that  he 
was  now  protected  by  royalty,  that  he 
should  have  means  and  leisure  to 
accomplish  his  great  design,  that  he 
should  have  friends  whose  power 
could  obtain  its  adoption  by  the  king. 
He  raised  his  eyes,  and  that  young 
dark  face  frowned  upon  him  —  the 
child  menacing  the  sage — brute  force 
in  a  pigmy  shape,  having  authority 
of  life  and  death  over  the  giant 
strength  of  genius.  But  these  words, 
which  recalled  Warner  from  Ids  exist- 
ence as  philosopher,  woke  that  of  the 
gentle,  but  brave  and  honourable  man 
which  lie  was,  when  reduced  to  earth". 

"Sir,"  he  said,  gravely,  "  if  I  have 
jonsented  to  hold  converse  with  the 
unhappy,  it  was  not  as  the  tell-tale 
»nd  the  espier.  1  had  formal  warrant 
'~x  my  visit,  and  I  was  solicited  to 


render  it  by  an  early  friend  and  com- 
rade who  sought  to  be  my  benefactor 
in  aiding  with  gold  my  poor  studies 
for  the  king's  people. 

"  Tut !  "  said  Richard,  impatiently, 
and  playing  with  his  dagger  hilt, 
"  thy  words,  stealthy  and  evasive, 
prove  thy  guilt !  Sure  am  I  that  this 
iron  traitor,  with  its  intricate  hollows 
and  recesses,  holds  what,  unless  con- 
fessed, will  give  thee  to  the  hangman ! 
Confess  all,  and  thou  art  spared." 

"  If,"  said  Adam,  mildly,  "  your 
Highness  —  for  though  I  know  not 
your  quality,  I  opine  that  no  one  less 
than  royal  could  so  menace  ;  if  your 
Highness  imagines  that  I  have  been 
entrusted  by  a  fallen  man,  wrong  me 
not  by  supposing  that  I  could  fear 
death  more  than  dishonour ;  for 
certes!"  (continued  Adam,  with  in- 
nocent pedantry,)  "  to  put  the  case 
scholastically,  and  in  the  logic  fami- 
liar, doubtless,  to  your  Highness, 
either  I  have  something  to  confess,  or 
I  have  not — if  I  have " 

"  Hound  ! "  interrupted  the  prince, 
stamping  his  foot,  "  thinkest  thou  to 
banter  me— see  !"  As  his  foot  shook 
the  floor,  the  door  opened  and  a  man 
with  his  arms  bare,  covered  from  head 
to  foot  in  a  blaek  gown  of  serge,  with 
his  features  concealed  by  a  hideous 
mask,  stood  ominously  at  the  aperture. 

The  prince  motioned  to  the  tor- 
turer (or  tormentor,  as  he  was  tech- 
nically styled,)  to  approach,  which  he 
did    noiselessly,   till   he    stood,   tall. 
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gtimjand  lowering,  beside  Adam,  like 
some  silent  and  devouring  monster  by 

its  | Try. 

"Dost  thou  repent  thy  contumacy? 
— A  moment,  and  I  render  my  ques- 
tioning to  another  !" 

'"Sir,"  said  Adam,  drawing  himself 
ui>,  and  with  so  sudden  a  change  of 
mien,  that  his  loftiness  almost  awed 
even  the  dauntless  Richard  —  "Sir, 
my  fathers  feared  not  death  when 
they  did  battle  for  the  throne  of  Eng- 
land ;  and  why? — because  in  their 
loyal  valour  they  placed  not  the  in- 
terests of  a  mortal  man,  but  the  cause 
of  imperishable  honour  !  And  though 
their  son  be  a  poor  scholar,  and  wears 
not  the  spurs  of  gold— though  his 
frame  be  weak  and  his  hairs  grey,  he 
lovcth  honour  also  well  euo'  to  look 
without  dread  on  death  !  " 

Fierce  and  ruthless,  when  irritated 
and  opposed,  as  the  prince  was,  he 
was  still  in  his  first  youth — ambition 
had  here  no  motive  to  harden  him 
into  stone.  He  was  naturally  so 
brave  himself  that  bravery  could  not 
fail  to  win  from  him  .something  of 
respect  and  sympathy,  and  he  was 
taken  wholly  by  surprise  in  hearing 
the  language  of  a  knight  and  hero 
from  one  whom  he  had  regarded  but 
artful  impostor  or  the  despic- 
able intriguer. 

1  le  changed  countenance  as  Warner 
spoke,  and  remained  a  moment  Bilent, 
Then  as  a  thought  occurred  to  him, 
at  which  his  features  relaxed  into  a 
half  smile — he  beckoned  to  the  tor- 
mentor— said  a  word  in  his  ear — 
and  the  horrible  intruder  nodded  and 
withdrew.  „ 

"  Master  Warner,"  then  said  the 
prince,  in  his  customary  sweet  and 
gliding  tones — "  it  were  a  pity  that  so 
gallant  a  gentleman  should  be  exposed 
to  peril  for  adhesion  to  a  cause  that 

'■.in  til  vet  prosper,   and  that   would  be 

fatal,  could  it  prosper,  to  oar  common 
country.  For  look  you,  this  liar 
garet,    who    is    now,    wc    believe,    in 


London,"  (here  he  examined  Adam's 
countenance,  which  evinced  surprise,) 
"  this  Margaret,  who  is  seeking  to  re- 
kindle the  brand  and  brennen  ol 
civil  war,  has  already  sold  for  base 
gold,  to  the  enemy  of  the  realm,  fo 
Louis  XL,  that  very  Calais  which  your 
fathers,  doubtless,  lavished  their  blood 
to  annex  to  our  possessions.  Shame 
on  the  lewd  harlot !  What  woman  so 
bloody  and  so  dissolute  ?  What  mau 
so  feeble  and  craven  as  her  lord  ? " 

"Alas!  sir,"  said  Adam — "I  am 
unfitted  for  these  high  considerations 
of  state.  I  live  but  for  my  art,  and  in 
it.  And  now,  behold  how  my  king- 
dom is  shaken  and  rent!"  he  pointed 
with  so  touching  a  smile,  and  si 
simple  a  sadness,  to  the  broke] 
engine,  that  Richard  was  moved. 

"  Thou  lovest  this,  thy  toy?  I  can 
comprehend  that  love  for  some  dumb 
thing  that  we  have  toiled  for.  Ay  !  " 
continued  the  prince,  thoughtfully — ■ 
"  ay  !  1  have  noted  myself  in  life,  that 
there  are  objects,  senseless  as  that 
mould  of  iron,  which  if  we  labour  at 
them,  wind  round  our  hearts  as  if 
theyr  were  flesh  and  blood.  So  some 
men  love  learning,  others  glory,  others 
power.  Well,  man,  thou  lovest  that 
mechanical.'  How  many  years  hast 
thou  been  about  it?" 

"  From  the  first  to  the  last,  twenty- 
five  years,  and  ii  is  still  incomplete." 

"  I'm  !"  said  the  prince,  smiling — 
"  Master  Warner,  thou  hast  read  of 
the  judgment  of  Solomon — how  the 
wise  king  discovered  the  truth  by 
ordering  the  child's  death." 

"  It  was  indeed,"  said  Adam,  un 
lugly — "a  most  shrewd  sug- 
gestion of  native  wit  and  clerkly 
wisdom." 

"Glad    am    I   thou    approvest  it, 
Master  Warner,"  said  Richard.     And 
as  he  spoke  t  be  tormentor  re  ap] 
with  a  smith,  armed  with   the  imple- 
if  his  trade. 
I  .-mil  h.  break  into  piecee  I  his 
ii  iron  ;  bare  all  il 
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leave  not  one  fragment  standing  on 
the  other!  Detenda  'tit  tua  Carthwjo, 
Ma-ter  Warner.  There  is  Latin  i:i 
answer  to  th\  logic." 

It  is  impossible  to  convey  an  y  notion 
of  the  terr.i  the  rage,  the  despair, 
which  seized  upon  the  unhappy  sage 
fl'hen  these  words  smote  his  ear,  and 
he  saw  the  smith's  brawny  arms  swing 
en  high  the  ponderous  hammer.  He 
flung  himself  between  the  murderous 
stroke  and  his  beloved  model  He  em- 
braced the  grim  iron  tightly.  "  Kill 
me!"  he  exclaimed,  sublimely,  "  kill 
me  ! — not  my  thought  !  " 

"  Solomon  was  verily  and  indeed  a 
wise  king," said  the  duke,  with  a  low, 
inward  laugh.  "  And  now,  man,  I 
have  thee  !  To  save  thy  infant — thine 
art's  hideous  infant  —  confess  the 
whole  !  " 

It  was  then  that  a  fierce  struggle 
evidently  took  place  in  Adam's  bosom. 
It  was,  perhaps  —  0  reader  !  thou, 
whom  pleasure,  love,  ambition, hatred, 
avarice,  in  thine  and  our  ordinary 
existence,  tempt — it.  was,  perhaps,  to 
him  the  one  arch-temptation  of  a  life. 
In  the  changing  countenance,  the 
heaving  breast,  the  trembling  lip,  the 
eyes  that  closed  and  opened  to  close 
again,  as  if  to  shut  out  the  unworthy 
weakness — yea,  in  the  whole  physical 
man  was  seen  the  crisis  of  the  moral 
•truggle.  And  what,  in  truth,  to  him, 
an  Edward  or  a  Henry,  a  Lancaster  or 
a  York '.'  Nothing.  But  still  that 
Distinct,  that  principle,  that  con- 
acience,  ever  strongest  in  those  whose 
eyes  are  accustomed  to  the  search  of 
truth,  prevailed.  So  he  rose  suddenly 
and  quietly,  drew  himself  apart,  left 
his  work  to  the  Destroyer,  and 
said — 

"  Prince,  thou  art  a  hoy !  Let  a' 
boy's  voice  annihilate  that  which 
nhould  have  served  all  time.    Strike  !  " 

Richard  motioned — the  han.-'er 
descended — the  engine  and  its  appur- 
tenances reeled,  and  crashed — the 
doors  flew  open— the  wheels  rattis^ — 


the  sparks  flew.  And  ^  dam  Warner 
fell  to  the  ground,  as  if  the  blow  had 
broken  his  own  heart.  Little  heeding 
the  insensible  victim  of  his  hard  and 
cunning  policy,  Richard  advanced  to 
the  inspection  of  the  interior  recesses  of 
the  machinery.  But  that  which  pro- 
mised Adam's  destruction,  saved  him. 
The  heavy  stroke  had  battered  in  the 
receptacle  of  the  documents  —  had 
buried  them  in  the  liyers  of  iron. 
The  faithful  Eureka,  even  amidst  its 
injuries  and  wrecks,  preserved  the 
secret  of  its  master. 

The  prince,  with  impatient  hands, 
explored  all  the  apertures  yet  revealed, 
and  after  wasting  many  minutes  in  a 
fruitless  search,  was  about  to  bid  the 
smith  complete  the  work  of  destruc- 
tion, when  the  door  suddenly  opened 
and  Lord  Hastings  entered.  Hi3 
quick  eye  took  in  the  whole  scene — 
he  arrested  the  lifted  arm  of  the 
smith,  and  passing  deliberately  to 
Gloucester,  said  with  a  profound 
reverence,  but  a  half  reproachful  smile, 
"  My  lord  !  my  lord  !  your  highness  is 
indeed  severe  upon  my  poor  scholar." 

"  Canst  thou  answer  for  thy  scholar's 
loyalty?"  said  the  duke,  gloomily. 

Hastings  drew  the  prince  aside, 
and  said,  in  a  low  tone,  "  His  loyalty  ! 
poor  man,  I  know  not ;  but  his  guile- 
lessness,  surely,  yes.  Look  you,  sweet 
prince,  I  know  the  interest  thou  hast 
in  keeping  well  with  the  Earl  of 
Warwick,  whom  I,  in  sooth,  have  slight 
cause  to  love.  Thou  hast  trusted  me 
with  thy  young  hopes  of  the  Lady 
Anne  ;  this  new  Nevile  placed  about 
the  King,  and  whose  fortunes  Warwick 
hath  made  his  care,  hath,  I  have 
reason  to  think,  some  love  passages 
with  the  scholar's  daughter  —  the 
daughter  came  to  me  for  the  passport. 
Shall  this  Marmaduke  Nevile  have  it 
to  say  to  his  fair  kinswoman,  with 
the  unforgiving  malice  of  a  loTer's 
memory,  that  the  princely  Gloucester 
stooped  to  be  the  torturer  of  yon  poor 
old  man }    If  there  be  treason  in  the 
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scholar,  or  in  yon  battered  craft-work, 
leave  the  search  to  me." 

The  duke  raised  his  dark,  pene- 
trating eyes  to  those  of  Hastings, 
whicn  did  not  quail.  For  here  world- 
genius  encountered  world-genius,  and 
art,  art. 

"  Thine  argument  hath  more  sub- 
tlety and  circumlocution  than  suit 
with  simple  truth,"  said  the  prince, 
smiling.  "  But  it  is  enough  to  Richard 
that  Hastings  wills  protection  even  to 
a  spy  ! " 

Hastings  kissed  the  duke's  hand  in 
silence,  and  going  to  the  door,  he  dis- 
appeared a  moment  and  returned  with 
Sibyll.  As  she  entered,  pale  and 
trembling,  Adam  rose,  and  the  girl 
with  a  wild  cry  flew  to  his  bosom. 

"  It  is  a  winsome  face,  Hastings," 
eaid  the  duke,  drily.  "  I  pity  Master 
Nevile  the  lover,  and  envy  my  Lord 
Chamberlain  the  protector." 

Hastings  laughed,  for  he  was  well 
pleased  that  Richard's  suspicion  took 
that  turn. 

"  And  now,"  he  said,  "  I  suppose 
Master  Nevile  and  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford's  page  may  enter.  Your 
guard  stopped  them  hitherto.  They 
come  for  this  gentleman  from  her 
Highness  the  Queen's  Mother." 

"  Enter,  Master  Nevile,  and  you,  Sir 
Page.     What  is  your  errand?" 

"  My  hidy,  the  duchess,"  said  the 
page,  "  has  scut  me  to  conduct  Master 
Warner  to  the  apartments  prepared 
for  him  as  her  special  multiplier  and 
alchemist." 

"  What !  "  said  the  prince,  who,  un- 
like the  irritable  Clarence,  made  it  his 
policy  to  show  all  decorous  homage  to 
the  queen's  kin;  "hath  that  illustrious 
lady  taken  this  gentleman  into  her 
service  ?  Why  announced  you  not, 
Master  Warner,  what  at  once  had  saved 
you  from  further  questioning?  Lord 
HantingB,  I  thank  you  now  for  your 
intercession." 

Hastings,  in  answer,  pointed  archly 
at  Marmadnke,  who  was  aiding  Sibyl! 


to  support  her  father.     "  Do  you  sus- 
pect me  still,  prince?"  he  whispered. 

The  duke  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  Adam,  breaking  from  Marmaduke 
and  Sibyll,  passed  with  tottering  steps 
to  the  shattered  labour  of  his  solitary 
life.  He  looked  at  the  ruin  with 
mournful  despondence,  wit.i  quivering 
lips.  "  Have  you  done  with  me  ? "  then 
he  said,  bowing  his  head  lowlily,  for 
his  pride  was  gone — "  may  we — thaJ 
is,  I  and  this,  my  poor  device,  with- 
draw from  your  palace?  I  see  we  are 
not  fit  for  kings  !  " 

"  Say  not  so,"  said  the  young  duke, 
gently,  "  we  have  now  convinced  our- 
selves of  our  erroi.and  I  crave  thy 
pardon,  Master  Warner,  for  my  harsh 
dealings.  As  for  this,  thy  toy,  the 
king's  workmen  shall  set  it  right  for 
thee.     Smith,  call  the  fellows  yonder, 

to  help  bear  this  to "     He  paused 

and  glanced  at  Hastings. 

"  To  my  apartments,"  said  the 
Chamberlain.  "  Your  highness  may 
be  sure  that  I  will  there  inspect  it. 
Fear  not,  Master  Warner :  no  further 
harm  shall  chance  to  thy  contrivance." 

"  Come,  sir,  forgive  me,"  said  the 
duke.  With  gracious  affability  the 
young  prince  held  out  his  hand,  the 
fingers  of  which  sparkled  with  costly 
gems,  to  the  old  man.  The  old  man 
bowed  as  if  his  beard  would  have 
swept  the  earth,  but  he  did  not  touch 
the  hand.  He  seemed  still  in  a  state 
between  dream  and  reason,  life  and 
death  :  he  moved  not,  spoke  not,  till 
the  men  came  to  bear  the  model ;  and 
he  then  followed  it,  his  arms  folded  in 
his  gown,  till,  on  entering  the  court, 
it  was  borne  in  a  contrary  direction 
from  his  own,  to  the  Chamberlain's 
apartment ;  then  wistfully  pursuing  it 
with  his  eyes,  he  uttered  such  a  sigh 
as  might  have  come  from  a  resigned 
father  losing  the  last  glimpse  of  a 
beloved  son. 

Kichard  hesitated  a  moment,  loth 
to  relinquish  his  research,  and  doubt- 
fill  whether  to  follow  the  Eureka  I'oi 
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renewed  investigation ;  but,  partly 
unwilling  to  compromise  his  dignity 
in  the  eyes  of  Hastings,  should  his 
suspicions  prove  unfounded,  and  partly 
indisposed  to  risk  the  displeasure  of 
the  vindictive  Duchess  of  Bedford  by 
further  molestation  of  one  now  under 
her  protection,  he  reluctantly  trusted 
all  further  inquiry  to  the  well-known 
loyalty  of  Hastings. 

"  If  Margaret  be  in  London,"  he 
muttered  to  himself  as  he  turned 
slowly  away,  "  now  is  the  time  to  seize 
and  chain  the  lioness !  Ho,  Catesby, 
— hither  (a  valuable  man  that  Catesby 
— a  lawyer's  nurturing  with  &  blood- 


hound's nature  ! )  —  Catesby,  while 
King  Edward  rides  for  pleasure,  let 
thou  and  I  track  the  scent  of  his  foes. 
If  the  she-wolf  of  Anjou  hath  ventured 
hither,  she  hides  in  some  convent  01 
monaster}',  be  sure.  See  to  our  pal- 
freys, Catesby  !  Strange,"  (added  the 
prince,  muttering  to  himself,)  "  that  I 
am  more  restless  to  guard  the  crown 
than  he  who  wears  it !  Nay,  a  crown 
is  a  goodly  heirloom  in  a  man's  family, 
and  a  fair  sight  to  see  near — and  neav 

— and  near " 

The  prince  abruptly  paused,  opened 
and  shut  his  right  hand  convulsive^/, 
and  drew  a  long  sigh. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


MARGARET    OF    ANJOU. 


Tb  f  day  after  t  he  events  recorded 
in  thj  last  section  of  this  narrative, 
and  about  the  hour  of  noon,  Robert 
Hilyard  (still  in  the  reverend  disguise 
in  which  he  had  accosted  Hastings) 
bent  his  way  through' the  labyrinth  of 
alleys  that  wound  in  dingy  confusion 
from  the  Chepe  towards  the  River. 

The  purlieus  of  the  Thames,  in  that 
day  of  ineffective  police,  sheltered 
many  who  either  lived  upon  plunder, 
<»■  sought  abodes  that  proffered,  at 
alarm,  the  facility  of  flight.  Here, 
sauntering  in  twos  or  threes,  or  lazily 
reclined  by  the  thresholds  of  piaster 
huts,  might  be  seen  thai,  refuse  popu- 
lation which  is  the  unholy  offspring 
of  Civil  War—  di>handed  soldiers  of 
"ither  Rose,  too  inured  to  violence 
ami  strife  for  peaceful  employment, 
and  ready  for  any  enterprise,  by 
which  keen  steel  wins  bright  gold. 
At  length,  our  friend  stopped  before 
the  gate  "fa  email  house,  on  the  very 
marge  of  the  river,  which  belonged  to 
one  of  the  many  religious  <  rrdera  then 
costing;  but  from  its  site  and  aspect, 
denoted  the  poverty  seldom  their  cha- 
tic.  Here  he  knocked  ;  t In- 
door was  opened  by  a  lay-brother;  a 
sign  and  a  smile  were  interchanged, 
H.inl   the    visitor    wa-s   ushered   into  B 


room  belonging  to  the  superior,  but 
given  up  for  the  last  few  days  to  a 
foreign  priest,  to  whom  the  whole 
community  appeared  to  consider  the 
reverence  of  a  saint  was  due.  And 
yet  this  priest,  who,  seated  alone,  by  a 
casement  which  commanded  a  partial 
view  of  the  distant  Tower  of  London, 
received  the  conspirator,  was  clad  in 
the  humblest  serge.  His  face  was 
smooth  and  delicate  ;  and  the  anima- 
tion of  the  aspect,  the  vehement  im- 
patience of  the  gesture,  evinced  little 
of  the  holy  calm  that  should  belong 
to  those  who  have  relinquished  the 
affairs  of  earth  for  meditation  on  the 
things  of  heaven.  To  this  personage, 
the  sturdy  Hilyard  bowed  his  manly 
knees;  and  casting  himself  at  the 
priest's  feet,  his  eyes,  his  countenance, 
changed  from  their  customary  hardi 
hood  and  recklessness,  into  an  expres- 
sion at  once  of  reverence  and  of  pity. 

"  Well,  man  —  well  friend  —  good 
friend,  tried  and  leal  friend — speak! 
speak  .' "  exclaimed  the  priest,  in  an 
accent  that  plainly  revealed  a  foreign 
birth. 

"  Oh  !  gracious  lady  !  all  hop?  is 
over :  I  come  but  to  bid  you  fly. 
Adam  Warnerwas  brought  before  th< 
usurper;  he  escaped,  indeed,  the  tor 
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ture,  and  was  faithful  to  the  trust. 
But  the  papers — the  secret  of  the 
rising, — are  in  the  hands  of  Hastings." 

"  How  long,  0  Lord,"  said  Margaret 
of  Anjou,  for  she  it  was,  under  that 
reverend  disguise ;  "  how  long  wilt 
thou  delay  the  hour  of  triumph  and 
revenge  1" 

The  princess,  as  she  spoke,  had 
suffered  her  hood  to  fall  back,  and 
her  pale,  commanding  countenance, 
so  well  fitted  to  express  fiery  and  ter- 
rible emotion,  wore  that  aspect  in 
which  many  a  sentenced  man  had 
read  his  doom ;  an  aspect  the  more 
fearful,  inasmuch  as  the  passion  that 
pervaded  it  did  not  distort  the  fea- 
tures, but  left  them  locked,  rigid,  and 
marble-like  in  beauty,  as  the  head  of 
the  Medusa. 

"  The  day  will  dawn  at  last,"  said 
Hilyard,  "  but  the  judgments  of 
Heaven  are  slow.  We  are  favoured, 
^t  the  least,  that  our  secret  is  con- 
fined to  a  man  more  merciful  than  his 
tribe."  He  then  related  to  Margaret 
his  interview  with  Hastings,  at  the 
house  of  the  Lady  Longueville,  and 
continued  : — "  This  morning,  not  an 
hour  since,  I  sought  him  (for  last 
evening  he  did  not  leave  Edward — a 
council  met  at  the  Tower),  and  learned 
that  he  had  detected  the  documents 
in  the  recesses  of  Warner's  engine. 
Knowing,  from  your'  highness  and 
your  spies,  that  he  had  been  open  to 
the  gifts  of  Charolois,  I  spoke  to  him 
plainly  of  the  guerdon  that  should 
await  his  silence.  Friar,"  he  answered, 
"  if  in  this  court  and  this  world  I 
have  found  that  it  were  a  foors  virtue 
to  be  more  pure  than  others,  and  if  I 
know  that  I  should  but  provoke  the 
wrath  of  those  who  profit  by  Bur- 
guudian  gold,  were  1  alone  to  disdain, 
its  glitter;  I  have  still  eno'  of  my 
younger  conscience  left  me  not  to 
make  barter  of  human  flesh.  Did  I 
give  these  papers  to  King  Edward, 
the  heads  of  fifty  gallant  men,  whose 
error  is  but  loyalty  to  their  ancient 


sovereign,  would  glut  the  doomsman. 
But,"  he  continued,  "  I  am  yet  true 
to  my  king  and  his  cause ;  I  shall 
know  how  to  advise  Edward  to  the 
frustrating  all  your  schemes.  The 
districts  where  you  hoped  a  rising, 
will  be  guarded,  the  men  ye  count 
upon  will  be  watched  ;  the  Duke  ol 
Gloucester,  whose  vigilance  never 
sleeps,  has  learned  that  the  Lady 
Margaret  is  in  England,  disguised  as 
a  priest.  To-morrow,  all  the  Religious 
Houses  will  be  searched ;  if  thou 
knowest  where  she  lies  concealed,  bid 
her  lose  not  an  hour  to  fly." 

"I  will  not  fly !"  exclaimed  Mar- 
garet ;  "  let  Edward,  if  he  dare,  pro- 
claim to  my  people  that  their  Queen 
is  in  her  city  of  London.  Let  him 
send  his  hirelings  to  seize  her.  Not 
in  this  dress  shall  she  be  found.  In 
robes  of  state,  the  sceptre  in  her 
hand,  shall  they  drag  the  consort  of 
their  king,  to  the  prison-house  of  her 
palace." 

"  On  my  knees,  great  queen,  I  im- 
plore you  to  be  calm  ;  with  the  loss 
of  your  liberty  ends  indeed  all  hope 
of  victory,  all  chance  even  of  struggle. 
Think  not  Edward's  fears  would  leave 
to  Margaret  the  life  that  his  disdain 
has  spared  to  your  royal  spouse.  Be- 
tween your  prison  and  your  grave, 
but  one  secret,  and  bloody  step !  Be 
ruled,  no  time  to  lose !  My  trusty 
Hugh,  even  now,  waits  with  his  boat 
below.  Relays  of  horses  are  ready, 
night  and  day,  to  bear  you  to  the 
coast;  while  seeking  your  restoration, 
I  have  never  neglected  the  facilities 
for  flight.  Pause  not,  0  gracious  lady  : 
let  not  your  son  say — '  My  mother's 
passion  has  lost  me  the  hope  of  my 
grandsire's  crowrn.'  " 

"  .My  boy,  my  princely  boy,  my  Ed- 
ward !  "  exclaimed  Margaret,  bursting 
into  tears,  all  the  warrior-queen 
merged  in  the  remembrance  of  the 
fond  mother.  "  Ah  !  faithful  friend  ! 
he  is  so  gallant  and  so  beautiful !  Oh, 
he  shall  reward  thee  well  hereafter  I " 
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"  May  he  live  to  crush  these  barons, 
and  raise  this  people  !"  said  the  dema- 
gogue of  Redesdale.  "  But  now,  save 
thyself." 

"  But  what ! — is  it  not  possible  yet 
to  strike  the  blow  !  Rather  let  us  spur 
to  the  north — rather  let  us  hasten  the 
hour  of  action,  and  raise  the  Red  Rose 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of 
England  ! " 

"  Ah,  lady,  if  without  warrant  from 
your  lord — if  without  foreign  subsi- 
dies^— if  without  having  yet  ripened 
the  time — if  without  gold,  without 
arms,  and  without  one  great  baron  on 
our  side,  we  forestall  a  rising,  all  that 
we  have  gained  is  lost ;  and  instead 
of  war,  you  can  scarcely  provoke  a 
riot.  But  for  this  accursed  alliance  of 
Edward's  daughter  with  the  brother 
of  the  icy-hearted  Louis,  our  triumph 
had  been  secure.  The  French  king's 
gold  would  have  manned  a  camp, 
bribed  the  discontented  lords,  and  his 
support  have  sustained  the  hopes  of 
the  mere  leal  Lancastrians.  But  it  is 
in  vain  to  deny,  that  if  Lord  Warwick 
win  Louis " 

"  He  will  not ! — he  shall  not ! — 
Louis,  mine  own  kinsman ! "  ex- 
claimed Margaret,  in  a  voice  in  which 
*,he  anguish  pierced  through  the 
•  ouder  tone  of  resentment  and  disdain. 

"  Let  us  hope  that  he  will  not," 
replied  Hilyard,  soothingly;  "some 
chance  may  yet  break  off  these  nup- 
tials, and  once  more  give  us  France 
as  our  firm  ally.  But  now  we  must 
be  patient.  Already  Edward  is  fast 
wearing  away  the  gloss  of  his  crown 
— already  the  great  lords  desert  his 
court — already,  in  the  rural  provinces, 
peasant  and  franklin  complain  of  the 
exactions  of  his  minions  —  already 
the  mighty  House  of  Nevile  frowns 
sullen  on  the  throne  it  built.  Another 
year,  and  who  knows  but  the  Earl  of 
Warwick — the  beloved  and  the  fear- 
less—  whose  statesman-art  alone  hath 
Revered  from  you  the  arms  arid  aid 
of  France-  at  whose  lifted  finger  all 
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England  would  bristle  with  armed 
men — may  ride  by  the  side  of  Mar- 
garet through  the  gates  of  London  ? 

"  Evil-omened  consoler,  never  !  " 
exclaimed  the  princess,  starting  to 
her  feet,  with  eyes  that  literally  shot 
fire.  "Thinkest  thou  that  the  spirit 
of  a  queen  lies  in  me  so  low  and 
crushed,  that  I,  the  descendant  of 
Charlemagne, could  forgive  the  wrongs 
endured  from  Warwick  and  his  father. 
But,  thou,  though  wise  and  loyal,  art 
of  the  Commons ;  thou  knowest  not 
how  they  feel  through  whose  veins 
rolls  the  blood  of  kings !  " 

A  dark  and  cold  shade  fell  over  the 
bold  face  of  Robin  of  Redesdale  at 
these  words. 

"  Vh,  lady,"  he  said,  with  bitter- 
ness, "  if  no  misfortune  can  curb  thy 
pride,  in  vain  would  we  rebuild  thy 
throne.  It  is  these  Commons,  Mar- 
garet of  Anjou — these  English  Com- 
mons— this  Saxon  People,  that  can 
alone  secure  to  thee  the  holding  of 
the  realm,  which  the  right  arm  wins. 
And,  beshrew  me,  much  as  I  love  thy 
cause— much  as  thou  hast,  with  thy 
sorrows  and  thy  princely  beauty, 
glamoured  and  spelled  my  heart  and 
my  hand — ay,  so  that  I,  the  son  of  a 
Lollard,  forget  the  wrongs  the  Lol- 
lards sustained  from  the  House  of 
Lancaster — so  that  I,  who  have  seen 
the  glorious  fruitage  of  a  Republic, 
yet  labour  for  thee,  to  overshadow  the 
land  with  the  throne  of  onk — yet — 
yet,  lady — yet,  if  I  thought  thou  wert 
to  be  the  same  Margaret  as  of  old, 
looking  back  to  thy  dead  kings,  and 
contemptuous  of  thy  living  people,  I 
would  not  bid  one  mother's  sou  lift 
lance  or  bill  on  thy  behalf." 

So  resolutely  did  Robin  of  Redes- 
dale utter  these  words,  that  the 
Queen's  haughty  eye  fell  abashed  as 
he  spoke  ;  and  her  craft,  or  her  intel- 
lect, which  was  keen  and  prompt 
where  her  passions  did  not  deafen 
and  blind  her  judgment,  instantly 
returned  to  her.  Few  women  equalled 
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this  once  idol  of  knight  and  minstrel, 
:n  the  subduing  fascination  that  she 
could  exert  in  her  happier  moments. 
Her  affability  was  as  gracious  as  her 
wrath  was  savage ;  and  with  a  digni- 
fied and  winning  frankness,  she  ex- 
tended her  hand  to  her  ally,  as  she  an- 
swered, in  a  s>veet,  humble,  womanly, 
and  almost  penitent,  voice — 

"  0,  bravest  and  lealest  of  friends, 
forgive  thy  wretched  queen.  Her 
troubles  distract  her  brain,  chide  her 
not  if  they  sour  her  speech.  Saints 
ibove !  will  ye  not  pardon  Margaret, 
if  at  times  her  nature  be  turned  from 
the  mother's  milk  into  streams  of  gall 
and  bloody  purpose  —  when  ye  see, 
from  your  homes  serene,  in  what  a 
world  of  strife  and  falsehood,  her  very 
womanhood  hath  grown  unsexed  !  " 
she  paused  a  moment,  and  her  uplifted 
eyes  shed  tears  fast  and  large.  Then, 
with  a  sigh,  she  turned  to  Hilyard, 
and  resumed  more  calmly  — "  Yes, 
thou  art  right — adversity  hath  taught 
me  much.  And  though  adversity 
will  too  often  but  feed,  and  not  starve 
our  pride  ;  yet  thou — thou  hast  made 
me  know,  that  there  is  more  of  true 
nobility  in  the  blunt  Children  of  the 
People,  than  in  many  a  breast  over 
which  flows  the  kingly  robe.  Forgive 
me,  and  the  daughter  of  Charlemagne 
shall  yet  be  a  mother  to  the  Commons, 
who  claim  thee  as  their  brother  !  " 

Thoroughly  melted,  Robin  of  Redes- 
4ale  bowed  over  the  hand  held  to  his 
lips,  and  his  rough  voice  trembled  as 
he  answered  —  though  that  answer 
took  but  the  shape  of  prayer. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  princess, 
smiling,  "  to  make  peace  lasting  be- 


tween us ; — I  conquer  myself — I  yield 
to  thy  counsels.  Once  more  the  fugi- 
tive, I  abandon  the  city  that  contains 
Henry's  unheeded  prison.  See,  I  am 
ready.  Who  will  know  Margaret  in 
this  attire  1     Lead  on  ! " 

Rejoiced  to  seize  advantage  of  this 
altered  and  submissive  mood,  Robin 
instantly  took  the  way  through  a 
narrow  passage,  to  a  small  door  com- 
municating with  the  river.  There 
Hugh  was  waiting  in  a  small  boat, 
moored  to  the  damp  and  discoloured 
stairs. 

Robin,  by  a  gesture,  checked  the 
man's  impulse  to  throw  himself  at  the 
feet  of  the  pretended  priest,  and  bade 
him  put  forth  his  best  speed.  The 
princess  seated  herself  by  the  helm, 
and  the  little  boat  cut  rapidly  through 
the  noble  stream.  Galleys,  gay  and 
gilded,  with  armorial  streamers,  and 
filled  with  nobles  and  gallants,  passed 
them,  noisy  with  mirth  or  music,  on 
their  way.  These  the  fallen  sovereign 
heeded  not;  but,  with  all  her  faults, 
the  woman's  heart  beating  in  her 
bosom — she  who,  in  prosperity,  had 
so  often  wrought  ruin,  and  shame, 
and  woe  to  her  gentle  lord  ;  she  who 
had  been  reckless  of  her  trust  as 
queen,  and  incurred  grave — but,  let 
us  charitably  hope,  unjust — suspicion, 
of  her  faith  as  wife,  still  fixed  her 
eyes  on  the  gloomy  tower  that  con- 
tained her  captive  husband,  and  felt 
that  she  could  have  forgotten  awhile 
even  the  loss  of  power  if  but  permitted 
to  fall  on  that  plighted  heart,  and 
weep  over  the  past  with  the  woe  worn 
bridegroom  of  her  youth. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Dl  WHICH  ARE  LAID  OPEN  TO  THE  READER  THE  CHARACTER  OF  EDWARD  THH 
FOURTH  AND  THAT  OF  HIS  COURT,  WITH  THE  MACHINATIONS  OF  THE  WOOD- 
VILLES    AGAINST    THE    EARL    OF    WARWICK. 

Scarcely  need  it  be  said  to  those  !  Lancaster ;  and  Marmaduke's  mind 
who  have  lmked  with  some  pliilo-  became  aware  that  learning  was  no 
sophy  upon  human  life,  that  the  young  I  longer  the  peculiar  distinction  of  the 
ixistence  of  Master  Marmaduke  Ne-  j  Church,  and  that  Warwick  was  behind 
vile,  once  fairly  merged  in  the  great  |  his  age,   when   he  boasted  "  that  the 


common  sea,  will  rarely  reappear 
before  us  individualised  and  distinct. 
The  type  of  the  provincial  cadet  ol 
the  day,  hastening  eourtwards  to  »cek 
his  fortune,  he  becomes  lost  amidst 
the  gigantic  characters  and  fervid 
passions  that  alone  stand  forth  in 
history.  And  as,  in  reading  bio- 
graphy, we  first  take,  interest  in  the 
individual  who  narrates,  but  if  his 
careershall  pass  into  that  broader  and 
more  stirrirnj  life,  in  which  he  mingles 
with  men  who  have  left  a  more  daz- 
zling memory  than  his  own,  we  find 
the  interest  change  from  the  narrator 
to  those  by  whom  he  is  surrounded 
and  eclipsed,— so,  in  this  record  of  a 
time,  we  scarce  follow  our  young  ad- 
venturer into  the  Court  of  the  brilliant 
Edward,  ere  the  scene  itself  allures 
and  separates  us  from  our  guide  ;  his 
mission  is,  as  it  were,  well  nigh  done. 
We  leave,  then,  for  awhi  e,  thi*  bold, 
frank  nature — fresh  from  the  health 
of   the    rural    life— gradually    to    im 


sword  was  more  familiar  to  him  than 
the  pen."  He  had  the  sagacity  to 
perceive  that  the  alliance  with  the 
great  earl  did  not  conduce  to  his 
popularity  at  court;  and,  even  in  the 
king's  presence,  the  courtiers  per- 
mitted themselves  manv  taunts  and 
jests  at  the  fiery  Warwick,  which  they 
would  have  bitten  out  their  tongues 
ere  they  would  have  vented  before  the 
earl  himself.  But,  though  the  Nevile 
sufficiently  control' ed  his  native  can- 
dour not  to  incur  unprofitable  quarrel, 
by  ill-mannered  and  unseasonable  de- 
fence of  the  hero-baron,  when  sneered 
at  or  assailed,  he  had  enough  of  the 
soldier  and  the  man  in  him,  not  to  be 
tainted  by  the  envy  of  the  time  and 
place— not  to  lose  his  gratitude  to  his 
patron,  nor  his  respect  for  the  bulwark 
of  the  country.  Rather,  it  may  be 
said,  that  Warwick  gained  in  his 
estimation  whenever  compared  with 
the  gay  and  silken  personages  whu 
avenged  themselves  by  words  for  his 


prove,  or  deprave  itself,  in  the  c  m-  I  superiority  in  deeds.  Not  only  as  a 
panionship  it  finds.  The  example  of  I  soldier,  but  as  a  statesman — the  great 
the  Lords  Hastings.  Scales,  and  Wor-  and  peculiar  merits  of  the  earl  were 
cester,  and  the  accomplishments  of  visible  in  all  those  measures  which 
the  two  younger  Princes  of  York,  emanated  solelj  from  himself.  Though 
especially  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  had  so  indifferently  educated,  his  busy, 
diffused  among  the  younger  and  gayer  practical  career,  bis  affable  mixing 
part  of  the  court  that  growing  taste  with  all  classes,  and  his  hearty,  na 
for  letters  which  had  somewhat  Blepl  tional  sympathies,  made  him  so  well 
during  the  dynasty  of  the  House  of    acquainted  with    the    interests  of  his 
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Country  and  the  habits  ofliis  country- 
men, that  he  was  far  more  fitted  to 
rule  than  the  scientific  Worcester  or 
the  learned  Scales.  The  young  Duke 
of  Gloucester  presented  a  marked 
contrast  to  the  general  levity  of  the 
court,  in  speaking  of  this  powerful 
nobleman,  lie  never  named  him  but 
with  respect,  and  was  pointedly  cour- 
teous to  even  the  humblest  member 
of  the  earl's  family.  In  this  he  ap- 
peared to  advantage  by  the  side  of 
Clarence,  whose  weakness  of  dispo- 
sition ma  le  him  take  the  tone  of 
the  society  in  which  he  was  thrown, 
and  who,  while  really  loving  Warwick, 
often  smiled  at.  the  jests  againsl  him 
— not,  indeed,  if  uttered  by  the  queen 
or  her  family,  of  whom  he  ill  concealed 
his  jealousy  and  hatred. 

The  whole  court  was  animated  and 
pregnant  with  a  spirit  of  intrigue, 
which  the  artful  cunning  of  the  queen, 
the  astute  policy  of  Jaequetta,  and 
the  animosity  of  the  different  factions 
had  fomented,  to  a  degree  quite  un- 
known under  former  reigns.  It  was 
a  place  in  which  the  wit  of  young  men 
grew  old  rapidly  :  amidst  stratagem, 
v  and  plot,  and  ambitious  design,  and 
1.  stealthy  overreaching,  the  boyhood  of 
Richard  111.  passed  to  its  relei 
manhood:  such  is  the  inevitable  fruit 
of  that  era  in  civilisation  when  a  mar- 
tial aristocracy  first  begins  to  merge 
into  a  voluptuous  court. 

Through  this  moving  and  shifting 
wel>  of  ambition  and  intrigue  the 
royal  Edward  moved  with  a  careless 
grace:  simple  himself,  because  his 
object  was  won,  and  pleasure  had  sup- 
planted ambition.  His  indolent,  joy- 
ous temper,  served  to  deaden  his 
powerful  intellect;  or,  rather,  his 
intellect  wan  now  lost  in  the  sousyal 
stream  through  which  it  flowed.  Ever 
in  pursuit  of  some  new  face,  his 
schemes  and  counter-schemes  were 
limited  to  cheat  a  husband  or  deceive 
a  wife;  and  dexte-ous  and  successful, 
no   doubt,   they   were.      But    a   vice 


always  more  destructive  than  the  love, 
of  women  began  also  to  reign  ove* 
him, — viz.,  the  intemperance  of  the 
table.  The  fastidious  and  graceful 
epicurism  of  the  early  Normans, 
moaned  to  dainties  but  abhorring 
excess,  and  regarding  with  astoni'-hed 
disdain  the  heavy  meals  and  decn 
draughts  of  the  Saxon,  had  long 
ceased  to  characterise  the  offspring 
of  that  noblest  of  all  noble  races. 
Warwick,  whose  stately  manliness  was 
disgusted  with  whatever  savoured  of 
effeminacy  or  debauch,  used  to  declare 
that  he  would  rather  fight  fifty  battles 
for  Edward  IV.  than -once  sup  with 
him !  Feasts  were  prolonged  for 
hours,  and  the  banquets  of  this  king 
of  the  Middle  Ages  almost  resembled 
those  of  the  later  Roman  emperors. 
The  Lord  Montagu  did  not  share  the 
abstemiousness  of  his  brother  c*  AVar- 
wiuk.  He  was,  next  to  Hastings,  the 
king's  chosen  and  most  favourite  com- 
panion. He  ate  almost  as  much  as 
the  king,  and  drank  very  little  less.  Of 
few  courtiers  could  the  same  be  said ! 
Over  the  lavish  profligacy  and  excess 
of  the  court,  however,  a  veil,  dazzling 
to  the  young  and  high-spirited,  was 
thrown.  Edward  was  thoroughly  the 
cavalier,  deeply  imbued  with  the 
romance  of  chivalry,  and,  while  mak- 
ing the  absolute  woman  his  plaything, 
always  treated  the  ideal  woman  as  a 
goddess.  A  refined  gallantry  —  a 
deferential  courtesy  to  dame  and 
demoiselle — united  the  language  of  ail 
Ainadis  with  the  licentiousness  of  a 
Gaolor;  and  a  far  more  alluring  con- 
trast than  the  court  of  Charles  II.  pre- 
sented to  the  grim  Commonwealth, 
seduced  the  vulgar  in  that  of  this 
most  brave  and  most  beautiful  prince, 
when  compared  with  the  mournful 
'and  lugubrious  circles  in  whicf' 
Henry  VI  had  reigned  and  prayed. 
Edward  himself,  tco,  it  was  so  impos- 
sible to  judge  with  severe  justice,  that 
his  extraordinary  popularity  in  Lon- 
don, where  he  was    daily  seen,  was 
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never  diminished  by  his  faults ;  he 
was  so  bold  in  the  field,  yet  so  mild  in 
the  ehamber ;  when  his  passions  slept, 
In;  was  so  thoroughly  good-natured 
and  social — so  kind  to  .all  about  his 
person — so  hearty  and  gladsome  in 
his  talk  and  in  his  vices — so  magnifi- 
cent and  so  generous  withal ;  and, 
despite  his  indolence,  his  capacities 
for  business  were  marvellous  : — and 
these  last  commanded  the  reverence 
ofthsgood  Londoners:  he  often  ad- 
mi  ni-teied  justice  himself,  like  the 
Caliphs  of  the  East,  and  with  great 
acuteuess  and  address.  Like  most 
extravagant  men,  he  had  a  wholesome 
touch  of  avarice.  That  contempt  for 
commerce  which  characterises  a  mo- 
dern aristocracy  was  little  fell  by  ibe 
nobles  of  thai  day,  with  the  exception 
of  such  blunt  patricians  as  Lord  War- 
wick or  Raoul  de  Fulke.  The  great 
house  of  IV  la  Pole  (Duke  of  Suffolk), 
the  heir  of  which  married  Edward's 
sister,  Elizabeth,  had- been  founded  by 
a  merchant  of  Hull.  Earls  and  arch- 
bishops  scrupled  not  to  derive  revenues 
from  what  we  should  now  esteem  the 
literal  resources  of  trade.*    No  house 

*  The  Abbot  of  St.  Albans  (temp.  Henry 
111.,  wa>  a  vernier  of  Yarmouth  bloaters. 
The  Ci-tei  cian  Monks  wen.  WOOl-merchantS ; 
ami  Macpherson  tells  us  of  a  couple  of  Ice- 
land bishops  who  got  a  licence  from  Henry 
VI.  for  smuggling.    (Matthew  Paris     Mac- 

pherson's  Annate  of  C nerce,  10.)    As  the 

Whig  historians  generally  have  thought  fit 
to  consider  the  Lancastrian  cause  th<  more 
"  U  beral"  at  the  two,  because  Henry  IV  was 
the  popular  choice,  and,  In  fact,  an  elected, 
not  an  hereditary  king,  hi  it  cannot  be  ton 
emphatically  repeated  that  the  ace 

Edward  [V.  was  tin-  success  of  two  new  and 
two  highlj  popular  principh  B— the 
of  church  reform,  the  other,  that  of  com- 
mercial calculation.  All  that  immense 
section,  almost  a  majority  of  the  people, 
who  bod  been  persecuted  by  the  Lancastrian 
-  U>  lards,  revi  nged  on  Henry  the 
aggrieved  rights  of  religious  toleration.  On 
the  other  hand,  though  Henry  IV.,  who  was 

in  ■  1 1 1 .  asurably  rape to  his  wai  like  son  in 

Intellect   and  statesmanship,  bad  favoured 
toe    growing    commercial    Bpirit,     it    had 
leeived  nothing  but  injury  linden  II-  nt  \  V  , 
No. 


had  ever  shown  itself  on  this  point 
more  liberal  in  its  policy,  more  free 
from  feudal  prejudices,  than  that,  of 
the  Plantagenets.  Even  Edward  II. 
was  tenacious  of  the  commerce  with 
Genoa,  and  an  intercourse  with  the 
merchant  princes  of  that  republic 
probably  served  to  associate  the  pur- 
suits of  commerce  with  the  notion  of 
rank  and  power.  Edward  III.  is  still 
called  the  Father  of  English  Com- 
merce; but  Edward  IV.  earned  the 
theories  of  his  ancestors  into  far  morf 
extensive  practice,  for  his  own  pe  - 
sonal  profit.  This  king,  so  indob.nt 
in  the  palace,  was  literally  '.he  1  tost 
active  merchant  in  the  mart.  He 
traded  largely  in  ships  of  his  own, 
freighted  with  his  own  go-uls ;  and 
though,  according  to  sound  modern 
ceconomics,  this  was  anything  but  an 
aid  to  commerce,  seeing  that  no  pri- 
vate merchant  could  compete  with  a 
royal  trader,  who  went  out  and  came 
in  duty-free,  yet  certainly  th  s  mere 
companionship  and  association  in  risk 
and  gain,  and  the  common  conversa- 
tion that  it  made  between  the  affable 
monarch  and   the   homeliest  trader, 

and  little  better  than  contempt  undrt  Henry 
'VI.  The  accession  of  the  Yorkists  "its, 
then,  on  two  grounds,  a  great  popular 
movement;  and  it  was  followed  by  a  third 
advantage  to  the  popular  cause— v it.,  in  the 
o,  tei  n. oi,  ,l  ii,  sire  both  of  ICdward  and 
Richard  III.  to  destroy  the-  dangerous  in- 
fluence of  tin-  old  feudal  aristocracy.  T« 
tins  end  Edward  labi  urea  in  the  creation  << 
a  court  noblesse;  and  Richard,  with  Uit 
more  dogged  res  lution  that  belonged  to  bim, 
went  at  unci   to  the  root  of  the  feudal  power, 

in  forbidding  tbe  nobles  to  give  badges  and 

liveries;*  in  other  words,  to  appropriate 
armii  s  undei  tin-  name  of  retainers.  llenrj 
VII.,  in  short,  did  not  originate  tbo  policy 
h  lo-  lias  monopolised  thecredit;  lie 
did  but  steadily  follow  out  the  theory  of 
raising  tin-  middle  class  ami  humbling  the 
.-.  bich  tin--  House  of  York  lust  put 
into  prai 


•   Thin  :.  tit,  in-  r'nt:  i-<iirt  01 

pi  man  th* 
"■ikh  ul    Itlchnnl    1 1  ,   but  m   u»rt 

."I    lh(  ...•:  tlic    prohibition  btinn 
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served  to  increase  his  popularity,  and 
to  couple  it  with  respect  for  practical 
aense.  Edward  IV.  was  in  all  this 
pre-eminently  the  Man  of  his  Age 
— not  an  inch  behind  it  or  before  ! 
And,  in  addition  to  this  happy  posi- 
tion, he  was  one  of  those  darlings  of 
Nature,  so  affluent  and  blest  in  gifts 
of  person,  mind,  and  outward  show, 
that  it  is  only  at  the  distance  of  pos- 
terity we  ask  why  men  of  his  own  age 
admired  the  false,  the  licentious,  and 
the  cruel,  where  those  contemporaries, 
over-dazzled,  saw  but  the  heroic  and 
the  joyous,  the  young,  the  beautiful, 
— the  affable  to  friend,  and  the  ter- 
rible to  foe  ! 

It  was  necessary  to  say  thus  much 
on  the  commercial  tendencies  of 
Edward,  because,  at  this  epoch,  they 
operated  great  ly ,  1  >esides  other  motives 
shortly  to  be  made  clear,  in  favour  of 
the  plot  laid  by  the  enemies  of  the 
Earl  of  Warwick,  to  dishonour  that 
powerful  minister,  and  drive  him  from 
the  councils  of  the  king. 

One  morning  Hastings  received  a 
summons  to  attend  Edward,  and,  on 
entering  the  royal  chamber,  he  found 
already  assembled,  Lord  Rivers,  the 
queen's  father,  Anthony  Woodville, 
and  the  Earl  of  Worcester. 

The  king  seemed  thoughtful  ;  lie 
beckoned  Hastings  to  approach,  and 
placed  in  his  hand  a  letter,  dated 
from  Rouen.  "  Read  and  judge, 
Hastings,"  said  Edward. 

The  letter  was  from  a  gentleman 
in  Warwick's  train.  It  gave  a  glow- 
ing account  of  the  honours  accorded 
to  the  earl  by  Louis  XI.,  greater  than 
those  ever  before  manifested  to  a  sub- 
ject, and  proceeded  thus  : — "  lint  it 
is  just  I  should  apprise  you  that  there 
be  strange  rumours  as  to  the  marvel- 
lous love  that  King  Louis  shows  my 
lord  the  earl.  lie  lodgeth  in  the  next 
house  to  him,  and  hath  even  had  an 
opening  made  in  the  partition-wall  be- 
tween his  own  chamber  ami  the  earl's. 
Men  do  say  that  the  king  visits  him 


nightly,  and  there  be  those  who  think 
that  so  much  stealthy  intercourse  be- 
tween an  English  ambassador  and 
the  kinsman  of  Margaret  of  Anjou 
bodeth  small  profit  to  our  grace  the 
king." 

"  I  observe,"  said  Hastings,  glanc- 
ing to  the  superscription,  "  th.vt  thia 
letter  is  addressed  to  my  Lord  liners 
Can  he  avouch  the  fidelity  of  his  cor- 
respondent V 

"  Surely,  yes,"  answered  Rivers ;  "  it 
is  a  gentleman  of  my  own  blood." 

"  Were  he  not  so  accredited,"  re- 
turned Hastings,  "  I  should  question 
the  truth  of  a  man  who  can  thus  con- 
sent to  play  the  spy  upon  his  lord  and 
superior." 

"  The  .  public  weal  justifies  all 
things,"  said  the  Earl  of  Worcester, 
(who,  though  by  marriage  nearly  con- 
nected to  Warwick,  eyed  his  power 
with  the  jealous  scorn  which  the  man 
of  book-lore  often  feels  for  one  whose 
talent  lies  in  action,) — ''  so  held  our 
masters  in  all  state-craft,  the  Greek 
and  Roman." 

"  Certes,"  said  Sir  Anthony  Wood- 
ville, "  it  grieveth  the  pride  of  an  Eng- 
lish knight,  that  we  should  be  beholden 
for  courtesies  to  the  born  foe  of  Eng- 
land, which  I  take  the  Frenchman 
naturally  to  be." 

"  Ah,"  said  Edward,  smiling  sternly, 
"  I  would  rather  be  myself,  with 
I  buiuer  and  trump,  before  the  walls 
of  lans,  than  sending  my  cousin,  the 
earl,  to  beg  the  French  king's  brother 
to  accept  my  sister  as  a  bride.  And 
|  what  is  to  become  of  my  good  mer- 
chant ships,  if  Burgundy  take  um- 
brage,  and  close  its  ports  /" 

"  Beau  sire,"  said  Hastings,  "thou 
knowest  how  little  cause  I  have  to 
!  1  -^  the  Earl  of  Warwick.  We  all 
"  here,  save  your  gracious  self,  bear  the 
memory  of  some  affront  rendered  to 
us  by  his  pride  and  heat  of  mood  ;  but 
in  this  council  I  must  cease  to  be 
William  de  Hastings,  and  be  all  and 
wholly  the  king's  servant.    I  say  first, 
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then,  with  reference  to  these  nol>le 
peers,  that  Warwick's  faith  to  the 
House  of  York  is  too  well  proven  to 
become  suspected  because  of  the 
courtesies  of  King  Louis — an  artful 
craft,  as  it  clearly  seems  to  me  of  the 
wily  Frenchman,  to  weaken  your 
throne,  by  provoking  your  distrust  of 
its  great  supporter.  Fall  we  not  into 
such  a  snare !  .Moreover,  we  may  be 
sure  that  Warwick  cannot  be  false,  if 
he  achieve  the  object  of  his  embassy 
— viz.,  detach  Louis  from  the  side  of 
Margaret  and  Lancaster,  by  close 
alliance  with  Edward  and  York. 
Secondly,  sire,  with  regard  to  that 
alliance  which  it  seems  you  would 
repent — I  hold  now,  as  I  have  held 
ever,  that  it  is  a  masterstroke  in 
policy,  and  the  earl  in  this  proves  his 
sharp  brain  worthy  his  strong  arm  ; 
for  as  his  highness  the  Duke  of 
Gloucester  hath  now  clearly  disco- 
vered that  Margaret  of  Anjou  has 
been  of  late  in  London,  and  that 
treasonable  designs  were  meditated, 
though  now  frustrated,  so  we  may  a>k 
why  the  friends  of  Lancaster  really 
stood  aloof!  why  all  conspiracy  was, 
and  is  in  vain  ! — Because,  sire,  of  this 
very  alliance  with  France;  because 
the  gold  and  subsidies  of  Louis  are 
not  forthcoming ;  because  the  Lan- 
castrians see  that  if  once  Lord  War- 
wick win  France  from  the  Red  Rose, 
nothing  short  of  such  a  miracle  as 
their  gaining  Warwick  instead  can 
give  a  hope  to  their  treason.  Your 
highness  fears  the  anger  of  Burgundy, 
and  i  lie  suspension  of  your  trade  with 
the  Flemings  ;  but  forgive  me — this 
is  not  reasonable.  Burgundy  dare 
net  offend  England,  matched,  as  its 
bfa  France ;  the  Flemings 
gain  more'  by  you  'ban  you  gain  by 
the   Flemings,  and    thoa 

-  *  ill   nol  Buffer  any   | 
quarrel   to  damage   their   coi 
Charolois  may  bluster  and  tin 
the  storm   will   pass;  and  Burgundy 
'.  ill  be  contented,  if  England  remain 


neutral  in  the  feud  with  France.  All 
these  reasons,  sire,  urge  me  to  sup- 
port my  private  foe,  the  Lord  War 
wiek,  and  to  pray  you  to  give  no  eai 
to  the  discrediting  his  honour  and  his 
embassy." 

The  profound  sagacity  of  these  re- 
marks, the  repute  of  the  speaker,  and 
the  well-known  grudge  between  him 
and  Warwick,  for  reason*  hereafter  to 
be  explained,  produced  a  strong  effect 
upon  the  intellect  of  Edward,  always 
vigorous,  save  when  clouded  with 
passion.  But  Rivers,  whose  malice 
to  the  earl  was  indomitable,  coldly 
recommenced. 

"  With  submission  to  the  Lord 
Hastings,  sire,  whom  we  know  that 
love  sometimes  blinds,  and  whose 
allegiance  to  the  earl's  fair  sister,  the 
Lady  of  Bonvillc,  perchance  somewhat 
moves  him  to  forget  the  day  when 
Lord  Warwick " 

"  Cease,  my  lord,"  said  Hastings, 
white  with  suppressed  anger  ;  "  these 
references  beseem  not  the  councils  of 
grave  men." 

"  Tut,  Hastings,"  said  Edward, 
laughing  merrily  —  "  women  mix 
themselves  up  in  all  things:  board 
or  council,  bed  or  battle  —  wherever 
there  is  mischief  astir,  there,  be  sure, 
peeps  a  woman's  sly  face  from  her 
wimple.     Go  on,  Rivers." 

"  Your  pardon,  my  Lord  Hastings," 
said  Rivers—"  I  knew  not  my  thrust 
went  so  home;  there  is  another  letter 
I  have  not  yet  laid  before  the  king." 
He  drew  forth  a  scroll  from  his 
bosom,  and  read  as  follows: — 

"  Yesterday  the  earl  feasted  the 
king,  and  as,  in  discharge  of  mine 
oltiee,  I  carved  for  my  lord,  I  heard 
King  Louis  say — '  Pasque  Dieu,  my 
Lord  Warwick  ;  our  couriers  bring  us 
word  thai  Count  Charolout  declares  he 
shall  yet  wi  d  the  Lady  Margaret,  and 
thai  lie  bni' lis  at  your  ambassage. 
What  if  our  brother,  kin<_r  Edward, 
fall  back  from  the  treaty  V  '  He 
ao1  "  said  the  carl." 

a  2 
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"  Durst  not ! "  exclaimed  Edward, 
utarting  to  his  feet,  and  striking  the 
table  with  his  clenched  hand,  "  Durst 
not !     Hastings,  hear  you  that?" 

Hastings  bowed  his  head,  in  assent. 
"  Is  that  all,  Lord  Rivers?" 

"  All !  and  methinks  enough." 

"Enough,  by  my  halidame!"  said 
Edward,  laughing  bitterly;  "he  shall 
see  what  a  king  dares,  when  a  sub- 
ject threatens.  Admit  the  worshipful 
the  deputies  from  our  city  of  London 
— lord  chamberlain,  it  is  thine  office 
— they  await  in  the  ante-room." 

Hastings  gravely  obeyed,  and  in 
crimson  gowns,  with  purple  hoods, 
and  gold  chains,  marshalled  into  the 
king's  presence  a  goodly  deputation 
from  the  various  corporate  companies 
of  London. 

These  personages  advanced  within 
a  few  paces  of  the  dais,  and  there 
halted  and  knelt,  while  their  spokes- 
man read,  on  his  knees,  a  long  peti- 
tion, praying  the  king  to  take  into 
his  gracious  consideration  the  state 
of  the  trade  with  the  Flemings ;  and 
though  not  absolutely  venturing  to 
name  or  to  deprecate  the  meditated 
alliance  with  France,  beseeching  his 
grace  to  satisfy  them  as  to  certain 
rumours,  already  very  prejudicial  to 
their  commerce,  of  the  possibility  of 
a  breach  with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
The  merchant-king  listened  with  great 
attention  and  affability  to  this  peti- 
tion ;  and  replied,  shortly,  that  lie 
thanked  the  deputation  for  their  zeal 
for  the  public  weal  —  that  a  king 
would  have  enough  to  do,  if  he  con- 
travened every  gossip's  tale  ;  but  that 
it  waa  his  firm  purpose  to  protect,  in 
all  ways,  the  London  traders,  and  to 
maintain  the  most  amicable  under- 
standing with  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

The  Bupplicators  then  withdrew 
from  the  royal  presence. 

"  Note  you  how  gracious  the  king 
was  to  me!"  whispered  Master  Hey- 
ford  to  one  of  his  brethren ;  "  he 
looked  at  me  while  he  answered." 


"Coxcomb!"  muttered  the  confi 
dant,  "  as  if  I  did  not  catch  his  eye, 
when  he  said,  '  Ye  are  the  pillars  oi 
the  public  weal.'  But  because  iMaster 
Hey  ford  has  a  handsome  wife,  he 
thinks  he  tosseth  all  London  on  his 
own  horns!" 

As  the  citizens  were  quitting  the 
palace,  Lord  Rivers  joined  them 
"  You  will  thank  me  for  suggesting 
this  deputation,  worthy  sirs,"  said  he, 
smiling  significantly ;  "  you  have 
timed  it  well!"  —  and  passing  by 
them,  without  further  comment,  he 
took  the  way  to  the  queen's  chamber. 

Elizabeth  was  playing  with  her  in- 
fant daughter,  tossing  the  child  in 
the  air,  and  laughing  at  its  riotous 
laughter.  The  stern  old  Duchess  of 
Bedford,  leaning  over  the  back  of  the 
state-chair,  looked  on  with  all  a 
grandmother's  pride,  and  half  chanted 
a  nursery  rhyme.  It  was  a  sight,  fair 
to  see  !  Elizabeth  never  seemed  more 
lovely  •  her  artificial,  dissimulating 
smile,  changed  into  hearty,  maternal 
glee  ;  her  smooth  cheek  flushed  with 
exercise,  a  stray  ringlet  escaping 
from  the  stiff  coif! — And,  alas,  the 
moment  the  two  ladies  caught  sight 
of  Rivers,  all  the  charm  was  dissolved 
— the  child  was  hastily  put  on  the 
floor  — the  queen,  half  ashamed  oi 
being  natural,  even  before  her  father, 
smoothed  hack  the  rebel  lock,  and 
the  duchess,  breaking  off  in  the  midst 
of  her  grandam  song,  exclaimed — 

"Well,  well!  —  how  thrives  oui 
policy?" 

•'  The  king,"  answered  Rivers,  "  ig 
in  the  very  mood  we  could  desire. 
At  the  words,  '  He  durst  not !'  the 
Platagenet  sprung  up  in  his  breast  ; 
and  now,  lest  he  ask  to  see  the  rest  of 
the  letter,  thus  1  destroy  it;" — and 
flinging  the  scroll  in  the  blazing 
hearth,  he  watched  it  consume. 

'•  Why  this,  sir  !"  said  the  queen. 

"  Because,  my  Elizabeth,  the  bold 
words  glided  oil'  into  a  decent  gloss 
—'He  durst  not,' said  Warwick,  'be- 
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veute  what  a  nob/e  heart  dares  least, 
is  to  b('U<  the  plighted  word,  and  WllOt 
the  kind  lii  art  shuns  most  in  to  wrong 
the  confiding  friend.' " 

"It  was  fortunate,"  said  the  duchess, 
"  that  Edward  took  he;it  at,  the  first 
words,  nor  stopped,  it  seems,  for  the 
rest ! " 

"I  was  prepared,  Jacquetta; — had 
be  asked  to  see  the  rest,  I  should  have 
dropped  the  scroll  into  the  brazier,  as 
containing  what  I  would  not  presume 
to  read.  Courage  !  Edward  has  seen 
the  merchants;  he  has  flouted  Hast- 
ings—  who  would  gainsay  us.  For 
the  rest,  Elizabeth,  be  it  yours  to 
speak  of  affronts  paid  by  the  earl  to 
your  highness  ;  be  it  yours.  Jacquetta, 
to  rouse  Edward's  pride,  by  dwelling 
on  Warwick's  overweening  power. 
Be  it  mine,  to  enlist  his  interest  on 
behalf  of  his  merchandise ;  be  it  Mar- 


garet's, to  move  his  heart  by  soft 
tears  for  the  bold  Charolois ;  and  ere 
a  month  be  told,  Warwick  shall  find 
his  embassy  a  thriftless  laughing- 
stock, and  no  shade  pass  between  the 
house  of  Woodville  and  the  sun  of 
England." 

"  1  am  scarce  queen,  while  War- 
wick is  minister,"  said  Elizabeth, 
vindictively.  "  How  he  taunted  me 
in  the  garden,  when  we  met  last !" 

•■  But  hark  you,  daughter  and  lady 
liege,  hark  you  !  Edward  is  not  pre- 
pared for  the  decisive  stroke.  I  have 
arranged  with  Anthony,  whose  chi- 
valrous follies  fit  mm  not  for  full 
comprehension  of  our  objects,  how 
upon  fair  excuse  the  heir  of  Bur- 
gundy's brother  —r-  the  Count  do  la 
Roche — shall  visit  London,  and  the 
count  once  here,  all  is  ours!  Hush! 
take  up  the  little  one — Ed  ward  comes  P 
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WHEREIN     MASTF.R     NICHOLAS    ALWYN     VISITS     THE     COURT,    AND     THERE    LEARH8 
MATTER    OF    WHICU    THE    ACUTE    READER    WILL    JUDGE    FOR    HIMSELF. 


It  was  a  morning  towards  the  end 
of  May,  (-uiie  little  time  after  Ed- 
ward- gracious  reception  of  the  Lon- 
don deputies.)  when  Nicholas  Alwyn, 
accompanied  by  two  servitors  armed 
to  the  teeth — for  they  carried  with 
them  goods  of  much  value,  and  even 
in  the  broad  daylight,  and  amidst  the 
most  frequented  parts  of  the  city, 
men  still  confided  little  in  the  security 
of  the  iaw — arrived  at  the  Towi 
was  conducted  to  the  presence  of  the 
queen. 

Elizabeth  and  her  mother  were  en- 
gaged in  animated  but  whispered 
conversation,  when  the  goldsmith 
entered;  and  there  was  an  unusual 
gaiety  in  the  queen's  countenance  as 
she  turned  to  Alwyn  and  bade  him 
show  her  his  newest  gauds. 


While,  with  a  curiosity  and  eagei- 
ness  that  seemed  almost  childlike, 
Elizabeth  turned  over  rings,  chains, 
and  brooches,  scarcely  listening  to 
Alwyn's  comments  on  the  lustre  of 
the  gems  or  the  quaiutness  of  t*<« 
fashion,  the  duchess  disappeared  forn 
moment,  and  returned  with  the  Prin- 
cess Margaret. 

This  young  princess  had  much  c 
the  majestic  beauty  of  her  royal  bro- 
ther, but,  instead  of  the  frank,  care- 
less expression,  so  fascinating  ia 
Edward,  there  was,  in  her  full  and 
curved  lip,  and  bright,  large  eye, 
something  at  once  of  haughtiness 
and  passion,  which  spoke  a  decision 
and  vivacity  of  character  beyond  her 
years. 

"  Chooso  for  thyself,  sweetheart  and 
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daughter  mine,"  said  the  duchess, 
aff'ee  ionately  placing  her  hand  on 
Margaret's  luxuriant  hair,  "  and  let 
the  noble  visitor  we  await  confess 
that  our  rose  of  England  outblooms 
the  world." 

The  princess  coloured  with  compla- 
cent vanity  at  these  words,  and,  draw- 
ing near  the  queen,  looked  silently 
at  a  collar  of  pearls,  which  Elizabeth 
held. 

"If  I  may  adventure  so  to  say," 
observed  Alwyn,  "  pearls  will  mightily 
beseem  her  highness's  youthful  bloom; 
and  lo  !  here  be  some  adornments  for 
the  iiodicc  or  partelet,  to  sort  with 
the  collar  ;  not,"  added  the  goldsmith, 
bowing  low,  and  looking  down,  "  not, 
perchance,  displeasing  to  her  high- 
ness, in  that  they  are  wrought  in  the 
guise  of  the  fleur-de-lis " 

An  impatient  gesture  in  the  queen, 
and  a  sudden  cloud  over  the  fair  brow 
of  Margaret,  instantly  betokened  to 
the  shrewd  trader  that  he  had  com- 
mitted some  most  unwelcome  error  in 
this  last  allusion  to  the  alliance  with 
King  Louis  of  France,  which,  accord- 
ding  to  rumour,  thf  Earl  of  Warwick 
had  well  nigh  brought  to  a  successful 
negotiation  ;  and  to  convince  him  vet 
more  of  his  mistake,  the  duchess  said, 
haughtily  —  "Good  fellow,  be  con- 
tented to  display  thy  goods,  and 
spare  us  thy  comments.  As  for  thy 
hideous  fleur-de-lis,  an'  thy  master 
had  no  better  device,  he  would  not 
long  rest  the  king's  jeweller  !" 

"  1  have  no  heart  for  the  pearls," 
said  Margaret,  abruptly  ;  "  they  are 
at  best  pale  and  sicklied.  What  hast 
thou  of  hi  Ider  ornament,  and  more 
dazzling  lustrousness  ] " 

"  These  emeralds,  it  is  said,  were 
once  among  the  jewels  of  the  great 
House  of  Burgundy,"  observed 
Nicholas,  slowly,  and  fixing  his  keen, 
sagacious  look  on  the  royal  pur- 
chasers. 

"Of  Burgundy!"  exclaimed  the 
queen. 


"  It  is  true."  said  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford,  looking  at  the  ornament 
with  care,  and  slightly  colouring — for, 
in  fact,  the  jewels  had  been  a  present 
from  Philip  the  Good  to  the  Duke  of 
Bedford,  and  the  exigencies  of  the 
civil  wars  had  led,  some  time  since, 
first,  to  their  mortgage,  or  rather 
pawn,  and  then  to  their  sale. 

The  princess  passed  her  arm  affec- 
tionately round  Jacquetta's  neck,  and 
said,  "  If  you  leave  me  my  choice,  I 
will  have  none  but  these  emeralds." 

The  two  elder  ladies  exchanged 
looks  and  smiles. 

"  Hast  thou  travelled,  young  man]" 
asked  the  duchess. 

"  Not  in  foreign  parts,  gracious 
lady,  but  I  have  lived  much  with 
those  who  have  been  great  wanderers." 

"  Ah !  and  what  say  they  of  the 
ancient  friends  of  mine  house,  the 
Princes  of  Burgundy  T' 

"  Lady,  all  men  agree  that  a  nobler 
prince  and  a  juster  than  Duke  Philip 
never  reigned  over  brave  men ;  and 
those  who  have  seen  the  wisdom  of 
his  rule,  gr-^ve  sorely  to  think  so  ex- 
cellent and  mighty  a  lord  should  have 
trouble  brought  to  his  old  age  by  the 
turbulence  of  his  son,  the  Count  of 
Charolois." 

Again  Margaret's  fair  brow  lowered, 
and  the  duchess  hastened  to  answer— 
"  The  disputes  between  princes,  young 
man,  can  never  be  rightly  understood 
by  such  as  thou  and  thy  friends.  The 
Count  of  Charolois  is  a  noble  gentle- 
man ;  and  hie  in  youth  will  break  out. 
Richard  the  Lion  hearted  of  England, 
was  not  less  puissant  a  king  for  the 
troubles  he  occasioned  to  his  tan 
when  prince." 

Alwyn  bit  his  lip,  10  restrain  a 
reply  that  might  not  have  been  well 
received  ;  and  the  queen,  putting 
aside  the  emeralds  and  a  few  other 
trinkets,  said,  smilingly,  to  the 
duchess,  "  Shall  the  king  pay  for 
these,  or  have  thy  learned  men  yet 
discovered  the  great  secret?" 
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"  Nay,  wicked  child."  said  the 
duchess,  "thou  lovesl  to  banter  me; 
and  (ruth  to  say,  more  gold  lias  been 
melted  in  the  crucible  than  as  yet 
promises  ever  to  come  out  of  it  :  but 
my  new  alchemist,  Master  Warner, 
seems  to  have  gone  nearer  to  the 
result  than  any  1  have  yet  known. 
Meanwhile  the  king's  treasurer  must, 
perforce,  supply  the  gear  to  the  king's 
aistcr." 

The  queen  wrote  an  order  on  the 
officer  thus  referred  to,  who  wa-  no 
other  than  her  own  father,  Lord 
Rivers;  and  Alwyn,  putting  uj>  his 
goods,  was  about  to  withdraw,  when 
the  duchess  said,  carelessly,  "Good 
youth,  the  dealings  of  our  merchants 
are  more  with  Flanders  than  with 
F ranee—  is  it,  not  so  !" 

"  Surely,"  said  Ahvyn,  "the  Flem- 
ings are  good  tradersand  honest  folk." 

"  It  is  well  known,  I  trust,  in  the 
city  of  London,  thai  this  new  alliance 
with  France  is  the  work  of  their 
favourite,  the  Lord  Warwick,"  said 
the  duchess,  scornfully;  "but  what- 
ever the  earl  does  is  right  with  ye  of 
the  hood  and  cap,  even  though  he 
were  to  leave  yon  river  without  one 
merchant-mast." 

"  Whatever  be  our  thoughts,  puis- 
sant lady,"  said  Alwyn,  cautiously, 
"  we  give  them  not  vent  to  the  med- 
dling with  Rtate  affairs.'' 

"  Ay,"  persisted  Jacquetta,  "thine 
is  loyal  and  discreet.  But  an' 
the  Lord  Warwick  had  soughl  alliance 
with  the  Count  of  Charolois,  would 
there  have  been  brighter  bonfires  t  ban 
ye  will  see  in  Smithfield,  when  ye  hear 
that  business  with  the  Flemings  is 
surrendered  f  r  tin';  word-  from  King 
Louis  the  Cunniu 

"  We  trust  too  much  to  our  king's 
love  for  the  citizens  of  London,  to 
&ar  that  Burrender,  please  your  high- 
ness," answered  Alwyn;  "our  king 
him  sell  i-  the  Bi  -;  of  our  merchants, 
and  he  hath  given  answer 

to  the  deputation  from  our  city." 


"  You  speak  wisely,  sir,"  said  th< 
queen;  "and  your  king  will  yet  de- 
fend you  from  the  plots  of  your 
enemies.     You  may  retire." 

Alwyn,  glad  to  be  released  from 
questionings  but  little  to  his  taste, 
hastened  to  depart.  At  the  gate  of 
the  royal  lodge,  he  gave  his  caskets 
to  the  servitors  who  attended  him, 
and  passing  slowly  along  the  court- 
yard, thus  soliloquised  : — 

"  Our  neighbours  the  Scotch  say, 
'It  is  good  fishing  in  muddy  waters  ;' 
but  he  who  fishes  into  the  secrets  of 
courts  must  bait  with  his  head.  What 
mischief  doth  that  crafty  quean — the 
proud  duchess — devise'  Um!  They 
are  thinking  still  to  match  the  young 
princess  with  the  hot  Count  of  Charo- 
lois. Better  for  trade,  it  is  true,  to 
be  hand  in  band  with  the  Flemings; 
but  there  are  two  sides  to  a  loaf.  If 
J  they  play  such  a  trick  on  the  stout 
earl,  he  is  not  a  man  to  sit  down  and 
do  nothing.  More  food  for  the  ravens, 
:  I  fear — more  brown  bills  and  bright 
!  lances  in  the  green  fields  of  poor  Eng- 
land ! — and  King  Louis  is  an  awful 
carle,  to  sow  flax  in  his  neighbour's 
house,  when  the  torches  are  burning. 
Um  !  Here  is  fair  Marmaduke.  He 
looks  brave  in  his  gay  super-tunic. 
Well,  sir  and  foster  brother,  how  fare 
you  at  court]" 

"  My  dear  Nicholas,  a  merry  wel- 
come and  hearty  to  your  sharp, 
thoughtful  face.  Ah,  man  !  we  shall 
have  a  gay  time  for  you  venders  of 
gewgaws.  There  are  to  be  revels  and 
jousts — revel  sin  the  Tower,  and  jousts 
in  Smithfield.  We  gentles  are  already 
hard  at  practice  in  the  tilt-yard." 

"  Sham  battles  are  better  than  real 
ones,  Master  Nevile  !  But  what  is  ir. 
the  wind  !" 

"  A  sail,  Nichols*  I  a  sail,  bound  to 
England  !  Know  that  the  Count  of 
Charolois  has  permitted  Sir  Anthony 

Count    ile   ia    l!o   he.    his   bastard    bro- 
ther, to  come  over  to  London,  to  crosi 
I  lauces    with    our   own    Sir    Anthou* 
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,ord  Scales.  It  is  an  old  challenge, 
*nd  right  royally  will  the  encounter  be 
held." 

"  Um  !"  muttered  Alwyn  —  "  this 
bastard,  then,  is  the  carrier  pigeon. 
"And,"  said  he,  aloud — "  is  it  only  to 
exchange  hard  blows  thatSir  Anthony 
of  Burgundy  comes  over  to  confer 
with  Sir  Anthony  of  England]  Is 
there  no  court  rumour  of  other  mat- 
ters between  them  ]" 

"  Nay.  What  else  ]  Plague  on  you 
craftsmen  !  Ye  cannot  even  compre- 
hend the  pleasure  and  pastime  two 
knights  take  in  the  storm  of  the 
lists  !" 

"  I  humbly  avow  it,  Master  Ncvile. 
But  it  scemeth,  indeed,  strange  to  me 
that  the  Count  of  Charolois  should 
take  this  very  moment  to  send  envoys 
of  courtesy,  when  so  sharp  a  slight 
has  been  put  on  his  pride,  and  so  dan- 
gerous a  blow  struck  at  his  interests, 
as  the  alliance  between  the  French 
prince  and  the  Lady  Margaret.  Bold 
Charles  has  some  cunning,  I  trow, 
which  your  kinsman  of  Warwick  is 
not  here  to  detect." 

"  Tush,  man  !  Trade,  I  see,  teaches 
ye  all  so  to  cheat  and  overreach,  that 
ye  suppose  a  knight's  burgonot  is  as 
full  of  tricks  and  traps  as  a  citizen's 
flat-can.  Would,  though,  that  my 
kinsman  of  Warwick  were  here," 
added  Marmaduke,  in  a  low  whisper, 
"  for  the  women  and  the  courtiers  are 
doing  their  best  to  belie  him." 

"  Keep  thyself  clear  of  them  all, 
Marmadiiko,"  said  Alwyn;  "for,  by 
the  Lord,  I  see  that  the  evil  days  are 
coming  once  more,  fast  and  dark,  and 
men  like  thee  will  again  have  to 
choose  between  friend  and  friend, 
kinsman  and  king.  For  my  part,  I 
Bay  nothing ;  for  I  love  not  fighting, 
unless  compelled  to  it.  But  if  ever  I 
do  fight,  it  will  not  be  by  thy  side, 
under  Warwick's  broad  flag." 

"  Eh,  man?"  interrupted  the  Ne- 
rile. 

"  Nay,  nay,"   continued   Nicholas, 


shaking  his  head,  "  I  admire  the  great 
earl,  and  were  I  lord  or  gentle,  the 
great  earl  should  be  my  chief.  But 
each  to  his  order ;  and  the  traders 
tree  grows  not  out  of  a  baron's  walk- 
ing-staff. King  Edward  may  be  a 
stern  ruler,  but  he  is  a  friend  to  the 
goldsmiths,  and  has  just  confirmed 
our  charter.  Let  every  man  praise 
the  bridge  he  goes  over,  as  the  saw 
saith.  Truce  to  this  talk,  Master  Ne- 
vile.  I  hear  that  your  young  hostess 
— ehem — Mistress  Sibyll,  is  greatly 
marvelled  at  among  the  court  gallantf 
— is  it  sol" 

Marmaduke's  frank  face  grew 
gloomy.  "Alas'  dear  foster-brother, 
he  said,  dropping  the  somewhat  af- 
fected tone  in  which  he  had  before 
spoken, — "  I  must  confess,  to  my 
shame,  that  I  cannot  yet  get  the  dam- 
sel out  of  my  thoughts,  which  is,  what 
I  consider  it  a  point  of  manhood  and 
spirit  to  achieve." 
"  How  so]" 

"  Because,  when  a  maiden  chooseth 
steadily  to  say  nay  to  your  wooing — 
to  follow  her  heels,  and  whine  and 
beg,  is  a  dog's  duty,  not  a  man's." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Alwyn,   in  a 
voice  of  great  eagerness — "  mean  you 
to  say  that  you  have   wooed  Sibyll 
Warner  as  your  wife  .'" 
"  Verily,  yes !" 
"And  failed]" 
"And  failed  ! " 
"  Poor  Marmaduke  ! " 
"There  is  no  'poor' in  the  matter, 
Nick  Alwyn,"  returned  Marmaduke, 
sturdily  ;  "  if  a  girl    likes   me,   well ; 
— if  not,  there  are  too  many  others  in 
the  wide  world,  for  a  young  fellow  to 
break  his  heart  about  one.     Yet,"  he 
added,  after  a  short  pause,  and  with 
a  sigh, — "  yet,  if  thou  hast  not  seen 
her  since  she  came  to  the  court,  thou 
wilt  find  her  wondrously  changed." 

"  Morc's  the  pity  ! "  said  Alwyn,  re- 
ciprocating his  friend's  sigh. 

"  I  mean  that  she  seems  all  the 
conielier  for  the  court  air.     And  be- 
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shrew  ine,  I  think  the  Lord  Hastings, 
with  his  dulcet,  flatteries,  hath  made 
it  a  sort  of  frenzy  for  all  the  gallants 
to  flock  round  her." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  Master  War- 
mer again,"  said  Alwynj —  "where 
lodges  he  J " 

"  Yonder — by  the  little  postern, 
on  the  third  flight  of  the  turret  that 
flanks  the  corridor,*  next  to  Friar 
Bungey,  the  magician ;  but  it  is  broad 


daylight,  and  therefore  not  so  dan- 
gerous—  not  but  thou  niayest  as  woll 
patter  an  Ave  in  going  up-stairs. 

"  Farewell,  Master  Nevile,"  said 
Alwyn,  smiling  ;  "  I  will  seek  the  me- 
chanician, and  if  I  find  ih  re  Mistress 
Sibyll,  what  shall  1  say  from  thee]" 

"  That  young  bachelors  in  the  reign 
of  Edward  IV.  will  never  want  fair 
feres,"  answered  the  Nevile,  debon- 
nairly  smoothing  his  lawn  partelet. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


EXHIBITING  THK  BENEFITS  WHICH  ROYAL  PATRONAGE  CONFERS  ON  GENIUS.  ALSO 
THE  EARLY  LOVES  OF  THE  LORD  HASTINGS;  WITH  OTHER  MATTERS  EDIFYING 
AND    DELECTABLE. 


The  furnace  was  still  at  work,  the 
flame  glowed,  the  bellows  heaved,  but 
these  were  no  longer  ministering  to 
the  service  of  a  mighty  and  practical 
invention.  The  mathematician  the 
philosopher  —  had  descended  to  the 
alchemist.  The  nature  of  the  time 
had  conquered  the  nature  of  a  gknils 
meant  to  subdue  time.  Those  studies 
that  bad  gone  so  far  to  forestall  the 
master-triumph  of  far  later  ages  were 
exchanged  for  occupations  that  played 
with  the  toys  of  infant  wisdom.  Oltrue 
Tartaru.  of  <  leniiis — when  its  energies 
are  misapplied,  when  the  labour  but 
rolls  the  stone  up  the  mountain,  but 
pours  water  upon  water,  through  the 
sieve  ! 

There  is  a  sanguineness  in  men  of 
great  intellect,  which  often  leads  them 
into  follies  avoided  by  the  dull.  When 
Adam  Warner  saw  the  ruin  of  his 
contrivance;  when  he  felt  that  time, 
and  toil,  and  money  were  necessary 
to  its  restoration  ;  and  when  the  gold 
he  lacked  Was  piaced  before  him  as  a 
rtward  for  alchemical  labours — he  at 


•  Thin  description  refers  i"  that  part  of 
the  Tower  calkd  the  King's  ox  Queen's 
LoiIkc.  and  Iuiik  linos  destroyed, 


first  turned  to  alchemy,  as  he  would 
have  turned  to  the  plough — as  he  had 
turned  to  conspiracy — simply  as  a 
means  to  his  darling  end.  Hut  by 
rapid  degrees,  the  fascination  which 
all  the  elder  sages  experienced  in  the 
grand  secret,  exercised  its  witchery 
over  hismind.  If  Roger  Bacon,  though 
catching  thenotion  of  the  steam-engine, 
devoted  himself  to  the  philosopher's 
stone — if  even  in  so  much  more  en- 
lightened an  age,  Newton  had  wasted 
some  precious  hours  in  the  transmu- 
tation of  metals,  it  was  natural  that 
the  solitary  sage  of  the  reign  of  Ed- 
ward IV.  should  grow,  for  awhile  at 
least,  wedded  to  a  pursuit  which  pro- 
mis  d  results  so  august.  And  the 
worst  of  alchemy  is,  that  it  always  al- 
lures on  its  victims  :  one  gets  so  near, 
and  so  near  the  object  —  it  seems  that 
mi  .--ill, til  an  addition  will  complete 
the  sum  !  So  there  he  was  —  this 
great  practical  genius,  hard  at  work 
on  turning  copper  into  gold  ! 

"  Well,  Master  Warner,"  said  the 
young  goldsmith,  entering  the  stu- 
dent's chamber  —  "  methinks  you 
scarcely  remember  your  friend  and 
visitor,  Nicholas  Alw  vu  ; " 
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*  Remember,  oh,  certes  !  doubtless 
one  of  the  gentlemen  present  when 
they  proposed  to  put  me  to  the  brake* 
— please  to  stand  a  little  on  this  side 
— what  is  i\mr  will  ? " 

"I  am  not  a  gentleman,  and  I 
should  have  been  loth  to  stand  idly 
by  when  the  torture  was  talked  of,  for 
a  free-born  Englishman,  let  alone  a 
scholar.  And  where  is  your  fair 
daughter,  Master  Warner?  I  suppose 
you  see  but  little  of  her  now  she  is  the 
great  dame's  waiting-damsel  1 " 

"  And  why  so,  Master  Alwyn  ? " 
asked  a  charming  voice ;  and  Alwyn, 
for  the  first  time,  perceived  the  young 
form  of  Sibyll,  by  the  embrasure  of  a 
window,  from  which  might  be  seen  in 
the  court  below,  a  gay  group  of  lords 
and  courtiers,  with  the  plain,  dark 
dress  of  Hastings,  contrasting  their 
gaudy  surcoats,  glittering  with  cloth 
of  gold.  Alwyn's  tongue  clove  to  his 
mouth  ;  all  he  had  to  say  was  forgot- 
ten in  a  certain  bashful  and  indescrib- 
able emotion. 

The  alchemist  had  returned  to  his 
furnace,  and  the  young  man  and  the 
girl  were  as  much  alone  as  if  Adam 
Warner  had  been  in  heaven. 

"  And  why  should  the  daughter  for- 
sake tLie  sire  more  in  a  court  where  love 
is  rare,  than  in  the  humbler  home, 
where  theymayneed  each  other  less? " 
"I  thank  thee  for  the  rebuke,  mis- 
tress," said  Alwyn,  delighted  with  her 
speech  ;  "for  I  should  have  been  sorry 
to  see  thy  heart  spoiled  by  the  vani- 
ties that  kill  most  natures."  Scarcely 
had  he  uttered  these  words,  than  they 
seemed  to  him  overbold  and  presum- 
ing ;  for  his  eye  now  took  in  the  great 
change  of  which  Marmaduke  had 
spoken.  Sibyll's  dress  beseemed  the 
new  rank  which  she  held  :  the  corset, 
fringed  with  .  old,  and  made  of  the 
finest  thread,  showed  the  exquisite 
contour  of  the  throat  and  neck,  whose 
ivory  it  concealed.    The  kirtle  of  rich 

•  Brake,  the  old  word  for  rack. 


blue  became  the  fail  complexion  and 
dark  chesnut  hair ;  and  over  all  .-he 
wore  that  most  graceful  robe  called 
the  sasquenice,  of  which  the  old 
French  poet  sang  : — 

"  Car  nolle  robe  n'est  si  belle, 
A  dame  ae  &  demoiselle.*' 

This  garment,  worn  over  the  rest 
of  the  dress,  had  perhaps  a  classical 
origin,  and  with  slight  variations, 
may  be  seen  on  the  Etruscan  vases  ; 
it  was  long  and  loose — of  the  whitest 
and  finest  linen  —  with  hanging 
sleeves,  and  open  at  the  sides.  But 
it  was  not  the  mere  dress  that  had 
embellished  the  young  maiden's  form 
and  aspect — it  was  rather  an  indefin- 
able alteration  in  the  expression  and 
the  bearing.  She  looked  as  if  born  to 
the  air  of  courts;  still  modest,  indeed, 
and  simple — but  with  a  consciousness 
of  dignity,  and  almost  of  power ;  and 
in  fact  the  woman  had  been  taught 
the  power  that  womanhood  possesses. 
She  had  been  admired,  followed,  flat- 
tered ;  she  had  learned  the  authority 
of  beauty.  Her  accomplishments,  un- 
common in  that  age  among  her  sex, 
had  aided  her  charm  of  person  :  her 
natural  pride,  which  though  hitherto 
latent,  was  high  and  ardent,  fed  her 
heart  with  sweet  hopes  ■—  a  bright 
career  seemed  to  extend  before  her; 
and,  at  peace  as  to  her  father's  safety 
— relieved  from  the  drudging  cares  of 
poverty — her  fancy  was  free  to  follow 
the  phantasms  of  sanguine  youth 
through  the  airy  land  of  dreams. 
And  therefore  it  was  that  the  maid 
was  changed  ! 

At  the  sight  of  the  delicate  beauty 
— the  self-possessed  expression — the 
courtly  dress  — the  noble  air  of  Sibyll 
—  Nicholas  Alwyn  recoiled,  and 
turned  pale — he  no  longer  marvelled 
at  her  rejection  of  Marmaduke,  and 
be  started  ;it  the  remembrance  of  the 
bold  thoughts  which  he  had  dared 
himsell  to  indulge. 

The  girl  smiled  at  the  voting  man'* 
confusion. 
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"  It  is  not  prosperity  that  spoils 
the  heart,"  she  said,  touehingly, 
"  unless  it  be  mean,  indeed.  Thou 
rememberest,  Master  Alwyn,  that 
when  God  tried  his  saint,  it  was  by 
adversity  and  affliction." 

"  May  thy  trial  in  these  last  be 
over,"  answered  Alwyn ;  "  but  the 
humble  must  console  their  state  by 
thinking  that  the  great  have  their 
trials  too  .  and,  as  our  homely  adage 
bath  it,  'That  is  not  always  good  in 
the  maw  which  is  sweet  in  the  month.' 
Thou  seest  much  of  my  gentle  foster- 
brother,  Mistress  Sibyll  < " 

"  But  in  the  court  dances,  Master 
Alwyn;  for  most  of  the  hours  in  which 
my  lady  duchess  needs  me  not  are 
spent  here.  Oh,  my  father  hopes 
great  things !  and  now  at  last  fame 
dawns  upon  him." 

"I  rejoice  to  hear  it.  mistress;  and 
SO, having  paid  ye  both  my  homage,  I 
take  my  leave,  praying  that  1  may 
visit  you  from  time  to  time,  if  it  be 
only  to  consult  this  worshipful  master, 
touching  certain  improvements  in  the 
horologe,  in  which  his  mathematics 
can  doubtless  instinct  me — Farewell. 
I  hare  some  jewels  to  show  to  the 
Lady  of  Bonville." 

"The  Lady  of  Bonville!"  repeated 
Sibyll,  changing  colour;  "she  is  a 
dame  of  notable  loveliness." 

"  So  men  say  —  and  mated  to  a 
foolish  lord  ;  but  scandal,  which  spares 
few,  breathes  not  on  her — rare  praise 
for  a  court  dame.  Few  bouses  can 
have  the  boast  of  Lord  Warwick's — 
'  thai  all  the  men  are  without  fear, 
and  all  the  women  without  stain.'" 

"  It  is  said,"  observed  Sibyll,  look- 
ing down,  "  that  my  Lord  Hastings 
nh  affection<  d  the  Lady  Bon- 
ville.    Hast  thou  heard  such  gossip!" 

"Surely,  ye>:  in  the  city  we  hear 
all  the  talc-  of  the  court;  for  many  a 
courtier,  following  Kin  lc  Edward's 
exemplar,    dims    with     the    citizen 

to-day,  that  he  may  burrow  gold  from 
the   citizen    to-morrow.     Surely,  yes , 


and  hence,  they  say,  the  small  love 
the  wise  Hastings  bears  to  the  stout 
earl." 

"How  runs  the  tale?  Be  seated. 
Master  Alwyn." 

"  Marry,  thus-  when  William  Hast- 
ings was  but  a  squire,  and  much 
favoured  by  Richard,  Duke  of  York, 
he  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  Lady  Kathe- 
rine  Nevile,  sister  to  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick ;  and  in  beauty  and  in  dower,  as 
in  birth,  a  mate  for  a  king's  son." 

"And,  doubt  less,  the  Lady  Kathe- 
rine  returned  his  love?" 

"  So  it  is  said,  maiden ;  and  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  her  father,  and  Lord 
Warwick,  her  brother,  discovered  the 
secret,  and  swore  that  no  new  man  (the 
stout  earl's  favourite  word  of  contempt) 
though  he  were  made  a  duke,  should 
give  to  an  upstart  posterity  the  quarter- 
ing^ of  Montagu  and  Nevile.  Marry, 
Mistress  Sibyll,  there  is  a  north  country 
and  pithy  proverb,  'Happy  is  the  man 
whose  father  went  to  the  devil."  Had 
some  old  Hastings  been  a  robber  and 
extortioner,  and  left  to  brave  William 
the  heirship  of  his  wickedness  in  lord- 
ships and  lands,  Lord  Warwick  had 
not  (-ailed  him  '  a  new  man.'  Mastei 
Hastings  was  dragged,  like  a  serf's 
son,  before  the  earl  on  his  dais;  and 
be  sure  he  was  rated  soundly,  for  his 
bold  blood  was  up,  and  he  defied  the 
earl,  as  a  gentleman  born,  to  single 
battle.  Then  the  earl's  followers 
would  have  fallen  on  him;  and  in 
those  days,  under  King  Henry,  he  who 
bearded  a  baron  in  his  hall  must  have 
a  troop  at  his  back,  or  was  like  to  have 
a  rope  round  his  neck  ;  but  the  earl 
(for  the  lion  is  not  as  fierce  as  they 
paint  him)  came  down  from  his  dais, 
and  said,  '  Man,  I  like  thy  spirit,  and 
I  myself  will  dub  thee  knight,  that  I 
may  pick  up  thy  glove  and  give  thee 
battle.' " 

"And   they  fought?    Brave  Hast- 

"  No.  For,  whether  the  Duke  of 
York  forbade  it,  or  whether  the  Lady 
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Katherine  would  not  hear  of  such 
strife  between  fere  and  frere,  I  know 
not ;  but  Duke  Richard  sent  Hastings 
to  Ireland,  and,  a  month  after,  the 
Lady  Katherine  married  Lord  Bon- 
ville's  son  and  heir — so,  at  least,  tell 
the  gossips  and  sing  the  ballad-mon- 
gers. Men  add,  that  Lord  Hastings 
still  loves  the  dame,  though,  certes, 
he  knows  how  to  console  himself." 

"  Loves  her  !  Nay,  nay, — I  trow 
not,"  answered  Sibyll,  in  a  low  voice, 
and  with  a  curl  of  her  dewy  lip. 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened 
gently,  and  Lord  Hastings  himself 
entered.  He  came  in  with  the  fami- 
liarity of  one  accustomed  to  the  place. 

"  And  how  fares  the  grand  secret, 
Master  Warner] — Sweetmistress !  thou 
seemest  lovelier  to  me  in  this  dark 
chamber  than  outshining  all  in  the 
galliard.  Ha  !  Master  Alwyn,  I  owe 
thee  many  thanks  for  making  me 
know  first  the  rare  arts  of  this  fair 
emblazoner.  Move  me  yon  stool, 
good  Alwyn." 

As  the  goldsmith  obeyed,  he  glanced 
from  Hastings  to  the  blushing  face  and 
heaving  bosom  of  Sibyll,  and  a  deep 
and  exquisite  pang  shot  through  his 
heart.  It  was  not  jealousy  alone;  it 
was  anxiety,  compassion,  terror.  The 
powerful  Hastings — the  ambitious  lord 
— the  accomplished  libertine — what  a 
fate  for  poor  Sibyll,  if  for  such  a  man 


the  cheek  blushea,  and  the  bosom 
heaved ! 

"  Well,  Master  Warner,"  resumed 
Hastings,  "  thou  art  still  silent  as  to 
thy  progress." 

The  philosopher  uttered  an  impa- 
tient groan. 

"Ah,  I  comprehend.  The  goli- 
maker  must  not  speak  of  his  crsift 
before  the  goldsmith.  Good  Alwyn, 
thou  rnayest  retire.  All  arts  h  ve 
their  mysteries." 

Alwyn,  with  a  sombre  brow,  moved 
to  the  door. 

"  In  sooth,"  he  said,  "  I  have  over- 
tarried,  good  my  lord.  The  Lady 
Bonville  will  chide  me  ;  for  she  is  of 
no  patient  temper." 

"  Bridle  thy  tongue,  artisan,  and 
begone  !  "  said  Hastings,  with  unusual 
haughtiness  and  petulance. 

"  I  stung  him  there,"  muttered 
Alwyn,  as  he  withdrew — "  oh  !  fool 
that  I  was  to — nay,  I  thought  it  never, 
I  did  but  dream  it.  What  wonder  we 
traders  hate  these  silken  lords.  They 
reap,  we  sow — they  trifle,  we  toil — 
they  steal  with  soft  words  into  the 
hearts  which — Oh  !  Marmaduke,  thou 
art  right — right ! — Stout  men  sit  not 
down  to  weep  beneath  the  willow. 
But  she — the  poor  maiden!  —  she 
looked  so  haught  and  so  happy.  Tb 
is  early  May ;  will  she  wear  that  lo  k 
when  the  autumn  leaves  are  strewn  ? " 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE     WOODVILLE     INTRIGUE     PROSPERS MONTAGU     CONFERS     WITH     HASTINGS 

VISITS    THE   ARCUBISHOP   OP    XORK,  AND   IS   MET  ON  THE  ROAD  BY  A  STRAJJGE 
PERSONAGE. 


And  now  the  one  topic  at  the  court 
of  King  Edward  IV.  was  the  expected 
arrival  of  Anthony  f  Burgundy,  Count 
de  la  Roche,  bastard  brother  of  Charo- 
lois,  afterwards,  as  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
so  famous  as  Charles  the  Bold.     F»w 


indeed,  out  of  the  immediate  circle  of 
|  the  Duchess  of  Bedford's  confidants, 
regarded  the  visit  of  this  illustrious 
foreigner  as  connected  with  any  objec 
beyond  the  avowed  one  of  chivalrous 
icounter  with  Anthonv  Woodville ; 
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the  fulfilment  of  a  challenge  given  by 
the  latter  two  years  before,  at  the  time 
of  the  queen's  coronation.  The  origin 
of  this  challenge,  Anthony  Woodville 
Lord  Scales  has  himself  explained  in 
a  letter  te  the  bastard,  still  extant, 
and  of  which  an  extract  may  be  seen 
in  the  popular  and  delightful  biogra- 
phies of  Miss  Strickland.* 

It  seems  that,  on  the  Wednesday 
before  Easter-day,  1 465,  as  Sir  A  nt  bony 
was  speaking  to  his  royal  sister,  "  on 
bis  knees,"  all  the  ladies  of  the  court 
gathered  round  him,  and  bound  to  his 
left  knee  a  band  of  gold,  adorned  with 
atones  fashioned  into  the  letters  S.  S., 
(souvenance  or  remembrance,)  and  to 
this  band  was  suspended  an  enamelled 
"Forget-me-not."  "And  one  of  the 
ladies  said  that  '  he  ought  to  take  a 
step  fitting  for  the  times.'"  Thisstep 
was  denoted  by  a  letter  on  vellum, 
bound  with  a  gold  thread,  placed  in 
his  cap ;  and  having  obtained  the 
king's  permission  to  bring  the  adven- 
ture of  the  flower  of  souvenance  to  a 
conclusion,  the  gallant  Anthony  for- 
warded the  articles  and  the  enamelled 
flower  to  the  bastard  of  Burgundy, 
beseeching  him  to  touch  the  latter 
with  his  knightly  hand,  in  token  of 
his  accepting  the  challenge.  The 
Count  de  la  Roche  did  so,  but  was 
not  sent  by  his  brother  amongst  the 
knights  whom  Charolois  despatched 
to  England,  and  the  combat  had  been 
suspended  to  the  present  time. 

But  now  the  intriguing  Rivers  and 
his  duchess  gladly  availed  themselves 
of  so  fair  a  pretext  for  introducing  to 
Edward  the  able  brother  of  Warwick's 
enemy,  and  the  French  prince's  rival, 
Charles  of  Burgundy;  and  Anthony 
Woodville,  too  gentle  and  knightly  a 
person  to  have  abetted  their  cunning 
projects  in  any  mode  less  chival- 
rous, willingly  consented  to  revive  a 
challenge  in  honour  of  the  ladies  of 
England. 

«   (Queens  of  England .  vol.  iil.  p.  380. 


The  only  one  amongst  the  courtiers 
who  seemed  dissatisfied  with  the  me- 
ditated visit  of  the  doughty  Burgun- 
dian  champion  was  the  Lord  Montagu. 
This  penetrating  and  experienced  per- 
sonage was  not  to  be  duped  by  an 
affectation  of  that  chivalry  which,  how- 
ever  natural  at  thecourt  of Edward  III., 
was  no  longer  in  unison  with  the  more 
intriguing  and  ambitious  times  over 
which  presided  the  luxurious  husband 
of  Elizabeth  Woodville.  He  had  no- 
ticed of  late,  with  suspicion,  that  Ed- 
ward had  held  several  councils  with 
the  anti-Nevile  faction,  from  which  he 
himself  was  excluded.  The  king,  who 
heretofore  had  delighted  in  his  com- 
panionship, had  shown  him  marks  of 
coldness  and  estrangement,  and  there 
was  an  exulting  malice  in  the  looks  of 
the  Duchess  of  Bedford,  which  augured 
some  approaching  triumph  over  the 
great  family  which  the  Woodvilles  so 
openly  laboured  to  supplant.  One 
day,  as  Marinaduke  was  loitering  in 
the  court-yard  of  the  Tower,  laughing 
and  jesting  with  his  friends, — Lord 
Montagu,  issuing  from  the  king's 
closet,  passed  him  with  a  hurried  step 
and  a  thoughtful  brow.  This  haughty 
brother  of  the  Earl  of  Warwick  had  so 
far  attended  to  the  recommendation 
of  the  latter,  that  he  had  with  some 
courtesy  excused  himself  to  Manna- 
duke  for  his  language  in  the  archery- 
ground,  and  had  subsequently,  when 
seeing  him  in  at  tendance  on  the  king, 
honoured  him  with  a  stately  nod,  or  a 
brief  "Good  morrow,  young  kinsman." 
But  as  his  eye  now  rested  on  Marma- 
duke,  while  the  group  vailed  their 
bonnets  to  the  powerful  courtier,  he 
called  him  forth,  with  a  familiar  smile 
he  had  never  before  assumed,  and 
drawing  him  apart,  and  leaning  on 
his  shoulder,  much  to  the  envy  of  the 
standers  by,  he  said,  caressingly, 

"  Dear  kinsman  Guy " 

"  Marmaduke,  please  yon,  my  lord." 

"  Dear   kinsman  .Marmaduke,  my 

brother  esteems  you  for  your  tubers 
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*ake.  And,  sooth  to  say,  the  Neviles 
are  not  so  numerous  at  court  as  they 
were.  Business  and  state  matters 
have  made  me  see  too  seldom  those 
whom  I  would  most  affect.  Wilt 
thou  ride  with  me  to  the  More  Park  ? 
I  would  present  thee  to  my  hrother 
the  archbishop." 

"  If  the  king  would  graciously  hold 
me  excused." 

"  The  king,  sir !  when  1 — I  for- 
got," said  Montagu,  checking  himself 
— "  oh,  as  to  that,  the  king  stirs  not 
out  to-day !  He  hath  with  him  a 
score  of  tailors  and  armourers,  in  high 
council  on  the  coming  festivities.  I 
will  warrant  thy  release ;  and  here 
eomes  Hastings,  who  shall  confirm  it." 
"  Pair  my  lord  ! " — as  at  that  mo- 
ment Hastings  emerged  from  the  little 
postern  that  gave  egress  from  the 
apartments  occupied  by  the  alchemist 
of  the  Duchess  of  Bedford — "  wilt 
thou  he  pleased,  in  thy  capacity  of 
chamberlain,  to  sanction  my  cousin 
in  a  day's  absence '.'  I  would  confer 
with  him  on  family  matters." 

"  Certes,  a  small  favour  to  so  de- 
serving a  youth.  I  will  see  to  his 
deputy." 

"  A  word  with  you,  Hastings,"  said 
Montagu,  thoughtfully,  a  d  he  drew 
aside  his  fellow  courtier  :  what  think- 
est  thou  of  this  Burgundy  bastard's 
visit  ?  " 

"  That  it  has  given  a  peacock's  strut 
to  the  popinjay  Anthony  Woodville." 

"  Would  that  were  all,"  returned 
Montagu.  "  But  the  very  moment 
that  Warwick  is  negotiating  with 
Louis  of  France,  this  interchange  of 
courtesies  with  Louis's  deadly  foe,  the 
Count  of  Chirolois,  is  out  of  season." 

"  Nay,  take  it  not  so  grave'y — a 
nere  pastime.'' 

"  Hastings,  thou  knowest  better. 
3ut  thou  art  no  friend  of  my  great 
brother." 

"  Small  cause  have  I  to  be  so,"  an- 
fwered  Hastings,  with  a  quivering 
lip.     "  To  him  and  your  father,  1  owe 


as  deep  a  curse  as  ever  fell  on  the 
heart  of  man.  I  have  lived  to  be 
above  even  Lord  Warwick's  insult. 
Yet  young,  I  stand  amongst  the  war- 
riors and  peers  of  England,  with  a 
crest  as  haught,  and  a  scutcheon  as 
stainless  as  the  best.  1  have  drank 
deep  of  the  world's  pleasures.  I  com- 
mand, as  I  list,  the  world's  gaudy 
pomps,  and  1  tell  thc;e,  that  all  my 
success  in  life  countervails  not  the 
agony  of  the  hour,  when  all  the  bloom 
and  loveliness  of  the  earth  faded  into 
winter,  and  the  only  woman  I  ever 
loved  was  sacrificed  to  her  brother's 
pride." 

The  large  drops  stood  on  the  pale 
brow  of  the  fortunate  noble  as  he 
thus  spoke,  and  his  hollow  voice 
affected  even  the  worldly  Montagu. 

"  Tush,  Hastings  !"  said  Montagu, 
kindly  ;  "  these  are  but  a  young  man's 
idle  memories.  Are  we  not  all  fated, 
in  our  early  years,  to  love  in  vain] — 
even  I  married  not  the  maiden  I 
thought  the  fairest,  and  held  the 
dearest.  For  the  rest,  bethink  thee 
— thou  wert  then  but  a  simple  squire." 

"  But  of  as  ancient  and  pure  a  blood 
as  ever  rolled  its  fiery  essence  through 
a  Norman's  veins." 

"  It  may  be  so  ;  but  old  houses, 
when  impoverished,  are  cheaply  held. 
And  thou  must  confess  thou  wert  then 
no  mate  for  Katherine.  Now,  indeed, 
it  were  different ;  now  a  Nevile  might 
be  proud  to  call  Hastings  brother." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Hastings,  proudly 
— "  I  know  it,  lord,  and  why  ]  Be- 
cause I  have  gold,  and  land,  and  the 
king's  love,  and  can  say,  as  the  Cen- 
turion to  my  fellow-man,  '  Do  this, 
and  he  doeth  it ;'  and  yet  I  tell  thee, 
Lord  Montagu,  that  I  am  less  worthy 
now  the  love  of  beauty,  the  right 
hand  of  fellowship  from  a  noble  spirit, 
than  I  was  then — when — the  simple 
squire — my  heart  full  of  truth  and 
loyalty,  with  lips  that  had  never  lied, 
with  a  soul  never  polluted  by  unworthy 
pleasures   or  mean   intrigues,    I    fell 
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that  Kathenne  Nevile  should  never 
biuBh  to  own  her  fere  and  plighted 
lord  in  William  de  Hastings.  Let 
this  pass — let  it  pass.  You  call  me 
no  friend  to  Warwick.  True  !  but  I 
am  a  friend  to  the  king  lie  has  served, 
and  the  laud  of  my  birth  to  which  he 
has  given  peace  ;  and.  therefore,  not. 
till  Warwick,  desert  Edward,  not  till 
ne  wake  the  land  again  to  broil  and 
strife,  will  I  mingle  in  the  plots  of 
those  who  seek  his  downfall.  If,  in 
my  office  and  stated  rank,  I  am  com- 
pelled to  countenance  the  pageant  of 
this  mock  tournament,  and  seem  to 
honour  the  coming  of  the  Count  de  la 
Roche,  I  will  at  least  stand  aloof  and 
free  from  all  attempt  to  apply  a  gaudy 
pageant  to  a  dangerous  policy  ;  and 
on  this  pledge,  Montagu,  1  give  you 
my  knightly  hand." 

"  It  suffices,"  answered  Montagu, 
pressing  the  hand  extended  to  him. 
"  But  the  other  day  I  heard  the  king's 
dissour  tell  him  a  tale  of  some  tyrant. 
who  silently  showed  a  curious  ques- 
tioner how  to  govern  a  land,  by  cutting 
down,  with  his  staff,  the  heads  of  the 
tallest  poppies ;  and  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford  turned  to  me,  and  asked — 
'  What  says  a  Nevile  to  the  applica- 
tion?' '  Faith,  lady,'  said  I,  '  the 
Nevile  poppies  have  oak  stems.'  Be- 
lieve me,  Hastings,  these  Woodvilles 
may  grieve  and  wrong  and  affront 
Lord  Warwick,  but  woe  to  all  the 
pigmy  goaders,  when  the  lion  turns 
at  bay." 

With  this  solemn  menace,  Montagu 
quitted  Hastings,  and  passed  on, 
leaning  upon  Marmaduke,  and  with  a 
gloomy  brow. 

At  the  gate  of  the  palace  waited 
the  Lord  .Montagu's  palfrey  and 
his  retinue  of  twenty  squires  ami 
thirty  grooms.  "  Mount,  Master 
Marmaduke,  and  take  thy  choice 
among  these  steed-,  for  »re  -hall  ride 
alone.  There  is  no  Nevile  amongst 
theaegentlemen.'  Marmaduke, 
Tin-  carl  dismissed  his  retinue,  and  in 


little  more  than  ten  minutes, — so  dif- 
ferent, then,  was  the  extent  of  the 
metropolis, — the  noble  and  the  squire 
were  amidst  the  open  fields. 

They  had  gone  several  miles,  at  a 
brisk  trot,  before  the  earl  opened  his 
lips,  and  then,  slackening  his  pace, 
he  said  abruptly,  "  How  dost  thou 
like  the  king]  Speak  out.  youth; 
there  are  no  eavesdroppers  here." 

"  He  is  a  most  gracious  master,  and 
a  most  winning  gentleman." 

"  He  is  both,"  said  Montagu,  with 
a  touch  of  emotion,  that  surprised 
Marmaduke,  "  and  no  man  can  come 
near  without  loving  him.  And  yet, 
Marmaduke — (is  that  thy  name?) — 
yet,  whether  it  be  weakness  or  false- 
ness, no  man  can  be  sure  of  his  king's 
favour  from  day  to  day!  We  Nevilea 
must  hold  fast,  to  each  other.  Not  a 
stick  should  be  lost  if  the  faggot  is  to 
remain  unbroken.  What  say  you?" 
ami  the  earl's  keen  eye  turned  sharply 
on  the  voung  man. 

"  I  say,  my  lord,  that  the  Earl  of 
Warwick  was  to  me,  patron,  lord,  and 
father,  when  I  entered  yon  city  i 
friendless  orphan  ;  and  that,  though 
I  covet  honours,  and  love  pleasure, 
and  would  be  loth  to  lift  finger  or 
speak  word  against  King  Edward,  yet 
were  that  princely  lord — the  head  of 
mine  house — an  outcast  and  a  beirgar, 
by  his  side  I  would  wander,  for  his 
bread  I  would  beg  !  " 

"  Young  man,"  exclaimed  Montagu, 
"from  this  hour  I  admit  thee  to  my 
heart!  Give  me  thy  hand.  Beggar 
and  outcast? — No!  —  If  the  storm 
come,  the  meaner  birds  take  to  shelter. 
the  eagle  remains  solitary  in  heaven!" 
So  Baying,  he  relapsed  into  silence, 
and  put  spurs  to  his  steed. 

Towards  the  decline  of  day  they 
drew  near  to  the  favourite  palace  of  the 
Archbishop  of  York.  There,  the  fea- 
tures of  the  country  presented  a  mora 
cultivated  aspect  than  it  had  hitherto 
worn.  For  at  that  period  the  lan^ls 
of  the  churchmen  were  infinitely  .r 
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advance  of  those  oi  the  laity,  in  the 
'denientary  arts  of  husbandry,  partly 
because  the  ecclesiastic  proprietors 
had  greater  capital  at  their  command, 
partly  because  their  superior  learning 
had  taught  them  to  avail  themselves, 
in  some  measure,  of  the  instructions 
of  the  Latin  writers.  Still  the  pre- 
vailing characteristic  of  the  scenery 
was  pasture  land — immense  tracts  of 
common  supported  flocks  of  sheep  ; 
the  fragrance  of  new-mown  hay 
breathed  eweet  from  many  a  sunny 
field  In  the  rear,  stretcheo.  woods  of 
Druid  growth  ;  and  in  the  narrow 
lanes,  that  led  to  unfrequent  farms 
and  homesteads,  built  almost  entirely 
either  of  wood  or  (more  primitive  still) 
of  mud  and  clay,  profuse  weeds,  bram- 
bles, and  wild  flowers,  almost  con- 
cealed the  narrow  pathway,  never 
intended  for  cart  or  waggon,  and 
arrested  the  slow  Dath  of  the  ragged 
horse  bearing  the  scanty  produce  of 
acres  to  yard  or  miil.  But,  though  to 
'.he  eye  of  an  economist  or  philan- 
thropist, broad  England  now,  with  its 
variegated  agriculture,  its  wide  roads, 
its  whitewalled  villas,  and  numerous 
towns,  may  present  a  more  smiling 
countenance, — to  the  early  lover  of 
Nature,  fresh  from  the  child  like  age 
of  yaetry  and  romance,  the  rich  and 
lovely  verdure  which  gave  to  our 
mother-country  the  name  of  "Green 
England  ; "  its  wild  woods  and  covert 
alleys,  proffering  adventure  to  fancy  ; 
its  tranquil  heaths,  studded  with 
peaceful  flocks,  and  vocal,  from  time 
to  time,  with  the  rude  scrannel  of  the 
shepherd — had  a  charm  which  we  can 
understand  alone  by  the  luxurious 
reading  of  our  elder  writers.  For 
the  country  itself  ministered  to  that 
mingled  fancy  and  contemplation 
vhich  the  stirring  and  ambitious 
fife  of  towns  and  civilisation  has  in 
much  banished  from  our  later  litera- 
ture 

tfrcn  the  thoughtful  Montagu  re- 
a.fe'?  his  biow  as  he  gazed  around, 


and  he  said  to  Marmaduke,  in  a  gea»i»i 
and  subdued  voice — 

"  Methinks,  voung  cousin,  that  in 
such  scenes,  those  silly  rhymes, 
taught  us  in  our  childhood,  of  the 
green  woods  and  the  summer  cuckoos, 
of  bold  Robin  and  Maid  Marian,  ring 
back  in  our  ears.  Alas,  that  this  lair 
land  should  be  so  often  dyed  in  the 
blood  of  her  own  children!  Here, 
how  the  thought  shrinks  from  broils 
and  war  —  civil  war  —  war  between 
brother  and  brother,  son  and  father  ! 
In  the  city  and  the  court,  we  forget 
others  overmuch,  from  the  too  keen 
memory  of  ourselves." 

Scarcely  had  Montagu  said  these 
words,  before  there  suddenly  emerged 
from  a  bosky  lane  to  the  right  a  man 
mounted  upon  a  powerful  roan  horse. 
His  dress  was  that  of  a  substantial 
franklin;  a  green  surtout  of  broafl 
cloth,  over  a  tight  vest  of  the  sain* 
colour,  left,  to  the  admiration  of  a 
soldierly  eye,  an  expanse  of  chest  that 
might  have  vied  with  the  mighty 
strength  of  Warwick  himself.  A  cap, 
somewhat  like  a  turban,  fell  in  two 
ends  over  the  left  cheek,  till  they 
touched  the  shoulder,  and  the  upper 
part  of  the  visage  was  concealed  by 
a  half  vizard,  not  unfrequently  worn 
out  of  doors  with  such  head-gear,  as  a 
shade  from  the  sun.  Behind  this 
person  rode,  on  a  horse  equally 
powerful,  a  man  of  shorter  stature, 
but  scarcely  less  muscular  a  frame, 
clad  in  a  leathern  jerkin,  curiously 
fastened  with  thongs,  and  wearing  a 
steel  bonnet,  projecting  far  over  the 
face. 

The  foremost  of  these  strangers, 
coming  thus  unawares  upon  the  cour- 
tiers, reined  in  his  steed,  and  said, 
in  a  clear,  full  voice — "  Good  evening 
to  you,  my  masters.  It  is  not  often 
that  these  roads  witness  riders  in  silk 
and  pile." 

•'  Friend,"  quoth  the  Montagu, 
"  may  the  peace  we  enjoy  under  the 
White   Hose  increase  the  number  o' 
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41  travellers  through  our  laud,  whe- 
ther in  pile  or  russet !" 

"  Peace,  sir  I"  returned  the  horse- 
man, roughly — "  peace  is  no  blessing 
to  poor  men,  unless  it  bring  some- 
thing more  than  life— the  means  to 
live  in  security  and  ease.  Peace  hath 
done  nothing  for  the  poor  of  England. 
Why,  look  you  towards  yon  grey  tower, 
— the  owner  is,  forsooth,  gentleman 
and  knight ;  bul  yesterday,  he  and  his 
men  broke  open  a  yeoman's  house, 
carried  off  his  wife  and  daughters  to 
his  tower,  and  refuseth  to  surrender 
them  till  ransomed  by  half  the  year's 
produce  on  the  yeoman's  farm." 

"  A  caitiff,  and  illegal  act,"  said 
Montagu. 

"  Illegal  !  But  the  law  will  notice 
it  not — why  should  it!  Unjust,  if  it 
punish  the  knight,  and  dare  not  touch 
the  king's  brother  1" 

"  How,  sir  I" 

"  I  say  the  king's  brother.  Scarcely 
a  month  since,  twentyrfour  persons, 
under  George,  Duke  of  Clarence,  en- 
tered by  force  a  lady's  house,  and 
seized  her  jewels  and  her  money,  upon 
6ome  charge,  God  wot,  of  contriving 
f  to  the  boy-duke.*  Are  not 
the  Commons  ground  by  imposts  for 
the  queen's  kindred?  Are  not  the 
-  officers  and  purveyors  licensed 
•  and  rapiners  i  Arc  not  the 
old  chivalry  banished  for  new  upstarts  I 
And  in  all  this,  is  peace  better  than 
war  ] " 

"  Knowest  thou  not  that  these  words 
are  death,  man  !" 

"  Ay,  in  the  city  !  but  in  the  fields 
and  waste,  thought  is  free.  Frown 
riot,  my  lord.  Ah  !  1  know  you  ;  and 
the  time  may  come  whin  L.e  baron 
will  act  what,  the  franklin  speaks. 
What !  think  you  I  see  not  the  signs 


•  St-e  fur  tliiti  and  mini  instances  "f  the 
prevalent  contempt  •<<  law  in  the  reign  of 
Bdward  IV. ami  Indeed  during  the  15th 
century,  theextractsfrom  the  Parliamentary 
Boils,  quoted  bj  Sharon  Turner,  History  of 
England,  vol.  iii  ,  p.  309. 
N      90 


of  the  storm  ?  Are  Warwick  and 
Montagu  more  safe  with  Edward  than 
they  were  with  Henry  1  Look  to  thy- 
self!  Oharolois  will  outwit  King  Louis, 
and  ere  the  year  be  out,  the  young 
Margaret  of  England  will  be  lady  of 
your  brave  brother's  sternest  foe  !" 

"  And  who  art  thou,  knave  V  cried 
Montagu,  aghast,  and  laying  his  gloved 
hand  on  the  bold  prophet's  bridle. 

"  One  who  has  sworn  the  fall  of  the 
house  of  York,  and  may  live  to  fight, 
side  by  side,  in  that  cause  with  War- 
wick ;  for  Warwick,  whatever  be  his 
faults,  has  an  English  heart,  and  loves 
the  Commons." 

Montagu,  uttering  an  exclamation 
I  of  astonishment,  relaxed  hold  of  the 
franklin's  bridle;  and  the  latter  waived 
his  hand,  and  spurring  his  steed  across 
the  wild  chain  of  commons,  disap- 
peared with  his  follower. 

"A  sturdy  traitor  !"  muttered  the 
earl,  following  him  with  his  eye.  "  One 
of  the  exiled  Lancasterian  lords,  per- 
chance. Strange  how  they  pierce 
into  our  secrets!  heardst  thou  that 
fellow,  Marmaduke]" 

'•  Only  in  a  few  sentences,  and  those 
brought  my  hand  to  my  dagger.  But 
as  thou  madest  no  sign,  I  thought  his 
grace  the  king  could  not  be  much 
injured  by  empty  words." 

"  True  !  and  misfortune  has  ever  a 
shrewish  tongue." 

"  An'  it-  please  you,  my  lord,"  quoth 
Marmaduke,  ''  I  have  seen  the  man 
before,  and  it  seemeth  to  me  that  he 
holds  much  power  over  the  rascal 
rabble."  And  here  Marmaduke  nar- 
rated the  attack  upon  Warner's  housf 
and  how  it  was  frustrated  by  the  intei 
cession  of  Robin  of  Hedesdale. 

"  Art  thou  sure  it  is  the  same  man, 
for  his  face  was  masked?" 

•  .M  \  lord,  in  the  north,  as  thou 
know  est,  we  recognise  men  by  their 
forms,  not  faces,  a-,  in  truth,  we  ought, 
seeing  that  it  i.~  the  Binews  and  bulk, 
not  the  lips  and  nose,  that  make  a 
man  a  useful  friend  or  dangerous  foe." 

a  10 
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Montagu  smiled  at  this  soldierly 
simplicity. 

"  And  heard  you  the  name  the  rap- 
trils  shouted  ] " 

"  Robin  1"  my  lord.  They  cried  out 
'  Robin,'  as  if  it  had  been  a  '  Mon- 
tagu' or  a  'Warwick.'" 

'Robin!  ah,  then,  I  guess  tho  man 
—a  mo&t  perilous  and  staunch  Lan- 
castrian. He  has  more  weight  with 
the  poor  than  had  Cade  the  rebel, 
and  they  say  Margaret  trusts  him  as 
much  as  she  doth  an  Exeter  or  So- 
merset. I  marvel  that  he  should  show 
himself  so  near  the  gates  of  London. 
It  must  be  looked  to.  But  come, 
cousin.  Our  steeds  are  breathed — let 
us  on  ! " 

On  arriving  at  the  More,  its  stately 
architecture,  embellished  by  the  pre- 
late with  a  facade  of  double  arches, 
painted  and  blazoned  somewhat  in 
the  fashion  of  certain  old  Italian 
houses,  much  dazzled  Marmaduke. 
And  the  splendour  of  the  archbishop's 
retinue  —  less  martial,  indeed,  than 
Warwick's — was  yet  more  imposing 
to  the  common  eye.  Every  office  that 
pomp  could  devise  for  a  king's  court 
was  to  be  found  in  the  household  of 
this  magnificent  prelate  :— master  of 
the  horse  and  the  hounds,  chamber- 
lain, treasurer,  pursuivant,  herald, 
seneschal,  captain  of  the  body  guard, 
&c. — and  all  emulously  sought  for 
and  proudly  held  by  gentlemen  of  the 
first  blood  and  birth.  His  mansion 
was  at  once  a  court  for  middle  life,  a 
.school  for  youth,  an  asylum  for  age  ; 
and  thither,  as  to  a  Medici,  fled  the 
letters  and  the  arts. 

Through  corridor  and  hall,  lined 
with  pages  and  squires,  passed  Mon- 
tagu and  Marmaduke,  till  they  gained 
a  quaint  garden,  the  wonder  and  envy 
of  the  time,  planned  by  an  Italian  of 
Mantua,  and  perhaps  the  stateliest  one 
of  the  kind  existent  in  England. 
Straight  walks,  terraces,  and  foun- 
tains, clipped  trees,  green  alleys  and 
smooth  bowling-greens  abounded,  but 


the  flowers  were  few  and  common ; 
and  if  here  and  there  a  statue  might 
be  found,  it  possessed  none  of  the  art 
so  admirable  in  our  earliest  ecclesias- 
tical architecture,  but  its  clums\  pro- 
portions were  made  more  uncouth  by 
a  profusion  of  barbaric  painting  and 
gilding.  The  fountains,  however,  were 
especially  curious,  diversified,  and 
elaborate:  some  shot  upas  pyramids, 
others  coiled  in  undulating  streams, 
each  jet  chasing  the  other  as  serpents; 
some,  again,  branched  off'  in  the  form 
of  trees,  while  mimic  birds,  perched 
upon  leaden  boughs,  poured  water 
from  their  bills.  Marmaduke,  much 
astounded  and  bewildered,  muttered 
a  pater-noster  in  great  haste  ;  and 
even  the  clerical  rank  of  the  prelate 
did  not  preserve  him  from  the  sus- 
picion of  magical  practices  in  the 
youth's  mind. 

Remote  from  all  his  train,  in  a  little 
arbour  overgrown  with  the  honey- 
suckle and  white  rose,  a  small  table 
before  him  bearing  fruits,  confection- 
ary, and  spiced  wines,  (for  the  prelate 
wasa celebrated  epicure,  though  still  in 
the  glow  of  youth,)  they  found  George 
Nevile,  reading  lazily  a  Latin  MS. 

"  Well,  my  dear  lord  and  brother," 
said  Montagu,  laying  his  aim  on  the 
prelate's  shoulder — "  first  let  me  pre- 
sent to  thy  favour  a  gallant  youth, 
Marmaduke  Nevile,  worthy  his  name, 
and  thy  love." 

"  He  is  welcome,  Montagu,  to  our 
poor  house,"  said  the  archbishop, 
rising,  and  complacently  glancing  at 
his  palace,  splendidly  gleaming 
through  the  trellis-work.  "'Puer 
ingenui  vultiki.'  Thou  art  acquainted, 
doubtless,  young  sir,  with  the  Hu- 
maner  Letters  ! " 

"  Well-a-day,  my  lord,  my  nurtur- 
ing was  somewhat  neglected  in  the 
province,"  said  Marmaduke,  discon- 
certed, and  deeply  blushing,  "and 
only  of  late  have  I  deemed  the  Ian- 
guages  fit  study  for  those  not  reared 
for  our  Mother  Church." 
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"  Fie,  sir,  fie  !  Correct  that  error, 
I  pray  thee.  Latin  teaches  the  courtier 
how  to  thrive,  the  tsoldier  Low  to 
manoeuvre,  the  husbandman  how  to 

.-ow  ;  and  if  we  churchmen  are  more 
cunning,  as  the  profane  call  us  (and 
the  prelate  smiled),  than  ye  of  the 
laity,  the  Latin  must  answer  for  the 
sins  of  our  learning'." 

With  this,  the  archhishop  passed 
his  arm  affectionately  through  his 
brother's,  and  said,  "  Beshrew  me, 
Montagu,  thou  lookest  worn  and 
weary.  Surely  thou  lackest  food,  and 
supper  shall  be  hastened.  Even  I, 
who  have  but  slender  appetite,  grow 
hungered  in  these  cool  gloaming 
hours." 

"  Dismiss  my  comrade,  George — 
I  would  speak  to  thee,"  whispered 
Montagu. 

"Thou  knowest  not  Latin]"  said 
the  archbishop,  turning  with  a  com- 
passionate eye  to  Nevile,  whose  own 
eye  was  amorously  fixed  on  the  deli- 
cate confectionaries — "  never  too  late 
to  learn.  Hold,  here  is  a  grammar  of 
the  verbs,  that,  with  mine  owu  hand, 
1  have  drawn  up  for  youth.  Study 
thine  amo  and  thy  moneo,  while  I 
confer  on  church  matters  with  giddy 
Montagu.  I  shall  expect,  ere  we  sup, 
that  thou  will  have  mastered  the  first 
tenses." 

<•  But " 

"Oh,  nay.  nay:  but  me  no  huts. 
Thou  art  too  tough,  I  fear  me,  for 
flagellation,  a  wondrous  improver  of 
tenderyoutb  "  and  the  prelate  forced 
In  grammar  into  the  reluctant  hands 
of  Marmaduke,  and  sauntered  down 
one  of  the  solitary  alle\s  w.th  his 
brother. 

Long  and  earnest  was  their  con- 
ference, and  at  one  time  keen  were 
their  disputes. 

The  archbishop  had  very  little  of 
the  energy  of  Montagu  or  the  impetu- 
osity of  Warwick,  but  Ik- bud  Ear  more 
of  what  we  now  call  mind,  a~  distinct 
from  talent,  than   either;  tli.u    i.~,  lie 


had  not.  their.capacities  for  action,  but 
he  bad  a  judgment  and  sagacity  that 
made  him  considered  a  wise  aiid 
sound  adviser:  this  be  owed  princi- 
pally to  the  churchman's  love  of  ease, 
and  to  his  freedom  from  the  wear  and 
tear  of  the  passions  which  gnawed  the 
great  minister  and  the  aspiring 
courtier;  his  natural  intellect  was 
also  fostered  by  much  learning. 
George  Nevile  had  been  reared,  by 
an  Italian  ecclesiastic,  in  all  the  subtle 
diplomacy  of  the  church  ;  and  bis 
ambition,  despising  lay  objects  (though 
he  consented  to  hold  the  office  of 
chancellor),  was  concentrated  in  that 
kingdom  over  knms,  which  hail  ani- 
mated the  august  dominators  of  reli- 
gious Home.  Though,  as  we  have 
said,  still  in  that  age  when  the  affec- 
tions are  usually  vivid,*  George 
Nevile  loved  no  human  creature—  not 
even  ins  brothers — not  even  King 
Edward,  who,  with  ill  his  vices,  pos- 
sessed so  eminently  the  secret  that 
wins  men's  hearts.  His  early  and 
entire  absorption  in  the  great  reli- 
gious community,  which  stood  apart 
from  the  laymen  in  order  to  control 
them,  alienated  him  from  bis  kind  ; 
and  bis  superior  instruction  only 
served  to  feed  him  with  a  calm  and 
icy  contempt  for  all  thai  prejudice,  as 
he  termed  it,  held  dear  and  precious. 
He  despised  the  knight's  wayward 
honour  the  burger's  crafty  honesty. 
For  him  no  such  thing  as  principle 
existed  :  and  conscience  itself  lay 
dead  in  the  folds  of  a  fancied  exemp- 
tion from  all  responsibility  to  the  dull 
herd,  that  were  but  as  wool  and  meat 
to  the  Uhurchmau-Shepherd.  Hut 
withal,  if  somewhat  pedantic,  he  had 
in  his  manner  a  suavity  and  eh 
and  polish,  which  suited  well  bis  high 
station,  and  gave  perseasion  to  his 
counsels.     In  all  externals,  he  was  as 

*  in- "a- 1 seorated  Rtahnp  ul  Kxeterat 

'lie    I..  •■!  twenty,  al  tweiity-«lj  In    became 
A rclibislmp  "l  York,  mil  wan  undei   tliirt) 
ut  (In-  time  referred  hi  In  the  ttxt. 
U  2 
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little  like  a  priest  as  the  high-born 
prelates  of  that  day  usually  were.  In 
dress,  he  rivalled  the  fopperies  of  the 
Plantagauet  brothers.  In  the  chase, 
he  was  more  ardent  than  Warwick 
had  been  in  his  earlier  youth  ;  and  a 
dry  sarcastic  humour,  sometimes  ele- 
vated into  wit,  gave  liveliness  to  his 
sagacious  converse. 

Mont&gu  desired  that  the  arch- 
bishop and  himself  should  demand 
solemn  audience  of  Edward,  and 
gravely  remonstrate  with  the  king 
on  the  impropriety  of  receiving  the 
brother  of  a  rival  suitor,  while  War- 
wick was  negotiating  the  marriage  of 
Margaret  with  a  prince  of  France. 

"  Nay,"  said  th-j  archbishop,  with  a 
bland  smile,  that  fretted  Montagu  to 
the  quick—"  surely,  even  a  baron,  a 
knight,  a  franklin — a  poor  priest  like 
myself,  would  rise  against  the  man 
who  dictated  to  his  hospitality.  Is  a 
king  less  irritable  than  baron,  knight, 
franklin,  and  priest? — or  rather,  being, 
as  it  were,  per  legem,  lord  of  all, 
hath  he  not  irritability  eno'  for  all 
four?  Ay — tut  and  tush  as  thou  wilt, 
John — but  thy  sense  must  do  justice 
to  my  counsel  at  the  last.  I  know 
Edward  well  ;  he  hath  something  of 
mine  own  idlesse  and  ease  of  temper, 
but  with  more  of  the  dozing  lion  than 
priests,  who  have  only,  look  you,  the 
mildness  of  the  dove.  Prick  up  his 
higher  spirit,  not  by  sharp  remon- 
strance, but  ^y  seeming  trust.  Ob- 
serve to  him,  with  thy  gay,  careless 
laugh  —  which,  methinks,  thou  hast 
somewhat  lost  cf  late — that  with  any 
other  prince  Warwick  might  suspect 
some  snare — some  humiliating  over- 


I  throw  of  his  embassage — but  that  all 
'  men  know  how  steadfast  in  faith  and 
i  houour  is  Edward  IV." 

"  Truly,"  said  Montagu,  with  a 
forced  smile,  "you  understand  man- 
kind ;  but  yet,  bethink  you — suppose 
this  fail,  and  Warwick  return  to  Eng- 
land to  hear  that  he  hath  been  cajoled 
and  fooled ;  that  the  Margaret  he 
hath  crossed  the  seas  to  affiance  to 
the  brother  of  Louis  is  betrothed  to 
Charolois — bethink  you,  I  say,  what 
manner  of  heart  beats  under  our 
brother's  mail." 

"  Impiger,  iracundus  !  "  said  the 
archbishop ;  "  a  very  Achilles,  to 
whom  our  English  Agamemnon,  if  he 
cross  him,  is  a  baby.  All  this  is  sad 
truth  ;  ou?  parents  spoilt  him  in  his 
childhood,  and  glory  in  his  youth, 
and  wealth,  power,  success,  in  his 
manhood.  Ay !  if  Warwick  be  chafed, 
it  will  be  as  the  stir  of  the  sea-serpent, 
which,  according  to  the  Icelanders, 
moves  a  world.  Still  the  best  way  to 
prevent  the  danger  is  to  enlist  the 
honour  of  the  king  in  his  behalf — 
to  show  that  our  eyes  are  open,  but 
that  we  disdain  to  doubt — and  are 
frank  to  confide.  Meanwhile  send 
messages  and  warnings  privately  to 
Warwick." 

These  reasonings  finally  prevailed 
with  Montagu,  and  the  brothers  re- 
turned with  one  mind  to  the  house. 
Here,  as  after  their  ablutions,  they 
sate  down  to  the  evening  meal,  the 
archbishop  remembered  poor  Marma- 
duke,  and  despatched  to  him  one  of 
his  thirty  household  chaplains.  Mar 
maduke  was  found  fast  asleep  over  the 
second  tense  of  the  verb  amo. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THB     ARRIVAL     OF     THE    COUNT    DE    LA     ROCHE,    AND    THE    VARIOUS     EXCITEMENT 
PRODUCED    ON    MANY    PERSONAGES    BY    THAT    EVENT. 


Tnr.  prudence  of  the  archbishop's 
counsel  was  so  far  made  manifest,  that 
on  the  next  day  Montagu  found  all 
remonstrance  would  have  been  too 
late.  The  Count  de  la  Roche  had 
already  landed,  and  was  on  his  way  to 
London.  The  citizens,  led  by  Rivers 
partially  to  suspect  the  object  of  the 
visit,  were  delighted  not  only  by  the 
prospect  of  a  brilliant  pageant,  but  by 
the  promise  such  a  visit  conveyed  of 
a  continued  peace  with  their  commer- 
cial ally  ;  and  the  preparations  made 
by  the  wealthy  merchants  increased 
the  bitterness  and  discontent  of  Mon- 
tagu. At  length,  at  the  head  of  a 
gallant  and  princely  retinue,  the 
Count  de  la  Roche  entered  London. 
Though  Hastings  made  no  secret  of 
his  distaste  to  the  Count  de  la  Roche's 
visit,  it  became  his  office  as  Lord 
Chamberlain  to  meet  the  count  at 
Blackwall,  and  escort  him  and  his 
train,  in  gilded  barges,  to  the  palace. 

In  the  great  hall  of  the  Tower,  in 
which  the  ^tory  of  Antiochus  was 
painted,  by  the  great  artists  employed 
under  Henry  III.,  and  on  the  eleva- 
tion of  the  dais,  behind  which,  across 
Gothic  columns,  stretched  draperies  of 
cloth  of  gold,  was  placed  Edward  b 
chair  of  *tate.  Around  him  were 
LTouped  the  Dukes  of  Clarence  and 
Gloucester,  the  Lords  Worcester.  Mon- 
tagu, Rivers  D'Kyncourt,  St.  John, 
Kaoul  de  Fulke,  and  others.  But  at 
the  threshold  of  the  chamber  stood 
Anthony  Woodvine,the  knightly  chal- 
lenger, his  knee  bound  by  the  ladyc- 
badge  of  the  8.  S  ,  and  hia  fine  person 
clad  in  white-flowered  velvet  of  Genoa, 


adorned  with  pearls.  Stepping  for 
ward,  as  the  count  appeared,  the 
gallant  Englishman  bent  his  knee 
half-way  to  the  ground,  and  raising 
the  count's  hand  to  his  lips,  said  in 
French—"  Deign,  noble  sir,  to  accept 
the  gratitude  ot  one  who  were  not 
worthy  of  encounter  from  so  peerless 
a  hand,  save  by  the  favour  of  the 
ladies  of  England,  and  your  own 
courtesy,  which  ennobles  him  whom 
it  stoops  to."  So  saying,  he  led  the 
count  towards  the  king. 

De  la  Roche,  an  experienced  and 
profound  courtier,  and  justly  deserv- 
ing Hall's  praise  as  a  man  of  "  great 
witte,  courage,  valiantness,  and  libe- 
ralitie,"  did  not  affect  to  conceal  the 
admiration  which  the  remarkable  pre- 
sence of  Edward  never  failed  to  excite; 
lifting  his  hand  to  his  eyes,  as  if  to 
shade  them  from  a  sudden  blaze  of 
light,  he  would  have  fallen  on  both 
knees,  but  Edward  with  quick  con- 
descension raised  him,  and,  rising 
himself,  said  gailv — 

"  Nay,  Count  de  la  Roche,  brave 
and  puissant  chevalier,  who  hath 
crossed  the  seas  in  honour  of  knight- 
hood and  the  ladies — we  would, 
indeed,  that  our  roiaulme  boasted  a 
lord  like  thee,  from  whom  we  mitcht 
ask  such  homage,  But  since  thou  art 
not  our  subject,  it  consoled  us  at  least 
that  thou  art  our  guest.  By  our  hali 
dame,  Lord  Scales,  thou  must  look 
well  to  thy  lance  and  thy  steed-'  girths, 
for  never,  I  trow,  hast,  thou  met 
a  champion  of  goodlier  strength  and 
knightlier  metal." 

"  My    lord    king,"    answered    tl»« 
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count,  "  I  fear  me,  indeed,  that  a 
knight  like  the  Sicur  Anthony,  who 
fights  under  the  eyes  of  such  a  king, 
will  prove  invincible.  Did  kings 
enter  the  lists  with  kings,  where, 
through  broad  Christendom,  find  a 
compeer  for  your  highness?" 

"  Your  brother,  Sir  Count,  if  fame 
lies  not,"  returned  Edward,  slightly 
laughing,  and  lightly  touching  the 
bastard's  shoulder,  "  were  a  fearful 
lance  to  encounter,  even  though 
Charlemagne  himself  were  to  revive, 
with  his  twelve  paladins  at  his  back. 
Tell  us,  Sir  Count,"  added  the  king, 
drawing  himself  up — "  tell  us,  for  we 
soldiers  are  curious  in  such  matters, 
hath  not  the  Count  of  Charolois  the 
advantage  of  all  here  in  sinews  and 
stature  J" 

"  Sire,"  returned  De  la  Roche,  "  my 
princely  brother  is  indeed  mighty 
with  the  brand  and  battle-axe,  but 
your  grace  is  taller  by  half  the  head, 
— and,  peradventure,  of  even  a  more 
stalwart  build,  but  that  mere  strength 
in  your  highness  is  not  that  gift 
of  God  which  strikes  the  beholder 
most." 

Edward  smiled  good-humouredly 
al  :i  compliment,  the  truth  of  which 
was  too  obvious  to  move  much  vanity, 
and  said,  with  a  royal  and  knightly 
grace — "Our  House  of  York  hath 
been  taught,  Sir  Count,  to  estimate 
men's  beauty  by  mens  deeds,  and 
therefore  the  Count  of  Charolois  hath 
long  been  known  to  us — who,  alas, 
have  seen  him  not ! — as  the  fairest 
gentleman  of  Europe.  My  Lord 
Scales,  we  must  here  publicly  crave 
your  pardon.  Our  brother-in-law,  Sir 
Count,  would  fain  have  claimed  his 
right  to  hold  you  his  guest,  and  have 
graced  himself  by  exclusive  service  to 
your  person.  We  have  taken  from 
him  his  lawful  office,  for  we  kings  are 
jealous,  and  would  not  have  our  sub- 
jects more  honoured  than  ourselves." 
Edward  turned  round  to  his  courtiers 
as  he  spoke,  and  saw  that  his  last 


words  bad  called  a  haughty  and  angry 
look  to  the  watchful  countenance  of 
Montagu.  "  Lord  Hastings,'  he  con- 
tinued, "  to  your  keeping,  as  our 
representative,  we  intrust  this  gentle- 
man. He  must  need  refreshment,  crc 
we  present  him  to  our  queen." 

The  count  bowed  to  the  ground, 
and  reverently  withdrew  from  the 
royal  presence,  accompanied  by  Hast- 
ings. Edward  then,  singling  Anthony 
Woodville  and  Lord  Rivets  from  the 
group,  broke  up  the  audience,  and, 
fo. lowed  by  those  two  noblemen, 
quitted  the  hall. 

Montagu,  whose  countenance  had 
recovered  the  dignified  and  high-born 
calm  habitual  to  it,  turned  to  the 
Duke  of  Clarence,  and  observed,  indif- 
ferently— "  The  Count  de  la  Roche 
hath  a  goodly  mien,  and  a  fair 
tongue." 

"  Pest  on  these  Burgundians  !  " 
answered  Clarence,  in  an  undertone, 
and  drawing  Montagu  aside  —  "I 
would  wager  my  best  greyhound  to 
a  scullion's  cur,  that  our  English 
knights  will  lower  their  burgonots." 

"  Nay,  sir,  an  idle  holiday  show. 
What  matters  whose  lance  breaks, 
or  whose  destrier  stumbles  V 

"  Will  you  not,  yourself,  cousin 
Montagu — you,  who  are  so  pec  less  in 
the  joust, — take  part  in  the  fray?" 

"  I,  your  highness — I,  the  brothei 
of  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  whom  this 
pageant  hath  been  devised  by  the 
Woodvilles  to  mortify  and  disparage 
in  his  solemn  embassy  to  Burgundy's 
mightiest  foe! — I !  " 

"  Sooth  to  say,"  said  the  young 
prince,  much  embarrassed,  "  it  grieves 
me  sorely  to  hear  thee  speak  as  if 
Warwick  would  be  angered  at  this 
pastime.  For  look  you,  Montagu — 
I,  thinking  only  of  my  hate  to  Bui 
gundy,  and  my  zeal  for  our  English 
honour,  have  consented,  as  high  con- 
stable, and  despite  my  grudge  to  the 
Woodvilles,  to  bear  the  bassinet  of 
our  own  champion — and " 
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"Saints  in  heaven!"  exclaimed 
Montagu,  with  a  burst  of  hi>  fierce 
i  -  temper,  which  lie  imme- 
diately checked,  and  changed  into  a 
tone  that  concealed,  beneath  outward 
respect,  the  keenest  irony,  "  1  crave 
your  pardon,  humbly,  for  my  vehe- 
mence, Prince  of  Clarence.  I  sud- 
denly remember  me,  that  humility 
is  the  proper  virtue  of  knighthood. 
Your  erace  does  indeed  set  a  notable 
example  df  that  virtue  to  the  peers  of 
England  ;  and  my  poor  brother's  infir- 
mity of  pride  will  stand  rehuked  for 
aye,  when  he  hears  that  George  Plan- 
;  bore  the  bassinet  of  Antony 
Woodville." 

'•  But  it  is  for  the  honour  of  the 
ladies."  said  Clarence,  falteringly,  "in 
honour  of  the  fairest  maid  of  all — the 
flower  of  English  beauty — the  Lady 
Isabel— that  I " 

"  Your  highness  will  pardon  me," 
interrupted  Montagu,  "but  I  do  trust 
to  your  esteem  for  our  poor  and  in- 
sulted house  of  Nevile,  so  far  as  to  be 
assured  that  the  name  of  my  niece, 
submitted  to  the 
ribald  comments  of  a  base-born  Bur- 
gundian." 

"  Then  I  will  break  no  lance  in  the 

lists :" 

"  As  it  likes  you,  prince,"  replied 
Montagu,  Bhortlyj  and.  with  a  low 
bow,  he  quitted  the  chamber,  and 
riding  to  the  outer  gate  of  the 
Tower,  when  a  Bweet,  clear  voice  be- 
hind him  called  him  by  his  name. 
He  turned  abruptly,  to  meet  the  dark 
eye  and  all-subduing  smile  of  the  buy- 
Duke  of  Gloucester. 

••A  word  with  you,  Montagu  — 
— noblest  and  most  prized,  with  your 
princely  brothers,  of  the  champions 
of  our  house. —  I  read  your  generous 
indignation  with  our  poor  Clarence. 
Ay,  -ii  '-  ay  ' — it  was  a  weal 
him  thai  moved  even  me.  But  you 
.  i  now  to  learn  that  hi>  nature, 
how  excelli  nt  omewhat 

unsteady.     His  judgment  alone  lack.* 


weight  and  substance, — ever  per« 
suaded  against  his  better  reason  by 
those    who    approach     his    infirm er 

side.  But  if  it  be  true  that  our  cousin 
Warwick  intends  for  him  'he  hand  of 
the  peerless  Isabel,  wiser  heads  will 
guide  his  course." 

"  My  brother,"  said  Montagu, 
greatly  softened,  "  is  much  beholden 
to  your  highness  for  a  steady  counte- 
nance and  friendship,  for  which  I 
also,  believe  me — and  the  families  of 
Beauchamp,  Montagu,  and  Nevile — 
are  duly  grateful.  But  to  speak 
plainly  (which  your  grace's  youthful 
candour,  so  all-acknowledged,  will 
permit),  the  kinsmen  of  the  queen  do 
now  so  aspire  to  rule  this  land,  to 
marry  or  forbid  to  marry,  not  only 
our  own  children,  but  your  illustrious 
father's,  that  I  foresee,  in  this  visit  of 
the  Bastard  Ant  bony,  the  most  signal 
disgrace  to  Warwick  that  ever  king 
passed  upon  ambassador,  or  gentle- 
man. And  this  moves  me  more! — 
yea,  I  vow  to  St.  George,  my  patron, 
it  moves  me  more— by  the  thought  of 
danger  to  your  royal  house,  than  by 
the  grief  of  rdight  to  mine  ;  for  War- 
wick— hut  you  know  him." 

"Montagu,  you  must  soothe  and 
calm  your  brother  if  chafed.  I  im- 
pose that  task  on  your  love  for  us. 
Alack,  would  that  Edward  listened 
more  to  me  and  less  to  the  queen's 
kith: — These  Woodvilles  ! — and  yet 
they  may  live  to  move  not  wrath  but 
pity.  If  aught  snapped  the  thread  of 
Edwards  life,  (Holy  Paul  forbid!) 
what  would  chance  to  Elizabeth — hei 
brothers  -her  children  !  " 

'•  Her  children  would  mount  the 
throne  that  our  right  hands  built," 
said  .Montagu,  3ull(  nly. 

"Ali!  think  you  so! — you  rejoice 
me  !  I  had  feared  that  the  Barons 
t  bat  the  <  lommons  would,  that 
the  Church  must,  pronounce  the  un- 
happy truth,  that  —  hut  you  look 
amazed,  my  lord'  Alas,  my  boyish 
re  too  garrulous! " 
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"  I  catch  not  your  highness's  mean- 
ing." 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  By  St.  Paul,  your 
seeming  dulness  proves  your  loyalty; 
but,  with  me,  the  king's  brother, 
frankness  were  safe.  Thou  knowest 
well  that  the  king  was  betrothed 
before  to  the  lady  Eleanor  Talbot ; 
that  such  betrothal,  not  set  aside  by 
the  pope,  renders  his  marriage  with 
Elizabeth  against  law  :  that  his  chil- 
dren may  (would  to  Heaven  it  were 
not  so !)  be  set  aside  as  bastards, 
when  Edward's  life  no  longer  shields 
them  from  the  sharp  eyes  of  men." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Montagu,  thought- 
fully ;  "and  in  that  case,  George  of 
Clarence  would  wear  the  crown,  and 
his  children  reign  in  England." 

"  Our  Lord  forefend,"  said  Hichard, 
"  that  I  should  say  that  Warwick 
thought  of  this  when  he  deemed 
George  worthy  of  the  hand  of  Isabel. 
Nay,  it  could  not  be  so  ;  for,  however 
clear  the  claim,  strong  and  powerful 
would  be  those  who  would  resist  it, 
and  Clarence  is  not,  as  you  will  see, 
the  man  who  can  wrestle  boldly  — 
even  for  a  throne.  Moreover,  he  is 
ton  addicted  to  wine  and  pleasure  to 
bid  fair  to  outlive  the  king." 

Montagu  fixed  his  penetrating 
eyes  on  hichard,  but  dropped  them, 
abashed,  before  that  steady,  deep, 
tin  revealing  gaze,  which  seemed  to 
pierce  into  other  hearts,  and  show 
nothing  of  the  heart  within. 

"Happy  Clarence!"  resumed  the 
prince,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  and  after  a 
brief  pause — "a  Nevile's  husband  and 
a  Warwick's  son  !  —  what  can  the 
saints  do  more  for  men?  You  must 
excuse  his  errors — all  our  errors — to 
your  brother.  You  may  not  know, 
peradventure,  sweet  Montagu,  bow 
deep  an  interest  I  have  in  maintain- 
ing all  amity  between  Lord  Warwick 
and  the  king.  For  methinks  there 
is  one  face  fairer  than  fair  Isabel's, 
and  one  man  more  to  be  envied  than 
e\i  >i  Clarence.     Fairest  face  to  me  in 


the  wide  world  is  the  Lady  Anne's^ 
happiest  man,  between  the  cradle  and 
the  grave,  is  he  whom  the  Lady  Anne 
shall  call  her  lord !  and  if  I — oh, 
look  you,  Montagu,  let  there  be  no 
breach  between  Warwick  and  the 
king !  Fare-you-well,  dear  lord  and 
eousin — I  go  to  Baynard's  Castle  till 
these  feasts  are  over." 

"Does  not  your  grace,"  said  Mon- 
tagu, recovering  from  the  surprise 
into  which  one  part  of  Gloucester's 
address  had  thrown  him — "  does  not 
your  grace — so  skilled  in  lance  and 
horsemanship — preside  at  the  lists?" 

"  Montagu,  I  love  your  brother  well 
enough  to  displease  my  king.  The 
great  earl  shall  not  say,  at  least,  that 
Richard  Plantagenet,  in  his  absence, 
forgot  the  reverence  due  to  loyalty 
and  merit.  Tell  him  that ;  and  if  I 
seem  (unlike  Clarence)  to  forbear  to 
confront  the  queen  and  her  kindred, 
it  is  because  youth  should  make  no 
enemies — not  the  less  for  that,  should 
princes  forget  no  friends." 

Richard  said  this  with  a  tone  of 
deep  feeling,  and,  folding  his  arms 
within  his  furred  surcoat,  walked 
slowly  on  to  a  small  postern  admitting 
to  the  river ;  but  there,  pausing  by  a 
buttress  which  concealed  him  till 
Montagu  had  left  the  yard,  instead  of 
descending  to  his  barge,  he  turned 
back  into  the  royal  garden.  Here 
several  of  the  court,  of  both  sexes, 
were  assembled,  conferring  on  the 
event  of  the  day.  Richard  halted  at 
a  distance,  and  contemplated  their 
gay  dresses  and  animated  counte- 
nances with  something  between  melan- 
choly and  scorn  upon  his  young  brow. 
One  of  the  most  remarkable  social 
characteristics  of  the  middle  ages  is 
the  prematurity  at  which  the  great 
arrived  at  manhood,  shared  in  its 
passions,  and  indulged  its  ambitions. 
Among  the  numerous  instances  in 
our  own  and  other  countries  that 
might  be  selected  from  history,  few 
are  more  striking  than  that  of  thu 
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Duke  of  Gloucester — great  in  camp 
and  in  council,  at  aq  age  when  now-a- 
days  a  youth  is  scarcely  trusted  to  the 
discipline  of  a  college.  The  whole  of 
his  portentous  career  was  closed,  in- 
deed, before  the  public  life  of  modern 
ambition  usually  commences.  Little 
could  those  accustomed  to  see,  on  our 
stage,  "  the  elderly  ruffian  "  *  our 
actors  represent,  imagine  that  at  the 
g  of  Shakspeare's  play  of 
"  Richard  the  Third,"  the  hero  was 
hut  in  his  nineteenth  year;  hut  at 
the  still  more  juvenile  age  in  which 
he  appears  in  this  our  record,  Richard 
of  Gloucester  was  older  in  intellect, 
and  almost  in  experience,  than  many 
a  wise  man  at  the  date  of  thirty-three 
—  the  fatal  aire  when  his  sunset  for 
ever  on  the  field  of  Bosworth  ! 

The  young  prince,  then,  eyed  the 
gaudy,  fluttering, babhling  assemblage 
before  him  with  mingled  melancholy 
and  scorn.  Not  that  he  felt,  with  the 
aeuteness  which  belongs  to  modern 
sentiment,  his  bodily  defects  amidst 
that  circle  of  the  stately  and  the  fair, 
for  they  were  not  of  a  nature  to  weaken 
his  arm  in  war  or  lessen  his  persuasive 
influences  in  peace.  But  it  was  rather 
that  sadness  which  BO  often  comes 
over  an  active  and  ambitious  intellect 
in  early  youth,  when  it  pauses  to  ask, 
Aaiid  disdain,  what  its  plots 
and  counterplots,  its  restlessness  and 
strife,  are  really  worth.  The  scene 
before  him  was  of  pleasure — but  in 
pleasure,  neither  the  youth  nor  the 
manhood  ot  Richard  III.  was  ever 
.  ;  though  not,  absolutely  of  tin, 
rigid  austerity  of  Amadis,  or  our 
Edward,  lie  was  comparatively 
free  from  the  licentiousness  of  his 
times.  His  passions  were  t<- 
for  frivolous  excitements.  Already 
the  Italian,  or,  as  it  is  falsely  called, 
the  Machiavelian  policy,  was  per 
fading  the  intellect  of  Europe,  and 
the  effects  of  its  ruthle.-s,  grand,  and 

*  Sharon  Turner. 


deliberate  state-craft,  are  visible  from 
the  accession  of  Edward  IV.  till  the 
close  of  Elizabeth's  reign.  With  this 
policy,  which  reconciled  itself  to  crime 
as  a  necessity  of  wisdom,  was  often 
blended  a  refinement  of  character 
which  disdained  vulgar  vices.  Not 
skilled  alone  in  those  knightly  accom- 
plishments which  induced  Caxton, 
with  propriety,  to  dedicate  to  Richard 
"  The  Book  of  the  Order  of  Chivalry," 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  more  peace- 
fid  amusements  were  borrowed  from 
severer  Graces  than  those  which  pre- 
sided over  the  tastes  of  his  royal 
brothers.  He  loved,  even  to  passion, 
the  Arts,  Music — especially  of  the 
more  Doric  and  warlike  kind — Paint- 
ing, and  Architecture  ;  he  was  a 
reader  of  books,  as  of  men  —  the 
books  that  become  princes — and 
hence  that  superior  knowdedge  of  the 
principles  of  law  and  of  commerce, 
which  his  brief  reign  evinced.  More 
like  an  Italian  in  all  things  than  the 
careless  Norman  or  the  simple  Saxon, 
Machiavel  might  have  made  of  his 
character  a  companion,  though  a 
contrast,  to  that  of  Castruccio  Cas- 
trucani. 

The  crowd  murmured  and  rustled 
at  the  distance,  and  still,  with  folded 
arms,  Richard  gazed  aloof,  when  a 
lady,  entering  the  garden  from  the 
palace,  passed  by  him  so  hastily,  that 
she  brushed  his  sureoat,  and,  turning 
round  in  surprise,  made  a  low  re- 
verence, as  she  exclaimed — "  Prince 
Richard!  and  alone  amidst  so  many!" 

"  Lady."  said   the  duke,  "it  was  a 

sudden    hope    that    brought   me    into 

iden, — and  that  was  the  hope 

to  see  your  fair  face  shining  above  the 

rest." 

"  Your  highness  jests,"  returned 
the  lady,  though  her  superb  counte- 
nance and  haughty  carriage  evinced 
no  opinion  of  herself  so  humble  aa 
her  words  would  imply. 

"My  ladj  ■■)  Bonville,"  said  tha 
young  duke,  laying  his  hand   on   he! 
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arm;  "mirth  is  not  in  my  thoughts 
at  this  hour." 

"  I  believe  your  highness  ;  for  the 
Lord  Richard  Plantagenet  is  not  one 
of  the  Woodvilles.  The  mirth  is  theirs 
to-day." 

"  Let  who  will  have  mirth — it  is 
the  breath  of  a  moment.  Mirth  can- 
not tarnish  Glory  —  the  mirror  in 
which  the  gods  are  glassed." 

"  1  understand  you,  my  lord,"  said 
the  proud  lady  ;  and  her  face,  before 
stern  and  high,  brightened  into  so 
lovely  a  change,  so  soft  and  winning 
a  smile,  that  Gloucester  no  longer 
marvelled  that  that  smile  had  rained 
so  large  an  influence  on  the  fate  and 
heart  of  his  favourite  Hastings.  The 
beauty  of  this  noble  woman  was  in- 
deed remarkable  in  its  degree,  and 
peculiar  in  its  character.  She  bore 
a  stronger  likeness  in  feature  to  the 
archbishop,  than  to  either  of  her 
other  brothers  ;  for  the  prelate  had 
the  straight  and  smooth  outline  of 
the  Greeks — not,  like  Montagu  and 
Warwick,  the  lordlier  and  manlier 
aquiline  of  the  Norman  race — and 
his  complexion  was  feminine  in  its' 
pale  clearness.  But  though  in  this 
resembling  the  subtlest  of  the  brethren, 
the  fair  sister  shared  with  Warwick 
an  expression,  if  haughty,  singularly 
frank  and  candid  in  its  imperious 
majesty ;  she  had  the  same  splendid 
and  steady  brilliancy  of  eye — the  same 
quick  quiver  of  the  lip,  speaking 
of  nervous  susceptibility  and  haste 
of  mood.  The  hateful  fashion  of 
that  day,  which  pervaded  all  ranks, 
from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  was  the 
prodigal  use  of  paints  and  cosmetics, 
and  all  imaginable  artificial  adjuncts 
of  a  spurious  beauty.  This  extended 
often  even  to  the  men,  and  the  stur- 
diest warrior  deemed  it  no  shame  to 
recur  to  such  arts  of  the  toilet  as  the 
vainest  wanton  in  our  day  would  never 
venture  to  acknowledge.  But  the 
Lady  Bonville,  proudly  confident  of 
her  beauty,  and  possessing  a  purity 


of  mind  that  revolted  from  the  little- 
ness of  courting  admiration,  con- 
trasted forcibly  in  this  the  ladies  of 
the  court.  Her  cheek  was  of  a  mar- 
ble whiteness,  though  occasionally  a 
rising  flush  through  the  clear,  rich, 
transparent  skin,  showed  that  in  earlier 
youth  the  virgin  bloom  had  not  been 
absent  from  the  surface.  There  was 
in  her  features,  when  they  reposed, 
somewhat  of  the  trace  of  suffering, — 
of  a  struggle,  past  it  may  be,  but  still 
remembered.  But  when  she  spoke, 
those  features  lighted  up  and  undu- 
lated in  such  various  and  kindling 
life  as  to  dazzle,  to  bewitch,  or  to  awe 
the  beholder,  according  as  the  impulse 
moulded  the  expression.  Her  dress 
suited  her  lofty  and  spotless  character. 
Henry  VI.  might  have  contemplated, 
with  holy  pleasure,  its  matronly  deco- 
rum; the  jewelled  gorget  ascended 
to  the  rounded  and  dimpled  chin; 
the  arms  were  bare  only  at  the  wrists, 
where  the  blue  veins  were  seen  through 
a  skin  of  snow  ;  the  dark  glossy  locks, 
which  her  tire-woman  boasted,  when 
released,  swept  the  ground,  were 
gathered  into  a  modest  and  simple 
braid,  surmounted  by  the  beseeming 
coronet  that  proclaimed  her  rank. 
The  Lady  Bonville  might  have  stood 
by  the  side  of  Cornelia,  the  model  of 
a  young  and  highborn  matron,  in 
whose  virtue  the  honour  of  man  might 
securely  dwell. 

"  I  understand  you,  my  lord,"  she 
said,  with  her  bright,  thankful  smile; 
'■  and  as  Lord  Warwick*s  sister,  I  am 
grateful." 

"  Your  love  for  the  great  earl 
proves  .you  are  noble  enough  to  for- 
give," said  Richard, meaningly.  "Nay, 
chide  mo  not  with  that  lofty  look: 
•  you  know  that  there  are  no  secrets 
between  Hastings  and  Gloucester." 

"  My  lord  duke,  the  head  of  a  noble 
house  hath  the  right  to  dispose  of  the 
hands  of  the  daughters;  1  know  no- 
thing in  Lord  Warwick  to  forgive." 

But   she  turned  her   head  as  she 
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spoke,  and  a  tear  for  a  moment  trem- 
bled in  that  haughty  eye. 

"  Lady,"  said  Richard,  moved  to 
admiration,  "  to  you  let  me  confide 
m\  Becret.  1  would  be  your  nephew. 
Boy  though  I  be  in  yea's,  my  hear! 
beats  as  loudly  as  a  man's  ;  and  that 
heart  beats  tor  Anne." 

"  The  love  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
honour*  even  Warwick's  daughter!" 

••  Think  you  so.  Then  stand  my 
friend  ;  ami.  being  thus  my  friend, 
intercede  with  Warwick,  if  he  angers 
at  the  silly  holiday  of  this  Woodville 
pageant."' 

"  Alas,  sir  !  you  know  that  Warwick 
listens  to  no  interceders  between  him- 
self and  his  passions.  Bui  nhat  then  ' 
Grant  h  m  wronged,  aggrieved,  trifled 
with, —  vhat  then  ?  Can  he  injure  the 
House  of  York  .'" 

Richard  looked  in  some  surprise  ;it 
the  fair  speaker. 

••  Can  he  injure  the  House  of  York  ! 
■ — Marry,  yes,"  he  replied,  bluntly. 

"  But  for  what  end?  Whom  else 
should  he  put  upon  the  throne  .'" 

"  What  if  lie  forgive  the  Lancas- 
trians I      What  if " 

"  Utter  not  the  thought.  Prince, 
breathe  it  not.'  exclaimed  the  Lady 
Bonville,  almost  fiercely.  "  I  love 
and  honour  my  brave  brother,  despite 

—  despite ."      She  paused  a  mo 

ment,  blushed,  and  pr •  ded  rapidly, 

without  concluding  the  sentence,  "  I 
love  him  as  a  woman  of  his  hou 
love  the  hero  who  forms  its  pro  desl 
boast.  But  if  for  any  personal  grudge, 
any  low  ambition,  any  rash  humour, 
the  son  of  my  father.  Salisbury,  could 
forget  that   Margaret  of  Anjou  placed 

the  gory  bead  ol  that  obi  man  ii]. on 
i  York,  could  by  word  or 
deed  abet  the  cause  of  usur]  ii 
bloody  Lancaster,  —I  would — I  would; 
-- 1  nit  upon  my  sex  '.  I  con  d  do 
nought  but  weep  the  glory  of  Sevile 
and  Mon  hermer  gone  for  ever." 

Before  Richard  could  reply,  the 
»ouud  of  musical  instruments,  and  a 


procession  of  heralds  and  pages  pro- 
ceeding from  the  palace,  announced 
the  approach  of  Edward,  lie  caught 
tliehandof  the  Dame  of  Bonville,  lifted 
it  to  his  lips,  and  saying,  "  May  for- 
tune one  day  permit  me  to  face  as 
the  earl's  son  the  earl's  foes,"  made 
his  graceful  reverence,  glided  from 
the  garden,  gained  his  barge,  and 
was  rowed  to  the  huge  pile  of  Bar- 
nard's Castle,  lately  reconstructed, 
hut  in  a  gloomy  and  barbaric  taste, 
and  in  which,  at  that  time,  he  prin- 
cipally resided  with  his  mother,  the 
once  peerless  Hose  of  Raby. 

The  Lady  of  Bonville  paused  a  mo- 
ment, and  in  that  pause  her  counte- 
nance recovered  its  composure.  She, 
then,  passed  on  with  a  stately  step 
towards  a  group  of  the  ladies  of  the 
court,  and  her  eye  noted  with  proud 
pleasure  that  the  highest  names  of 
t-h  English  knighthood  and  nobility, 
comprising  the  numerous  connexions 
of  her  family,  formed  a  sullen  circle 
apart  from  the  rest,  betokening,  by 
their  grave  countenances  and  moody 
whispers,  how  sensitively  they  felt 
the  slight  to  Lord  Warwick's  em- 
bassy  in  the  visit  of  the  Count  de  la 
Roche,  and  how  little  they  were  dis- 
posed to  cringe  to  tin-  rising  sun  of 
the  Woodvilles.  There,  collected  into 
a  puissance  whose  discontent  bad  suf- 
ficed to  shake  a  firmer  throne,  (the 
young  Raoul  de  Fnlke,  the  idolater  of 
Warwick,  the  personation  in  himself 
of  the  obi  Norman  seignorie,  in  their 
with  folded  arms  and  lower- 
ing brows,  si I    the  earl's  kinsmen, 

the  Lords  Pitzhugh  and  Fauconbergj 
with  them,  Thomas  Lord  Stanley,  a 
prudent  noble,  who  rarely  sided  with 
a  malcontent,  and  the  Lord  St.  John, 
and  the  beir  of  tin-  ancient  Bi  i  < 
and  many  another  chief 
under  uln>-r-  banner  marched  an 
army '  Richard  of  <  lloucester  hail 
shown  bi>  wit  in  refusing  to  mingl  i 
in  intrigues  which  provoked  the  in- 
of  that  martial  phalanx     A-  the  Ladj 
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of  Bonvilleswepti  by  these  gentlemen, 
their  murmur  cf  respectful  homage, 
their  profound  salutation,  and  un- 
bonneted  heads,  contrasted  forcibly 
with  the  slight  and  grave,  if  not 
scornful,  obeisance  they  had  just  ren- 
dered to  one  of  the  queen1  s  sisters, 
who  had  passed,  a  moment  before,  in 
the  same  direction.  The  lady  still 
moved  on,  and  came  suddenly  across 
the  path  of  Hastings,  as  in  his  robes 
of  state  he  issued  from  the  palace. 
Their  eves  met,  and  both  changed 
colour. 

"  So,  my  lord  chamberlain,"  said 
the  dame,  sarcastically,  "the  C^uut 
de  la  Roche  is,  I  hear,  consigned  to 
your  especial  charge." 

' '  A  charge  the  chamberlain  cannot 
refuse,  and  which  William  Hastings 
does  not  covet." 

"  A  king  had  never  asked  Montagu 
and  Warwick  to  consider  amongst 
their  duties  any  charge  they  had 
deemed  dishonouring.'* 

"Dishonouring,  Lady  Bonville!" 
exclaimed  Hastings,  with  a  bent 
brow  and  a  flushed  cheek, — "  neither 
Montagu  nor  Warwick  had.  with 
safety,  applied  to  me  the  word  that 
has  just  passed  your  lips." 

"  I  crave  your  pardon,"  answered 
Katherine,  bitterly.  "  Mine  articles 
of  faith  in  men's  honour  are  obsolete 
or  heretical.  I  had  deemed  it  dis- 
honouring in  a  noble  nature  to  coun- 
tenance insult  to  a  noble  enemy  in 
his  absence.  I  had  deemed  it  dis- 
honouring in  a  brave  soldier,  a  well- 
born gentleman,  (now  from  hisvaliant- 
ness,  merit,  and  wisdom,  become  a 
puissant  and  dreaded  lord.)  to  sink 
into  that  lackeydom  and  varletaille 
which  falsehood  and  cringing  have 
Btablished  in  these  walls,  and  baptized, 
under  the  name  of  '  courtiers.'  Better 
had  Katherine  de  Bonville  esteemed 
Lord  Hastings  had  he  rather  fallen 
under  a  king's  displeasure  than 
debased  his  better  self  to  a  Wood- 
ville's  dastard  schemings." 


"Lady,  you  are  cruel  and  unjust 
like  all  your  haughty  race.  And  idk 
were  reply  to  one  who,  of  all  persons, 
should  have  judged  me  better.  For 
the  rest,  if  this  mummery  humblei 
Lord  Warwick.  Gramercy !  there  is 
nothing  in  my  memory  that  should 
make  my  share  in  it  a  gall  to  my  con- 
science ;  nor  do  I  owe  the  Neviles  so 
large  a  gratitude,  that  rather  than 
fret  the  pile  of  their  pride,  I  should 
throw  down  the  scaffolding  on  which 
my  fearless  step  hath  clombe  to  as 
fair  a  height,  and  one  perhaps  that 
may  overlook  as  long  a  posterity,  as 
the  best  baron  that  ever  quartered 
the  Raven  Eagle  and  the  Dun  Bull. 
But,  (resumed  Hastings,  with  a 
withering  sarcasm,)  doubtless  the 
Lady  de  Bonville  more  admires  the 
happy  lord  who  holds  himself,  by 
right  of  pedigree,  superior  to  all 
things  that  make  the  statesman  wise, 
the  scholar  learned,  and  the  soldier 
famous.  Way  there — back,  gentles," 
—and  Hastings  turned  to  the  crowd 
behind, — "  Way  there  for  my  lord  of 
Harrington  and  Bonville  !  " 

The  bystanders  smiled  at  each 
other  as  they  obeyed ;  and  a  heavy, 
shambling,  graceless  man,  dressed  in 
the  most  exaggerated  fopperies  of  the 
day,  but  with  a  face  which  even  sick- 
liness, that  refine*  most  faces,  could 
not  divest  of  the  most  vacant  dulness, 
anda mien  and  gait  to  which  no  attire 
could  give  dignity,  passed  through 
the  group,  bowing  awkwardly  to  the 
right  and  left,  and  saying  in  a  thick 
husky  voice — "  You  are  too  good,  sin 
— too  good  :  I  must,  not  presume  si 
overmuch  on  my  seignorie.  The  king 
would  keep  me  —  he  would  indeed 
sirs;  urn  —  um— why,  Katherine  — 
dame  — thy  stiff  gorget  makes  me 
ashamed  of  thee.  Thou  wouldst  not 
think.  Lord  Hastings,  that  Katherine 
hid  a  white  skin  —  a  parlous  white 
skin.  La,  you  now  —  fie  on  these 
mufflers  '  " 

The   courtiers  sneered  ;    Hastings, 
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with  a  look  of  malignant  and  pitiless 
triumph,  eyed  the  Lady  of  li'.nville. 
For  a  moment  the  colour  went  and 
came  across  her  transparent  cheek, 
but  the  confusion  passed,  and  return- 
ing the  insulting  gaze  of  her  ancient 
lover  with  an  eve  of  unspeakable  ma- 
jeety,  she  placed  her  arm  upon  her 
h>rd'>.  and  saying  calmly  :—  "  An  Eng- 
lish matron  cares  but  to  be  fair  in  her 
husband's  eyes,"  —  drew  him  away; 
and  the  words  and  the  manner  of  the 
lady  were  so  dignified  and  simple, 
that  the  courtiers  hushed  their  laugh- 
ter, and  for  the  moment  the  lord  of 
Buch  a  woman  was  not  only  envied  but 
cted. 
While  this  scene  had  passed,  the 
•  on,  preceding  Edward,  had 
tiled  into  the  garden  in  long  and 
Btately  order.  From  another  entrance, 
Elizabeth,  the  Princess  Margaret,  and 
the  Duchess  of  Bedford,  with  their 
trains,  had  already  issued,  and  were 
now  ranged  upon  a  flight  of  marble 
steps,  backed  by  a  columned  alcove, 
hung  with  velvets  striped  into  the 
royal  baudekin,  while  the  stairs  them- 
selves werecovered  with  leathern  car- 
pets, powdered  with  the  white  rose 
ami  the  fleur  de  lis  ;  either  side  lined 
by  the  hearers  of  the  many  banners 
of  Edward,  displaying  the  white  lion 
-.f  .March,  the  black  hull  of  Clare. 
im  cross  of  Jerusalem,  the  dragon  of 
Irragon,  ami  the  rising  sun,  which 
he  had  assumed  as  hi.-  peculiar  war- 
badge  since  the  battle  of  Mortimer's 
Again,  and  louder,  came  the 
Sourish  of  music  ;  and  a  murmur 
through  the  crowd,  succeeded  by  deep 
announced  the  entrance  of 
the  kl^L'.  Ik-  appeared,  leading  by 
the  hand  the  Count  de  la  Roche,  am! 
followed  by  the  fords  Scales,  Rivers, 
Dorset,  and  the  Duke  of  Clarence.  Ali 
eye-  wen-  bent  opon  the  com 
though  Been  to  disadvantage  by  the 
side  of  the  comtliest  and  stateliest, 
and  most  gorgeously  attired  pi 
Christcudom,  his  high  forehead,  bright 


sagacious  eye,  and  powerful  frame, 
did  not  disappoint  the  expectations 
founded  upon  the  fame  of  one  equally 
subtle  in  council  and  redoubted  in 
war. 

The  royal  host  and  the  princely 
guest  made  their  way,  where  Eliza- 
beth, blazing  in  jewels  and  cloth  of 
gold,  shone  royally,  begirt  by  the 
ladies  of  her  brilliant  court.  At  her 
right  hand  stood  her  mother,  at  her 
left,  the  Princess  Margaret. 

"  I  present  to  you,  mj  Elizabeth," 
said  Edward,  "  a  princely  gentleman, 
to  whom  we  nevertheless  wish  all  ill- 
fortune,— for  we  cannot  desiie  that  he 
may  subdue  our  knights,  and  we  would 
fain  hope  that  he  may  be  conquered 
by  our  ladies." 

"The  last  hope  i-  already  fulfilled," 
said  the  count,  gallantly,  as  on  his. 
knee  he  kissed  the  fair  hand  extended 
to  him.  Then  rising,  and  gazing  full 
and  even  boldly  upon  the  young  Prin- 
cess Margaret,  he'  added- — "I  have 
seen  too  often  the  picture  of  the  lady 
Margaret  not  to  be  aware  that  I  stand 
in  that  illustrious  presence." 

"  Her  picture  !  Sir  Count,"  said  the 
queen  ;  "  we  knew  not  that  it  had 
been  even  limned."  ■ 

"  Pardon  me.  it  was  done  by  stealth." 

"  And  where  have  you  seen  it }" 

"  Worn  at  the  heart  of  my  brother 
the  Count  of  Charolois!"  answered 
De  la  Roche,  in  a  whispered  tone. 

Margaret  blushed  \\  it ii  evidentprida 
and  delight. ;  and  the  wily  envoy,  leav- 
ing ill"  impression  his  words  had  made 
to  take  their  due  effect,  addressed 
with  nil  the  "ay  vivacity  he 
ed,  to  the  fair  queen  and  her 
haughty  mother. 

After  a  brief  time  spent  in  this 
complimentary  converse,  the  count 
then  adjourned  to  inspect  the  mena- 
gerie, of  which  the  king  w 
proud.  Edward,  offering  his  baud  to 
his  queen,  led  the  way, and  the  I  ■ 
of  Bedford,  directing  the  count  to 
Margaret  by  a  shrewd  and  silent  glau  t 
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of  her  eye,  so  far  smothered  her  dislike 
to  Clarence  as  to  ask  his  highness  to 
attend  herself. 

"  Ah  !  lady,"  whispered  the  Count, 
as  the  procession  moved  along,  "  what 
thrones  would  not  Charolois  resign  for 
the  hand  that  his  unworthy  envoy  is 
allowed  to  touch  !" 

"  Sir,"  said  Margaret,  demurely 
looking  down,  "  the  count  of  Charolois 
is  a  lord,  who,  if  report  be  true,  makes 
war  his  only  mistress." 

''  Because  the  only  living  mistress 
his  great  heart  could  serve  is  denied 
to  his  love  !  Ah,  poor  lord  and  bro- 
ther, what  new  reasons  for  eternal  war 
to  Burgundy,  when  France,  not  only 
his  foe,  becomes  his  rival  !" 

Margaret  sighed,  and  the  count  con- 
tinued, till  by  degrees  he  warmed  the 
royal  maiden  from  her  reserve  ;  and 
his  eye  grew  brighter,  and  a  trium- 
phant smile  played  about  his  lips, 
when,  after  the  visit  to  the  menagerie, 
the  procession  re-entered  the  palace, 
and  the  Lord  Hastings  conducted  the 
count  to  the  bath  prepared  for  him, 
previous  to  the  crowning  banquet  of 
the  night.  And  far  more  luxurious 
and  more  splendid  than  might  he 
deemed  by  those  who  read  but  the 
general  histories  of  that  sanguinary 
time,  or  the  inventories  of  furniture 
in  the  houses  even  of  the  great  barons, 
was  the  accommodation  which  Edward 
afforded  to  his  guest.  His  apartments 
and  chambers  were  hung  with  white 
silk  and  linen,  the  floors  covered  with 
richly  woven  carpets ;  the  counter- 
pane of  his  bed  was  cloth  of  gold, 
trimmed  with  ermine  :  the  cupboard 
shone  with  vessel.*  of  silver  ami  gold  ; 
and  over  two  baths  were  pitched  tents 
of  white  cloth  of  Rennes,  fringed  with 
silver.* 

Agreeably  to  the  manners  of  the 
time,  Lont  Eastings  assisted  to  dis- 
robe the  co'int ;  and,  the  more  to  bear 


*  See    Madden'8   Narrative  of    tlie  J,ord 
fi;..uthuse  ;  Archaoloyia,  1B3U. 


him  company,  afterwards  undressed 
himself  ami  bathed  in  the  one  bath. 
while  the  count  refreshed  his  limbs  id 
the  other. 

"Pri'thee,"  said  De  la  Roche,  draw- 
ing aside  the  curtain  of  his  tent,  and 
putting  forth  his  head — "  pri'thee,  my 
Lord  Hastings,  deign  to  instruct  my 
ignorance  of  a  court  which  I  would 
fain  know  well,  and  let  me  weet, 
whether  the  splendour  of  your  king, 
far  exceeding  what  I  was  taught,  to 
look  for,  is  derived  from  his  revenue, 
as  sovereign  of  England,  or  chief  of 
the  House  of  York  ? " 

"Sir,"  returned  Hastings,  gravely, 
putting  out  his  own  head — "  it  is 
Edward's  happy  fortune  to  be  the 
wealthiest  proprietor  in  England,  ex- 
cept the  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  thus 
he  is  enabled  to  indulge  a  state  which 
yet  oppresses  not  his  people." 

"  Except  the  Earl  of  Warwick," 
repeated  the  count,  musingly,  as  the 
fumes  of  the  odours,  with  which  the 
bath  was  filled,  rose  in  a  cloud  over 
his  long  hair — "  ill  would  fare  that 
subject,  in  most  lands,  who  was  as 
wealthy  as  his  king!  You  have 
heard  that  Warwick  has  met  King 
Louis  at  Rouen,  and  that  they  are 
inseparable?" 

"It  becomes  an  ambassador  to  win 
grace  of  him  he  is  sent  to  please." 

"  But  none  win  grace  of  Louis  whom 
Louis  does  not  dupe." 

"  You  know  not  Lord  Warwick,  Sir 
Count.  His  mind  is  so  strong  and  so 
frank,  that  it  is  as  hard  to  deceive  him, 
as  it  is  for  him  to  be  deceived.'' 

"  Time  will  show,"  said  the  count, 
pettishly,  and  he  withdrew  his  head 
into  the  tent. 

And  now  there  appeared  the  at- 
tendants, with  hippocras,  syrups,  and 
comfits,  by  way  of  giving  appetite  for 
the  supper,  so  that  no  farther  oppor- 
tunity for  private  conversation  was 
left  to  the  two  lords.  While  the 
count  was  dressing,  the  Lord  Sealei 
entered  with  a  superb  gown,  clasped 
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v/ith  jewels,  and  lined  with  minever, 
with  which  Edward  had  commissioned 
him  to  present  the  Bastard.  In  this 
rol>e.  the  Lord  Scales  insisted  upon 
enduing  his  antagonist  with  his  own 
hands,  and  the  three  knights  then  re- 
paired to  the  banquet.  At  the  king's 
table  no  male  personage  nut  of  the  royal 
family  sate,  except  Lord  Rivers  as 
Elizabeth's  father — and  the  Count  De 
la  Koehe,  plaeed  between  Margaret 
and  tlie  Duchess  of  Bedford. 

At  another  table,  the  great  peers  of 
the  realm  feasted  under  the  presidence 
of  Anthony  VVoodville,  while,  entirely 
filling  one  side  of  the  hall,  the  ladies 
of  the  our!  held  their  "mess,"  so 
called,)  apart, and  "  great  and  mighty 
was  the  eating  thereof!" 

The  banqr.et  ended,  tbedance  begun. 
The  admirable  "  featliness "  of  the 
Count  de  la  Ro  he,  in  the  pavon,  with 
the  Lady  Margaret,  was  rivalled  only 
bv  the  more  majestic  grace  61  Edward 
and  the  dainty  steps  of  Anthony 
Woodville.  But  the  lightest  and  hap- 
piest heart  which  beat  in  that  revel 
■  in  whirh  no  scheme  and  no 
imbition  but  those  of  love  nursed  the 
hope  and  dreamed  the  triumph. 

Stung  by  the  coldness,  even  more 
than  by  the  disdain  of  the  Lady  Bon- 
ville,  and  enraged  to  find  that  no 
taunt  of  his  own,  however  galling, 
could  ruffle  a  dignity  which  was  an 
insult  both  o  memory  and  to  self-love, 
Hastings  bad  exerted  more  than  usual, 
both  at  the  banquet  and  in  the  revel, 
those  general  powers  of  pleasing, 
which,  even  in  an  age  when  personal 
qualifications  ranked  so  high,  had  yet 
made  him  no  less  renowned  for  sue- 
In  gallantry  than  the  beautiful 
and  youthful  king.  All  about  this 
man  witnessed  to  thn  triumph  of 
mind  over  the  obstacles  thai  It 
— bis  tine  without  envy,  his  safetj 
■midst  foes,  the  happy  ease  with 
which  be  moved  through  the  snares 
and  pits  of  everlasting  Btratagem  and 
universal  wil?  I     Him  alone  the  arts 


of  the  Woodvilles  could  not  supplant 
in  Edward's  confidence  and  love;  to 
him  alone  dark  Gloucester  bent,  his 
haughty  soul  ;  him  alone,  Warwick, 
who  had  rejected  his  alliance,  and 
knew  the  private  grudge  the  rejection 
bequeathed  ;  him  alone,  among  the 
"new  men."  Warwick  always  treated 
with  generous  respect,  as  a  wise 
patriot,  and  a  fearless  soldier  ;  and  in 
the  more  frivolous  scenes  of  courtly 
life,  the  same  mind  raisi  d  one  no 
longer  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  with  no 
striking  advantages  of  person,  anil 
studiously  disdainful  of  all  the  fop- 
peries of  the  time,  to  an  equality  with 
the  youngest,  the  fairest,  the  gaudiest 
courtier,  in  that  rivalship,  which  has 
pleasure  for  its  object  and  love  for  its 
reward.  .Many  a  heart  beat  quicker 
as  the  graceful  courtier,  with  that 
careless  wit  which  veiled  his  profound 
niournfulness  of  character,  -mt  with 
that  delicate  flattery  which  his  very 
contempt  for  human  nature  had 
taught  him,  moved  from  dame  to 
donzell ;  —  till  at  length,  in  the  sight 
and  hearing  of  the  Lady  Bonville,  as 
she  sate,  seemingly  heedless  of  his 
revenge,  amidst  a  group  of  matrons 
elder  than  herself,  a  murmur  of  ad- 
miration made  him  turn  quickly,  and 
his  eye  following  the  gaze  of  the  by- 
standers, rested  upon  the  sweet,  ani- 
mated  face  ofSibyll,  flushed  into  rich 
bloom  at  the  notice  it  excited.  Then 
as  he  approached  the  maiden,  hi* 
quick  glance  darting  to  the  woman  he 
had  first  loved,  told  him  that  he  had 
.it  laal  discovered  the  secret  how  to 
wound.  An  involuntary  compression 
of  Catherine's  proud  !'ps,  a  hasty  rise 
and  fall  of  the  stately  neck,  a  restless, 
hable  flutter,  as  it  were,  of  'lie- 
whole  frame,  told  the  experienced 
woman-reader  of  the  signs  of  j 
and  fear.     And  he  passed  at  once  to 

the  young  maiden's  side.     .Mas'    what 

wonder  thai  Sibj  II  that  nighl  sui  n  n 
den  d     her    bearl     to    the    happiest 

dream-;  and    finding   herself  on   (he 
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loors  of  a  court — intoxicated  by  its 
perfumed  air, —  hearing  ou  all  sides 
the  murmured  eulogies  which  ap- 
proved and  justified  the  seeming  pre- 
ference of  the  powerful  noble, — what 
wonder  that  she  thought  the  humble 
maiden,  with  her  dower  of  radiant 
youth  and  exquisite  beauty,  and  the 
fresh  and  countless  treasures  of  virgin 
love,  migh'  be  no  unworthy  mate  of 
the  "  new  lord." 

It  was  morning*  before  the  revel 
ended  ;  and,  when  dismissed  by  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  Sibyll  was  left  to 


herself,  not  even  amidst  her  happy 
visions  did  the  daughter  forget  her 
office.  She  stole  into  her  father's 
chamber.  He,  too,  was  astir  and  up 
— at  work  at  the  untiring  furnace, 
the  damps  on  his  brow,  but  all  hope's 
vigour  at  his  heart.  So  while  Pleasure 
feasts,  and  Youth  revels,  and  Love 
deludes  itself,  and  Ambition  chases 
its  shadows — (chased  itself  by  Death) 
— so  works  the  world-changing  and 
world-despised  Science,  the  life  within 
life,  for  all  living — and  to  all  dead  ! 


CHAPTER  VIT. 


THE    RENOWNED    COMBAT    BETWEEN    SIR    ANTHONY    WOODVILLE    AND    THB 
BASTARD    OF    BURGUNDY. 


AndOjow  the  day  came  for  the 
memorable  joust  between  the  queen's 
brother  and  the  Count  de  la  Roche. 
By  a  chapter  solemnly  convoked  at 
St.  Paul's,  the  preliminaries  were  set- 
tled ; — upon  the  very  timber  used 
in  decking  the  lists,  King  Edward 
expended  half  the  yearly  revenue 
derived  from  all  the  forests  of  his 
duchy  of  York.  In  the  wide  space 
of  Smithfield,  destined  at  a  later  day 
to  blaze  with  the  fires  of  intolerant 
bigotry,  crowded  London's  holiday 
population ;  and  yet,  though  all  the 
form  and  parade  of  chivalry  were  there 
— though,  in  the  open  balconies,  never 
presided  a  braver  king  or  a  comelier 
queen — though  never  a  more  accom- 
plished chevalier  (ban  Sir  Anthony 
Lord  of  Scales,  nor  a  more  redoubted 
knight  than  the  brother  of  Charles 
the  Bold,  met  lance  to  lance, — it  was 
obvious  to  the  elder  and  more  obser- 


*  The  hours  of  cur  ancestors,  on  great 
occasions,  were  not  always  more  seasonable 
than  our  own.  Froissart  speaks  of  Court 
Balls  in  the  reign  of  Richard  II.,  kept  up 
till  day. 


vant  spectators,  that  the  true  spirit  of 
the  lists  was  already  fast  wearing  out 
from  the  influences  of  the  age ;  that, 
the  gentleman  was  succeeding  to  the 
knight,  that  a  more  silken,  and  schem- 
ing race  had  become  the  heirs  of  the 
iron  men,  who,  under  Edward  III., 
had  realised  the  fabled  Paladins  of 
Charlemagne  and  Arthur.  But  the 
actors  were  less  changed  than  the 
spectators, — the  Well-born  than  the 
People.  Instead  of  that  hearty  sym- 
pathy in  the  contest,  that  awful  respect 
for  the  champions,  that  eager  anxiety 
for  the  honour  of  the  national  lance, 
which,  a  century  or  more  ago,  would 
have  moved  the  throng  as  one  breast, 
the  comments  of  the  by-standers 
evinced  rather  the  cynicism  of  ridi- 
cule, the  feeling  that  the  contest 
was  unreal,  and  that  chivalry  was 
out  of  place  in  the  practical  temper 
of  the  times.  On  the  great  chess- 
board, the  pawns  were  now  so  mar- 
shalled, that  the  knights'  moves  were 
no  longer  able  to  scour  the  board 
and  hold  in  check  both  castle  and 
kins:. 
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"Gramerey  '"  said  Master  Stokton, 
who  sate  in  high  state  as  Sheriff,* 
"  this  is  a  sad  waste  of  moneys  ;  ami 
where,  after  all,  is  the  glory  in  two  tall 
fellows,  walled  a  yard  thick  in  armour, 
poking  at  each  other  with  poles  of 
painted  wood  ] " 

"  Give  me  a  good  bull-bait !"  said 
a  sturdy  butcher,  in  the  crowd  below 
— "that's  more  English,  I  take  it, 
than  these  fooleries." 

Amongst  the  ring,  the  bold  'pren- 
tices of  London,  up  and  away  betimes, 
had  pushed  their  path  into  a  foremost 
place,  much  to  the  discontent  of  the 
gentry,  and  with  their  fl  it  caps,  long 
hair,  thick  bludgeons,  loud  excla- 
mations, and  turbulent  demeanour, 
greatly  scandalised  the  formal  heralds. 
That,  too,  was  a  sign  of  the  times. 
Nor  less  did  it  show  the  growth  of 
commerce,  that,  on  seats  very  little 
below  the  regal  balconies,  and  far 
more  conspicuous  than  the  places  of 
earls  and  barons,  sate  in  state  the 
mayor  (that  mayor  a  grocerf)  and 
aldermen  of  the  city. 

A  murmur,  rising  gradually  into  a 
general  shout,  evinced  the  admira- 
tion into  which  the  spectators  were 
surprised,  when  Anthony  W'oodville 
Lord  Scales  —  his  head  bare  —  ap- 
peared at  the  entrance  of  the  lists — 
so  bold  and  so  fair  was  his  counte- 
nance, so  radiant  his  armour,  and  so 
richly  caparisoned  his  grey  steed,  in 
the  gorgeous  housings  that  almost 
swept  the  ground:  and  around  him 
grouped  su"1;  an  attendance  of  knights 
and  peers  as  seldom  graced  the  train 
of  any  subject,  with  the  Duke  of 
Clarence  at  his  right  hand,  bearing 
-met. 
But  Anthony's  pages,  supporting 
his  banner,  shared  at  leasl  th 
lar  admiration  with  their  gallant  lord  : 
they  were,  according  to  tin-  old  CUS- 
tom,  which  probably  fell  into  disuse 

•  Kab\Hn. 
t  Sir  .ini. n  "i       e— I'll.  nn. 
No.  91. 


under  the  Tudors,  disguised  in  imita- 
tion of  the  heraldic  boasts  that  typified 
his  armorial  cognizance:*  and  hor- 
rible and  laidley  looked  they  in  the 
guise  of  griffins,  with  artful  scales  of 
thin  steel  painted  green,  red  forked 
tongues,  and  griping  the  banner  in 
one  huge  claw,  while,  much  to  the 
marvel  of  the  bystanders,  they  con- 
trived to  walk  very  stateiily  on  the 
other.  "  Oh,  the  brave  monsters  1" 
exclaimed  the  butcher,  "  Cogs  bones, 
this  beats  all  the  rest  1" 

But  when  the  trumpets  of  the 
heralds  had  ceased,  when  the  words 
"  Laissez  cdler  ! "  were  pronounced, 
when  the  lances  were  set  and  the 
charge  began,  this  momentary  ad- 
miration was  converted  into  a  cry  of 
derision,  by  the  sudden  restiveness  of 
the  Burgundian's  horse.  This  animal, 
of  the  pure  race  of  Flanders,  of  a  bulk 
approaching  to  clumsiness,  of  a  rich 
bay,  where,  indeed,  amidst  the  Karding 
and  the  housings,  its  colour  could  be 
discerned,  had  borne  the  valiant  Bas- 
tard through  many  a  sanguine  field, 
and  in  the  last  had  received  a  wound 
which  had  greatly  impaired  its  sight. 
And  now,  whether  scared  by  the 
shouting,  or  terrified  by  its  obscure 
vision,  and  the  recollection  of  its 
wound  when  last  bestrode  by  its  lord, 
it  halted  midway,  reared  on  end.  and, 
fairly  turning  round,  despite  spur  and 
bit.  carried  back  the  Bastard,  swearing 
■aths,  that  grumbled  hoarsely 
through  his  vizor,  to  th"  very  place 
wlience  he  had  started. 

The  uncourteous  mob  ve'bd  and 
shouted  and  laughed,  and  wholly  dis- 
regarding the  lifted  wand;,  and  drown- 
ing the  solemn  rebukes,  of  the  heralds, 
they  heaped  upon  the  furiou*  Burgun- 
dian  ail  the  expressions  of  ridicule  in 
which  the  wit  of  Cockaigne  is  so  im- 
memorially  rich.  But  the  courteous 
Anthony  of  England,  seeing  the 
strange  and  involuntary  Sight  of  his 


*  I!      « the  origin  of  8upporttr* 
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redoubted  foe,  incontinently  reined-in, 
lowered  his  lance,  and  made  his  horse, 
vrimout  turning  round,  back  to  the 
end  of  the  lists  in  a  series  of  graceful 
gambadas  and  caracols.  Again  the 
signal  was  given,  and  this  time  the 
gallant  bay  did  not  fail  his  rider  ; — 
ashamed,  doubtless,  of  its  late  misde- 
meanour, —  arching  its  head  till  it 
almost  touched  the  breast,  laying  its 
ears  level  on  the  neck,  and  with  a 
Bnort  of  anger  and  disdain,  the  steed 
of  Flanders  rushed  to  the  encounter. 
The  Basard's  lance  shivered  fairly 
against  the  small  shield  of  the  English- 
man, but  the  Woodville's  weapon,  more 
deftly  aimed,  struck  full  on  the  count's 
bassinet,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
pike  projecting  from  t  he  urey  charger's 
chaffron  pierced  the  nostrils  of  the  un- 
vnopy  bay,  whom  rage  and  shame  had 
funded  more  than  ever.  The  noble 
animal,  .•stung  by  the  unexpected  pain, 
and  bitted  sharply  by  the  rider,  whose 
seat  was  sorely  shaken  -by  the  stroke 
on  his  helmet,  reared  again,  stood  an 
instant  perfectly  erect,  and  then  fell 
backwards,  rolling  over  and  over  the 
illustrious  Imrden  it  had  borne.  Then 
the  debonnair  Sir  Anthony  of  England, 
casting  down  his  lance.drew  his  sword, 
and  dexterously  caused  his  destrier  to 
curvet  in  a  close  circle  round  the  failcn 
Bastard,  courteously  shaking  at  him 
the  brandished  weapon,  but  without 
attempt  to  strike. 

"  Ho.  marshal !"  cried  King  Edward, 
"  assist  to  his  legs  the  brave  count." 

The  marshal  hastened  to  obey. 
"  Ventrtbh-v. ! "  quoth  the  Bastard, 
when  extricated  from  the  weight  of 
bis  steed,  "  I  cannot  hold  by  the 
clouds,  but  though  my  lorse  failed 
me,  surely  I  will  not  fail  my  con, pi- 
nions" and  as  he  spoke,  he  placed 
himself  in  so  gallant  and  superb  a 
posture,  that  he  silenced  the  inhospi- 
table yell  which  had  rejoiced  in  the 
foreigner's  discomfiture.  Then,  ob- 
serving that  the  gentle  Anthon\  had 
dismounted,  and    was   leaning  grace 


fully  against  his  destiier,  the  Burguu 
dian  called  forth — 

"  Sir  Knight,  thou  hast  conquered 
the  steed,  not  the  rider.  We  are  now 
foot  to  foot.  The  pole-axe,  or  tha 
sword  -  which  ]     Speak  !  " 

"  I  pray  thee,  noble  sieur,"  quoth 
the  Woodville,  mildly,  "to  let  the 
strife  close  for  this  day,  and  when  rest 
hath " 

"  Talk  of  rest  to  striplings — I  dt, 
mand  my  rights  !  " 

"  Heaven  forefend,"  said  Anthony 
Woodville,  lifting  his  hand  on  high, 
"  that  I,  favoured  so  highly  by  the  fair 
dames  of  England,  should  demand  re- 
pose on  their  behalf.  But  bear  wit- 
ness— "  he  said,  (with  the  generosity  of 
the  last  true  chevalier  of  his  age,  and 
lifting  his  vizor, so  as  to  be  heard  by  the 
king,  and  even  through  the  foremost 
ranks  of  the  crowd) — "  bear  witness, 
that  in  this  encounter,  my  cause  hath 
befriended  me,  not  mine  arm.  The 
Count  de  la  Roche  speaketh  truly ; 
and  his  steed  alone  be  blamed  for  his 
mischance." 

"  It  is  but  a  blind  beast !  "  muttered 
the  Burgundian. 

"  And,"  added  Anthony,  bowing 
towards  the  tiers  rich  with  the  beauty 
of  the  court — "and  the  count  himself 
assureth  me  that  the  blaze  of  yonder 
eyes  blinded  his  goodly  steed."  Hav- 
ing delivered  himself  of  this  gallant 
conceit,  so  much  in  accordance  with 
the  taste  of  the  day,  the  Englishman, 
approaching  the  kind's  balcony. craved 
permission  to  finish  the  encounter 
with  the  axe  or  brand. 

"  The  former,  rather,  please  you,  my 
liege ;  for  the  warriors  of  Burgundy 
have  ever  been  deemed  unconquered 
in  that  martial  weapon." 

Edward,  whose  brave  blood  was  up 
"and  warm  at  the  clash  of  steel,  bowed 
Ins  gracious  assent,  and  two  pole-axes 
were  brought  into  the  ring. 

The  crowd  now  evinced  a  more 
earnest  and  respectful  attention  than 
thev  had  hitherto  shown,  for  the  pole- 
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axe,  in  such  stalwart  hands,  was  no 
child's  toy.  "  Hum,"  quoth  Master 
Stokton,  "  there  may  he  some  merri- 
ment now — not  like  those  silly  poles  ! 
Your  axe  lops  off  a  limb  mighty 
cleanly." 

The  knights  themselves  seemed 
iware  of  the  greater  gravity  of  the 
present  encounter.  Each  looked  well 
to  the  bracing  of  his  vizor; — and 
poising  their  weapons  with  method 
and  care,  they  stood  apart  some  mo- 
ments, eyeing  each  other  steadfastly, 
—  as  adroit  fencers  with  the  small 
sword  do  in  our  schools  at  this  day. 

At  length,  the  Burgundian,  (kwting 
forward,  launched  a  mighty  stroke  at 
the  Lord  Scales,  which,  though  rapidly 
parried,  broke  down  the  guard,  and 
descended  with  such  weight  on  the 
shoulder,  that  but  for  the  thrice 
proven  steel  of  Milan,  the  benevolent 
3Xpectation  of  Master  Stokton  had 
been  happily  fulfilled.  Even  as  it 
was,  the  Lord  Scales- uttered  a  slight 
cry — which  might  be  either  of  anger 
or  of  pain— in d  lifting  his  axe  with 
both  hands,- levelled  a  blow  on  the 
Burgundian's  helmet  that  well  nigh 
brought  him  to  bis  knee.  And  now, 
for  the  space  of  some  ten  minutes,  the 
crowd,  with  charmed  suspense,  beheld 
the  almost  breathless  rapidity  with 
which  stroke  on  stroke  was  given  and 
parried  ;  the  axe  shifted  to  and  fro  — 
wielded  now  with  both  hands — now 
the  left,  now  the  right  and  the  com- 
bat reeling,  as  it  were,  to  and  fro,  so 
thai  one  moment  it  raged  it  one  ex- 
treme of  the  lists  the  nexl  at  the 
other:  and  so  well  inured,  from  their 
very  infancy,  tot  lie  weight  of  mail  were 
these  redoubted  champions,  that  the 
very  wrestlers  on  the  villagi 
nay,  the  naked  gladiators  of  old,  might 
envied  their  lithe  agility  and 
nipple  quickness. 

At  la-t,  by  a  most  dexl 
Anthony  Woodvflle  forced  thi 
of  hi- axe  into  the   vizor  of  the   Bui 
gundian,  ami  there  so   firmly  did  it 


stick,  that  he  was  enabled  to  pull  his 
antagonist  to  and  fro  at  his  will,  while 
the  Bastard,  rendered  as  blind  as  his 
horse  by  the  stoppage  of  the  eye  hole, 
dealt  his  own  blows  about  at  random, 
and  was  placed  completely  at  the 
mercy  of  the  Englishman.  And  gra- 
cious as  the  gentle  Sir  Anthony  was, 
he  was  si  ill  so  smarting  under  man' 
a  bruise  felt  through  his  dinted  mai' 
that  small  mercy,  perchance,  would 
the  Bastard  have  found,  for  the  gripe 
of  the  Wood v die's  left  hand  was  on  his 
foe's  throat,  and  the  right  seemed 
about  to  force  the  point  deliberately 
forward  into  the  brain,  when  Edward, 
roused  from  his  delight  at  that  pleas- 
ing spectacle  by  a  loud  shriek  from 
his  sister  Margaret,  echoed  by  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  who  was  by  no 
means  anxious  that  her  son's  axe 
should  be  laid  at  the  root  of  all  her 
schemes,  rose,  and  crying,  "  Hold  !  " 
with  that  loud  voice  which  had  so 
often  thrilled  a  mightier  field,  cast 
down  his  warderer. 

Instantly  the  lists  opened — the  mar- 
shals advanced  —  severed  the  cham- 
pions —  and  unbraced  the  count's 
helmet.  But  the  Bastard's  martial 
spirit,  exceedingly  dissatisfied  at  the 
unfriendly  interruption,  rewarded  the 
attention  of  the  marshals  by  an  oath, 
wortln  his  relationship  to  Charles  the 
Bold  ;  and  hurrying  straight  to  the 
king,  his  face  flushed  with  wrath,  and 
-  sparkling  with  fire — 

"  Noble  sire  and  king,"  he  cried, 
"  do  me  not  this  wrong!  I  am  .iot 
overthrown,  nor  scathed,  nor  subdued 
—  I  yield  not.  By  every  knightlj  law, 
till  one  champion  yields,  he  can  call 
upon  the  other  to  lay  on  and  do  his 
worst." 

Edward  paused. much  perplexedand 
Surprised  at  finding  his  intercession  so 
displeasing.  II.-  glanced  first  at  the 
Lord  Rivers,  who  sate  a  little  below 
him,  and  »  hose  cheek  grew  pale  at  I  he 

prospect  of  bis  son'-  renewed  encoun- 
ter with  "lie  >o  determined—  then  a' 


I  fit 


THE  LAST  OE  THE  BARONS. 


the  immovable  aspect  of  the  gentle 
and  apathetic  Elizabeth — then  at  the 
agitated  countenance  of  the  duchess — 
then  at  the  imploring  eyes  of  Marga- 
ret, who,  with  an  effort,  preserved 
herself  from  swooning;  and,  finally, 
beckoning  to  him  the  Duke  of  Cla- 
rence, as  high  constable,  and  the  Duke 
of  Norfolk,  as  earl  marshal,  he  said, 
"  Tarry  a  moment,  Sir  Count,  till  we 

like  counsel  in  this  grave  affair." 
The  count  bowed  sullenly — the  spec- 
tators maintained  an  anxious  silence 
■ — the  curtain  before  the  king's  gallery 

■as  closed  while  the  council  conferred. 
At  the  end  of  some  three  minutes, 
however,  the  drapery  was  drawn  aside 
by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  ;  and  Edward, 
fixing  his  bright  b'ue  eye  upon  the  fiery 
Burgundian,  said,  gravely,  "  Count  de 
la  Roche,  your  demand  is  just.  Ac- 
cording to  the  laws  of  the  list,  von 
may  fairly  claim  that  the  encounter 
go  on." 

"  Oh  !  knightly  prince,  well  said. 
My  thanks!  We  lose  time — squires, 
my  bassinet ! " 

"  Yea,"  renewed  Edward,  "  bring 
hither  the  count's  bassinet.  By  the 
laws,  the  combat  may  go  on  at  thine 
asking — I  retract  my  warderer.  But, 
Count  de  la  Roche,  by  those  laws  you 
appeal  to,  the  said  combat  must  go  on 
precisely  at  the  point  at  which  it  was 
broken  off.  Wherefore  brace  on  thy 
bassinet,  Count  de  la  Roche  —  and 
thou,  Anthony  Lord  Scales,  fix  the 
pike  of  thine  axe,  which  I  now  per- 
ceive wa§  inserted  exactly  where  the  | 
right  eye  giveth  easy  access  to  the 
brain,  precisely  in  the  same  place.  So 
renew  the  contest,  and  the  Lord  have 
mercy  on  thy  soul,  Count  de  la  Roche!" 
At  this  startling  sentence,  wholly 
unexpected,  and  yet  wholly  according 


to  those  laws  of  which  Edward  was  so 
learned  a  judge,  the  Bastard's  visage 
fell.  With  open  mouth  and  astounded 
eyes,  he  stood  gazing  at  the  king,  who, 
majestically  reseating  himself,  mo- 
tioned to  the  heralds. 

"  Is  that  the  law,  sire  ? "  at  length 
faltered  forth  the  Bastard. 

"Can  you  dispute  it?  Can  any 
knight  or  gentleman  gainsay  it?" 

"  Then,"  quoth  the  Bastard,  gruffly, 
and  throwing  his  axe  to  the  ground, 
"by  all  the  saints  in  the  calendar! 
I  have  had  enough.  I  came  hither 
to  dare  all  that  beseems  a  chevalier, 
but  to  stand  still  while  Sir  Anthony 
Woodville  deliberately  pokes  out  my 
right  eye,  were  a  feat  to  show  that 
very  few  brains  would  follow.  And 
so,  my  Lord  Scales,  I  give  thee  my 
right  hand,  and  wish  thee  joy  of  thy 
triumph,  and  the  golden  collar."* 

"  No  triumph,"  replied  the  Wood- 
ville, modestly,  "for  thou  art  only, 
as  brave  knights  should  be,  subdued 
by  the  charms  of  the  ladies,  which  no 
breast,  however  valiant,  can  with  im- 
punity dispute." 

So  saying,  the  Lord  Scales  led  the 
count  to  a  seat  of  honour  near  the 
Lord  Rivers.  And  the  actor  was  con- 
tented, perforce,  to  become  a  spec- 
tator of  the  ensuing  contests.  These 
were  carried  on  till  late  at  noon  be- 
tween the  Burgundians  and  the  Eng- 
lish, the  last  maintaining  the  supe- 
riority of  their  principal  champion  ; 
and  among  those  in  the  mel6e,  to 
which  squires  were  admitted,  not  tlit 
least  distinguished  and  conspicuous 
was  our  youthful  friend,  Master  Mar 
maduke  Nevile. 


*  The  prize  was  a  collar  nf  gold,  enamelled 
with  the  flower  of  the  wuvi  nance. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


BOW  THK  BASTARD  OF  BURGUNDY  PROSPERED  MORE  IN  HIS  POLIOT  THAN  WITH 
THE  POLE-AXE — AND  HOW  KING  EDWARD  HOLDS  HIS  SUMMER  CHASE  IN 
THE    FAIR    GROVES    OF   SUENE. 


It  was  some  days  after  the  cele- 
brated encounter  between  the  Bastard 
and  Lord  Scales  ;  and  the  court  had 
removed  to  the  Palace  of  Shene.  The 
Count  de  la  Roche's  favour  with  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford  and  the  young 
princess  had  not  rested  upon  his  re- 
putation for  skill  with  the  pole-axe, 
and  it  had  now  increased  to  a  height 
that  might  well  recompense  the  diplo- 
matist for  his  discomfiture  in  the 
lists. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  arts  of  War- 
wick's enemies  had  been  attended 
with  signal  success.  The  final  pre- 
parations for  the  alliance,  now  virtu- 
ally concluded,  with  Louis's  brother, 
still  detained  the  earl  at  l.ouen,  and 
fresh  accounts  of  the  French  king's 
intimacy  with  the  ambassador  were 
carefully  forwarded  to  Rivers,  and 
transmitted  to  Edward.  Now,  we 
have  Edward's  own  authority  for 
stating  that  hi-  firsl  grudge  against 
Warwick  originated  in  this  displeas- 
ing intimacy,  bul  the  English  king 
0  clear-sighted  to  interpret 
such  courtesies  into  the  gloss  given 
Ihem  by  Rivers.  He  did  not  fur  a 
moment  conceive  that  Lord  Warwick 
was  led  into  any  absolute  connexion 
with  Louis  which  could  link  him  to 
the  Lancastrians,  for  this  was  against 
common  sense  ;  but  Edward,  with  all 
his  good-humour,  was  implacable  and 
vindictive,  and  he  could  not  endure 
the  thought  that  Warwick  Bhould 
gain  the  friendship  of  tin-  man  he 
deemed  his  foe.  Putting  aside  his 
"f  hatred  to  Louis,  in  the  en- 


couragement which  that  king  had 
formerly  given  to  the  Lancastrian 
exiles,  Edward's  pride  as  sovereign 
felt  acutely  the  slighting  disdain  with 
which  the  French  king  had  hitherto 
treated  his  royalty  and  his  birth.  The 
customary  nickname  with  which  he 
was  maligned  in  Paris  was  "the  Son 
of  the  Archer."  a  taunt  upon  the  fair 
fame  of  his  mother,  whom  scandal 
accused  of  no  rigid  fidelity  to  the 
Duke  of  York.  Besides  this,  Edward 
felt  somewhat  of  the  jealousy  natural 
to  a  king,  himself  so  spirited  and 
able,  of  the  reputation  for  profound 
policy  and  statecraft,  which  Louis 
XI.  was  rapidly  widening  and  increas- 
ing throughout  the  courts  of  Europe. 
And,  what  with  the  resentment,  and 
what  with  the  jealousy,  there  had 
sprung  up  in  his  warlike  heart  a 
sef ret  desire  to  advance  the  claims  of 
England  to  the  throne  of  France,  and 
retrieve  the  conquests  won  by  the 
Fifth  Henry,  to  be  lost  under  the 
Sixth.  Possessing  these  feelings  and 
these  views,  Edward  necessarily  saw, 
in  the  alliance  with  Burgundy,  all 
that  could  gratify  hot)  his  hate  and 
his  ambition.  The  Count  of  Charo- 
lois  had  sworn  to  Louis  the  most 
deadly  enmity,  and  would  have  every 
whether  of  vengeance  or  of 
interest,  to  associate  himself  heart  in 
hand  with  the  arms  of  England  in 
any  invasion  of  France  ;  and  to  these 
warlike  objects  Edward  added,  as  we 
have  so  often  had  cause  to  remark, 
the  more  peaceful  aims  and  inte- 
rests of  commerce.      And,    therefore, 
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although  he  could  not  so  far  emanci- 
pate himself  from  that  influence,  which 
both  awe  and  gratitude  invested  in 
the  Karl  of  Warwick,  as  to  resist  his 
great  minister's  embassy  to  Louis ; 
and  though,  despite  all  these  reasons 
in  favour  of  connexion  with  Bur- 
gundy, he  could  not  but  reluctantly 
allow  that  Warwick  urged  those  of  a 
still  larger  and  wiser  policy,  when 
showing  that  the  infant  dynasty  of 
York  could  only  be  made  secure  In- 
effectually depriving  Margaret  of  the 
sole  ally  that  could  ventuie  to  assist 
her  cause,  yet  no  sooner  had  Warwick 
fairly  departed,  than  he  inly  chafed 
at  the  concession  he  had  made,  and 
his  mind  was  open  to  all  the  impres- 
sions which  the  earl's  enemies  sought 
to  stamp  upon  it.  As  the  wisdom  of 
every  man,  however  aide,  can  but 
run  through  those  channels  which 
are  formed  by  the  soil  of  the  charac- 
ter, so  Edward,  with  all  his  talents, 
never  possessed  the  prudence  which 
fear  of  consequences  inspires.  He 
was  so  eminently  fearless — so  scornful 
of  danger — that  he  absolutely  forgot 
the  arguments  on  which  the  affec- 
tionate zeal  of  Warwick  had  based 
the  alliance  with  Louis — arguments 
as  to  the  unceasing  peril,  whether  to 
his  person  or  his  throne,  so  long  as 
the  unprincipled  and  plotting  genius 
of  the  French  king  had  an  interest 
against  both — and  thus  he  became 
only  alive  to  the  representations  of  his 
passions,  his  pride,  and  his  mercantile 
interests.  The  Duchess  of  Bedford, 
the  queen,  and  all  the  family  of  Wood- 
ville,  who  had  but  one  object  at 
heart— the  downfall  of  Warwick  and 
his  house — knew  enough  of  the  earl's 
haughty  nature  to  be  aware  that  he 
would  throw  up  the  reigns  of  govern- 
ment the  moment  he  knew  that  Ed 
ward  had  discredited  and  dishonoured 
his  embassy  :  and.  despite  the  suspi- 
cions they  sought  to  instil  into  their 
kind's  mind  they  calculated  upon  the 
earl's  love  and    near  relationship    to 


Edward — upon  his  utter,  and  seem- 
ingly irreconcilable  breach  with  the 
house  of  Lancaster— to  render  his 
wrath  impotent — -and  to  leave  him 
only  the  fallen  minister,  not  the 
mighty  rebel. 

Edward  had  been  thus  easily  in 
dnced  to  permit  the  visit  of  '.he 
Count  de  la  Roche,  although  he  had 
by  no  means  then  resolved  unon  the 
course  he  should  pursue.  At  all 
events,  even  if  the  alliance  with  Louis 
was  to  take  place,  the  friendship  of 
Burgundy  was  worth  much  to  main- 
tain. But  De  la  Roche,  soon  made 
aware,  by  the  Duchess  of  Bedford, 
of  the  ground  on  which  he  stood,  and 
instructed  by  his  brother  to  spare 
no  pains  and  to  scruple  no  promise 
that  might  serve  to  alienate  Edward 
from  Louis,  and  win  the  hand  and 
dower  of  Margaret,  found  it  a  more 
facile  matter  than  his  most  sanguine 
hopes  had  deemed,  to  work  upon  the 
passions  and  the  motives  which  in- 
clined the  king  to  the  pretensions  of 
the  heir  of  Burgundy.  A  nd  what  more 
than  all  else  favoured  the  envoy's 
mission  was  the  very  circumstance 
that  should  most  have  defeated  it— 
viz.,  the  recollection  of  the  Earl  of 
Warwick.  For  in  the  absence  of  that 
powerful  baron,  and  master-minister, 
the  king  had  seemed  to  breathe  more 
freely.  In  his  absence,  he  forgot  his 
power.  The  machine  of  government, 
to  his  own  surprise,  seemed  to  go  on 
as  well,  the  Commons  were  as  sub 
missive,  the  mobs  as  noisy  in  thei 
shouts,  as  if  the  earl  was  by.  There* 
was  no  longer  any  one  to  share  with 
Edward  the  joys  of  popularity,  the 
sweets  of  power.  Though  Edward 
was  not  Diogenes,  he  loved  the  popu- 
lar sunshine,  and  no  Alexander  now 
stood  between  him  and  its  beams. 
Deceived  by  the  representations  of 
his  courtiers,  hearing  nothing  but 
abuse  of  Warwick,  and  sneers  at  his 
greatness,  lie  began  to  think  the 
hour  had  come  when  he  might  reign 
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alone,  and  he  entered,  though  tacitly, 
and  not  acknowledging  it  even  to 
himself,  iiii"  the  very  object  of  the 
womankind  about  him — viz.,  the  dis- 
missal of  his  minister. 

The  natural  carelessness  and  luxu- 
rious indolence  of  Edward's  temper 
did  not.  however,  permit  him  to  set  all 
the  ingratitude  of  the  course  he  was 
about  to  adopt.  The  egotism  a  king- 
too  often  acquires,  and  no  king  so 
easily  a<  one,  like  Edward  IV.,  not 
born  to  a  throne,  made  him  consider 
that  he  alone  was  entitled  to  the  pre- 
rogatives  of  pride.  As  sovereign  and 
as  brother,  might  he  not  give  the 
hand  of  Margaret  as  he  listed  !  If 
Warwick  was  offended,  pest  on  his 
disloyalty  and  presumption  !  And  so 
saying  to  himself,  he  dismissed  the 
wry  thought  of  the  absent  earl,  and 
glided  unconsciously  down  the  current 
of  the  hour.  And  yet,  notwithstand- 
ing all  these  prepossessions  and  dispo- 
Edward  might  no  doubt  have 

d,at  least,  the  meditated  breach 
with  his  great  minister  until  the 
return  of  the  latter,  and  then  have 
acted  with  the  delicacy  and  precaution 
thai  became  a  king  bound  by  ties  of 
gratitude  and  blood  to  the  statesman 
he  desired  to  discard,  bul  for  a  habit, 
—which,   while   history   mentions,  it 

to  forget,  in  the  consequences 
it  ever  engenders  the  habit  of  intem- 
perance. (Inquest  onably,  to  that 
habit  many  of  the  imprudences  and 

levities  of  a  king  pi d  of  80  much 

ability,  are  to  be  ascribed  ;  and  ov<  r 

Ins  cups  with   the  wary  and  watchful 

De  la  Roche,  Edward   had   contrived 

himself  far  more  than  in 

his  cooler   moments   he   would   have 

■  d  bo  do. 

Having  thus  admitted  our  readers 

into  thi '-••  recesses  i  .  inscru 

the   heart   of  kings     we  sum 

moii  i  hem  t  p  culiar  to  the 

pastimes  of  the  magnificent  Edward. 

.\  in i<i- 1  the  shades  of  the  vast  park  or 

<:ba.-e  which  then  appertained   lo   the 


Palace  of  Shene,  the  noonday  sun 
shone  upon  such  a  spot  as  Armida 
might  have  dressed  for  the  subdued 
Rinaldo.  A  space  had  been  cleared  oF 
trees  and  underwood,  and  made  level 
as  a  bowling  green.  Around  this 
space  the  huge  oak  and  the  broad 
beech  were  hung  with  trellis -work, 
wreathed  with  jasmine,  honeysuckle, 
and  the  white  rose,  trained  in  arches. 
Ever  and  anon  through  these  arches 
extended  long  alleys,  or  vistas,  gra- 
dually lost  in  the  cool  depth  of 
foliage  ;  amidst  these  alleys  and 
around  this  space,  numberless  arbours, 
quaint  with  all  the  flowers  then 
known  in  England,  were  constructed. 
In  the  centre  of  the  sward  was  a  small 
artificial  lake,  long  since  dried  up,  anil 
adorned  then  with  a  profusion  ?f 
fountains,  that  seemed  to  scatter  cool- 
ness around  the  glowing  air.  Pitched 
in  various  and  appropriate  sites,  were 
tents  of  silk  and  the  white  cloth  of 
Rennes,  each  tent  so  placed  as  to  com- 
mand one  of  the  alleys;  and  at  the 
opening  of  each  stood  cavalier  or 
dame,  with  tl  e  bow  or  cross-bow,  as  it 
pleased  the  fancy  or  suited  best  the 
skill,  looking  for  the  quarry,  which 
horn  and  hound  drove  fast  and  fre- 
quent across  the  alleys.  Such  was 
the  luxurious  "summer-chase"  of  the 
Sardanapaus  of  the  North.  Nor  could 
any  spectacle  more  thoroughly  repre- 
sent that  poetical  yet  effeminate  taste, 
which,  borrowed  from  the  Italians, 
made  a  short  interval  between  the 
ehivalric  ami  the  modern  age  !  The 
exceeding  beauty  of  the  clay — the 
richness  of  the  foliage  in  the  first  suns 
of  bright  July — the  bay  of  the  dogs — 
tl:  j  sound  of  the  nieliow  horn— the 
fragrance  of  the  air,  heavy  with  noon- 
tide flowers — the  gay  tents — the  rich 
dresses  ami  fair  faces  and  merry 
laughter  of  dame  and  don/ell 
bined  to  take  captive  everj  sense, 
and  10  reconcile  ambition  itself,  that 
eternal  traveller  through  the  future, 
to  the  enjoyment  of  the   voluptuous 


,68 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BAKONS. 


hour.  But  there  were  illustrious  ex- 
ceptions to  the  contentment  of  the 
general  company. 

•  A  courier  had  arrived  that  morning 
to  apprise  Edward  of  the  unexpected 
debarkation  of  the  Earl  of  Warwick, 
with  the  Archbishop  of  Narbonne 
and  the  Bastard  of  Bourbon, — the 
ambassadors  commissioned  by  Louis 
to  settle  the  preliminaries  of  the 
marriage  between  Margaret  and  his 
brother. 

This  unwelcome  intelligence  reached 
Edward  at  the  very  moment  he  was 
sallying  from  his  palace  gates  to  his 
pleasant  pastime.  He  took  aside 
Lord  Hastings,  and  communicated 
the  news  to  his  able  favourite. — "  Put 
spurs  to  thy  horse,  Hastings,  and  hie 
thee  fast  to  Baynard's  Castle.  Bring 
back  Gloucester.  In  these  difficult 
matters,  that  boy's  head  is  better  than 
a  council." 

"  Your  highness,"  said  Hastings, 
tightening  his  girdle  with  ODe  hand, 
while  with  the  other  he  shortened  his 
stirrups,  "  shall  be  obeyed.  I  fore- 
saw, sire,  that  this  coming  would 
occasion  much  that  my  Lords  Rivers 
and  Worcester  have  overlooked.  I 
rejoice  that  you  summon  the  Prince 
Richard,  who  hath  wisely  forborne  all 
countenance  to  the  Burgundian  envoy. 
But  is  this  all,  sire  ?  Is  it  not  well  to 
assemble  also  your  trustiest  lords  and 
most  learned  prelates,  if  not  to  over- 
awe Lord  Warwick's  anger,  at  least  to 
confer  on  the  fitting  excuses  to  be 
made  to  King  Louis's  ambassadors  ?" 

' '  Aud  so  lose  the  fairest  day  this 
summer  hath  bestowed  upon  us  < 
Tush  ! — the  more  need  for  pleasaunce 
to-day,  since  business  must  coma 
to-morrow.  Away  with  you,  dear 
Will !" 

Hastings  looked  grave,  but  he  saw 
all  further  remonstrance  would  be  in 
vain,  and  hoping  much  from  the 
intercession  of  Gloucester,  put  spurs 
to  his  steed  and  vanished.  Edward 
mused  a  moment ;  and  Elizabeth,  who 


knew  every  expression  and  change  of 
his  countenance,  rode  from  the  circle 
of  her  ladies,  and  approached  him 
timidly.  Casting  down  her  eyes,  which 
she  always  affected  in  speaking  to  her 
lord,  the  queen  said,  softly, 

"  Something  hath  disturbed  my  liege 
and  my  life's  life." 

"  Marry,  yes,  sweet  Bessee.  Last 
night,  to  pleasure  thee  and  tiy  kin 
(and  sooth  to  say,  small  gratitude  ye 
owe  me,  foi  it  also  pleased  myself), 
I  promised  Margaret's  hand,  through 
De  la  Roche,  to  the  heir  of  Bur- 
gundy." 

"  0  princely  heart !  "  exclaimed 
Elizabeth,  her  whole  face  lighted  up 
with  triumph — "ever  seeking  to  make 
happy  those  it  cherishes.  But  is  it 
that  which  disturbs  thee — that  which 
thou  repeutest  ? " 

"  No,  sweetheart — no.  Yet  had  it 
not  been  for  the  strength  of  the  clary, 
I  should  have  kept  the  Bastard  longer 
in  suspense.  But  what  is  done  in 
done.  Let  not  thy  roses  wither  when 
thou  hearest  Warwick  is  in  England 
— nay,  nay,  child,  look  not  so  appalled 
— thine  Edward  is  no  infant,  whom 
ogre  and  goblin  scare  ;  and  " — glanc- 
ing his  eye  proudly  round  as  he  spoke, 
and  saw  the  goodly  cavalcade  of  his 
peers  and  knights,  with  his  body- 
guard— tall  and  chosen  veterans — ■ 
filling  up  the  palace-yard,  with  the 
show  of  casque  and  pike, — "and  \l 
the  struggle  is  to  come  between 
Edward  of  England  and  his  subject, 
never  an  hour  more  ripe  than  this ; — ■ 
my  throne  assured—  the  new  nobility 
I  have  raised,  around  it — London 
true,  marrow  and  heart,  true — the 
provinces  at  peace — the  ships  and  the 
steel  of  Burgundy  mine  allies  !  Let 
the  White  Bear  growl  as  he  list,  the 
•Lion  of  March  is  lord  of  the  forest. 
And  now,  my  Bessee,"  added  the  king, 
changing  his  haughty  tone  into  a  gay, 
careless  laugh,  "now  let  the  lion 
enjoy  his  chase." 

He  kissed  the  gloved  hand  of  hia 
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queen,  gallantly  bending  over  his 
saddle-bow,  and  the  next  moment  he 
was  by  the  side  of  a  younger,  if  not  a 
fairer  lad y,  to  whom  he  was  devoting 
the  momentary  worship  of  his  incon- 
stant heart.  Elizabeth's  eyes  shot  an 
angry  gleam  as  she  beheld  her  faith- 
less lord  thus  engaged  ;  but  so  accus- 
tomed to  conceal  and  control  the 
natural  jealousy,  that  it  never. be- 
trayed itself  to  the  court  or  to  her 
husband,  she  soon  composed  her 
countenance  to  its  ordinary  smooth 
and  artificial  smile,  and  rejoining  her 
mother,  she  revealed  what  had  passed. 
The  proud  and  masculine  spirit  of 
the  duchess  felt  only  joy  at  the  intel- 
ligence. In  the  anticipated  humilia- 
tion of  Warwick,  she  forgot  all  cause 
for  fear — not  so  her  husband  and  son, 
the  Lords  Rivera  and  Scales,  to  whom 
the  news  soon  travelled. 

"  Anthony,"  whispered  the  father, 
"  in  this  game  we  have  staked  our 
heads." 

"  But  our  right  hands  can  guard 
them  well,  sir,"  answered  Anthony  ; 
"and  so  God  and  the  ladies  for  our 
rights!" 

Yet  this  bold  reply  did  not  satisfy 
the  more  thoughtful  judgment  of  the 
Lord  Treasurer,  and  even  the  brave 
Anthony's  arrows  that  day  wandered 
wide  of  their  quarry. 

Amidst  this  gay  scene,  then,  there 
were  anxious  and  thoughtful  bosoms. 
Lord  Rivers  was  Bilentand  abstracted  ; 
hie  -on's  laiiL'h  was  hollow  and  con- 
strained ;  the  queen,  from  her  pavi- 
lion, cast,  ever  and  anon,  down  the 
green  alleys  more  restless  and  prying 
looks  than  the  hare  or  the  deer  could 
call  forth  ;  her  mother's  brow  was 
knit  and  flushed — and  keenly  were 
thorrt:  illustrious  persons  watched  by 
one  deeply  interested  in  the  coming 
events.  Affecting  to  discharge  the 
pleasant  duty  assigned  him  by  the 
kin-,  the  hold  Montagu  glided  from 
tent  to  tent,  inquiring  conrteot  Ij 
'nio  the  accommodation  of  each  group, 


lingering,  smiling,  complimenting, 
watching,  heeding,  studying,  those 
whom  he  addressed.  Foi  the  first 
time  since  the  Bastard's  visit,  he  had 
joined  in  the  diversions  in  its  honour, 
and  yet,  so  well  had  Montagu  played 
his  part  at  the  court,  that  he  J. id  not 
excite  amongst  the  queen's  relatives 
any  of  the  hostile  feelings  entertained 
towards  his  brother.  No  man,  except 
Hastings,  was  so  "  entirely  loved  "  by 
Edward  ;  and  Montagu,  worldly  as  he 
was,  and  indignant  against  the  king, 
as  he  could  not  fail  to  be,  so  far  repaid 
the  affection,  that  his  chief  fear  at 
that  moment  sincerely  was,  not  for 
Warwick,  but  for  Edward.  He  alone 
of  those  present  was  aware  of  the 
cause  of  Warwick's  hasty  return,  for 
he  had  privately  dispatched  to  him 
the  news  of  the  Bastard's  visit,  its  real 
object,  and  the  inevitable  success  of 
the  intrigues  afloat,  unless  the  earl 
could  return  at  once,  his  mission 
accomplished,  and  the  ambassadors 
of  France  in  his  train ;  and  even  be- 
fore the  courier  dispatched  to  the 
king  had  arrived  at  Shene,  a  private 
hand  had  conveyed  to  Montagu  the 
information  that  Warwick,  justly 
roused  and  alarmed,  had  left,  the  state 
procession  behind  at  Dover,  and  wai 
hurrying,  fast  as  relays  of  steeds  an< 
his  own  fiery  spirit  could  bear  him, 
to  the  presence  of  the  ungrateful 
king. 

Meanwhile  the  noon  had  now  de- 
clined, the  sport  relaxed,  and  the 
sound  of  the  trumpet  from  the  king'p 
pavilion  proclaimed  that  the  laz» 
pastime  was  to  give  place  to  th-1  luxu 
rious  banquet. 

At  this  moment,  Montagu  up 
proached  a  tent  remote  from  the 
royal  pavilions,  and,  as  his  noiselesit 
footstep  crushed  the  grass,  he  heard 
the  sound  of  voices,  in  which  there 
was  little:  in  unison  with  the  worldly 
thoughts  that  tilled  his  breast, 

'May,  sweet  mistress,  nay,"  said 
a  young   man's    voice,    earnest    with 
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emotion — "  do  not  misthink  me — do 
not  deem  me  bold  and  overweening.  I 
have  sought  to  smother  my  love,  and 
to  rate  it,  and  bring  pride  to  my  aid, 
but  in  vain  ;  and,  now,  whether  you 
will  scorn  my  suit  or  not,  I  remember, 
Sibyll  —  0  Sibyll  !  I  remember  the 
days  when  we  conversed  together,  and 
as  a  brother,  if  nothing  else — nothing 
dearer — I  pray  you  to  pause  well,  and 
consider  what  manner  of  man  this 
Lord  Hastings  is  said  to  be  !  " 

"  AT  aster  Nevile,  is  this  generous? 
— why  afflict  me  thus? — why  couple 
my  name  with  so  great  a  lord's  ? " 

"  Because  —  beware  —  the  young 
gallants  already  so  couple  it,  and  their 
prophecies  are  not  to  thine  honour, 
Sibyll.  Nay,  do  not  frown  on  me.  I 
know  thou  art  fair  and  winsome,  and 
deftly  gifted,  and  thy  father  may,  for 
aught  I  know,  be  able  to  coin  thee 
a  queen's  dower  out  of  his  awsome 
engines.  But  Hastings  will  not  wed 
thee,  and  his  wooing,  therefore,  but 
stains  thy  fair  repute  ;   while  I " 

"You!"  said  Montagu,  entering 
suddenly — "  you,  kinsman,  may  look 
to  higher  fortunes  than  the  Duchess 
of  Bedford's  waiting-damsel  can  bring 
to  thy  honest  love.  How  now,  mis- 
tress, say — wilt  thou  take  this  young 
gentleman  for  loving  fere  and  plighted 
spouse  ?  If  so,  he  shall  give  thee  a 
manor  for  jointure,  and  thou  shall 
wear  velvet  robe  and  gold  chain,  as  a 
knight's  wife." 

Thisunexpected  interference,  which 
was  perfectly  in  character  with  the 
great  lords,  who  frequently  wooed  in 
very  peremptory  tones  for  their  clients 
and  kinsmen,*  completed  the  dis- 
pleasure which  the  blunt  Mannaduke 
had  already  called   forth    in   Sibyll's 

*  See,  in  Miss  Strickland's  "  Lite  of  Eliza- 
beth Woodville,"  the  envious  letters  which 
the  Duke  of  York  and  the  Karl  of  Warwick 
addressed  to  her.  then  ;i  simple  maiden,  in 
favour  of  their  prutegi.  Sir  H.  Johnea 


gentle  but  proud  nature.  "Spp<ik, 
maiden,  ay  or  no  ?  "  continued  Moo 
tagu,  surprised  and  angered  at  the 
haughty  silence  of  one  whom  he  ju.'t 
knew  by  sight  and  name,  though  he 
had  never  before  addressed  her. 

"  No,  my  lord,"  answered  Sibyll, 
koeping  down  her  indignation  at  this 
tone,  though  it  burned  in  her  cheek, 
flashed  in  her  eye,  and  swelled  in  the 
heave  of  her  breast.  "  No  !  and  your 
kinsman  might  have  spared  this 
affront  to  one  whom  —  but  it  matters 
not."  She  swept  from  the  tent  as  she 
said  this,  and  passed  up  the  alley, into 
that  of  the  queen's  mother. 

"  Best  so  ;  thou  art  too  young  for 
marriage,  Marmaduke,"  said  Montagu, 
coldly.  "  We  will  find  thee  a  richer 
bride  ere  long.  There  is  Mary  of 
Winstown — the  archbishop's  ward— 
with  two  castles,  and  seven  knight's 
fees." 

"  But  so  marvellously  ill-featured, 
my  lord,"  said  poor  Marmaduke, 
sighing. 

Montagu  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 
"  Wives,  sir,"  he  said,  "  are  not  made 
to  look  at, — unless,  indeed,  they  be 
the  wives  of  other  men.  But  dismiss 
these  follies  for  the  nonce.  Back  to 
thy  post  by  the  king's  pavilion:  and 
by  the  way,  ask  Lord  Fauconberg  and 
Aymer  Nevile,  whom  thou  wilt  pass 
by  yonder  arbour — ask  them  in  my 
name,  to  be  near  the  pavilion  while 
the  king  banquets.  A  word  in  thine 
ear  — ere  yon  sun  gilds  the  tops  of 
those  green  oaks,  the  Karl  of  Warwick 
will  be  with  Edward  IV.  :  and  come 
what,  may,  sonic  brave  hearts  should 
be  by  to  welcome  him.     Go  !  " 

Without  tarrying  for  an  answer. 
Montagu  turned  into  one  of  the  tents, 
wherein  Raoulde  Fulkeand  the  Lord 
St.  John,  heedless  of  hind  and  hart, 
conferred,  and  Marmaduke,  much 
bewildered,  and  bitterly  wroth  with 
Sibyll,  went  his  way. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


171 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE    GREAT    ACTOR    RF.TDRNS   TO    FILL   THE    STAGE. 


And  how,  in  various  groups,  these 
summer  foresters  were  at  rest  in  their 
afternoon  banquet ;  some  lying  on  the 
smooth  sward  around  the  lake — some 
in  the  tents- -Mime  again  in  the  ar- 
bours;  here  and  there  the  forms  of 
dauie  and  cavalier  might  be  seen, 
stealing  apart  from  the  rest,  and  glid- 
ing down  the  alleys  till  lost  in  the 
shade— for  under  that  reign,  gallantry 
was  universal.  Before  the  king's  pa- 
vilion a  band  of  those  merry  jongleurs, 
iuto  whom  the  ancient  and  honoured 
minstrels  were  fast  degenerating, stood 
waiting  for  the  signal  to  commence 
their  sports,  and  listening  to  the  laugh- 
ter that  came  in  frequent  peals  from 
the  royal  tent.  Within  feasted  Ed- 
ward, the  Count  de  la  Roche,  the  Lord 
Rivers;  while  in  a  larger  and  more 
splendid  pavilion,  at  some  little  dis- 
tance, the  queen,  her  mother,  and  the 
dames  of  the  court,  held  their 
own  slighter  and  less  noisy  repast. 

"  And  here,  then,"  said  Edward,  as 
he  put  his  lips  to  a  gold  goblet, 
wrought  with  gems,  ami  passed  it  to 
Anthony  the  Bastard  — "  here,  count, 
we  take  tin-  first  waissall  to  the  loves 
of  Charolois  and  Margaret !  " 

Tin;  count  drained  the  goblet,  and 
the  wine  gave  him  new  fire. 

"  And  with  those  loves,  king,"  said 
he,  "  we  bind  for  ever  Burgundy  and 
England.     Woe  to  France  I  " 

"Ay,   woe  to  France!"   exclaimed 

Edward,  his  face  lighting  up  with  that 

mariial  joy  which  it  ever  took  at  the 

;-  of  war — "  for  we  will  wrench 

ber  lands  from  tin-  huckster,  Louis. 

By  Heaven  I  I  shall  no;  rest  in  p'  ace 
till  York  hath  regained  what  Lancas 


ter  hath  lost ;  and  out  of  the  paringt 
of  the  realm  which  I  will  add  to 
England,  thy  brother  of  Burgundy 
shall  have  eno'  to  change  his  duke's 
diadem  for  a  king's.  How  now,  Rivers] 
Thou  gloomest,  father  mine." 

"  My  liege,"  said  Rivers,  wakening 
himself,  "  I  did  but  think  that  if  the 
Earl  of  Warwick " 

"  Ah  !  I  had  forgotten,"  interrupted 
Edward;  "and,  sooth  to  say,  Count 
Anthony,  I  think  if  the  earl  were  by, 
he  would  not  much  mend  our  boon- 
fellowship  !  " 

"  Yet  a  good  subject,"  said  De  la 
Roche,  sneeringly,  "  usually  dresses 
his  face  by  that  of  his  king." 

"  A  subject !  Ay,  but  Warwick  is 
much  such  a  subject  to  England  as 
William  of  Normandy  or  Duke  Rollo 
was  to  France.  Howbeit,  let  him 
come  —  our  realm  is  at  peace  —  we 
want  no  more  his  battle-axe;  and  in 
our  new  designs  on  France,  thy  bro- 
ther, bold  count,  is  in  ally  that  might 
compensate  for  a  greater  loss  than  a 
sullen  minister.     Let  him  come  !" 

As  the  king  spoke,  there  was  heard 
gently  upon  the  smooth  turf  the  sound 
of  the  hoofs  of  steeds.  A  moment 
more,  and  from  the  outskirts  of  the 
scene  of  revel,  where  the  king's  guards 
were  stationed,  there  arose  a  long,  loud 
shout.  Nearer  and  nearer  came  the 
hoofs  of  the  steeds — they  paused. 
"  Doubtless  Richard  of  Gloucester,  by 
that  shout!  The  soldiers  love  that 
brave  boy,"  said  the  king. 

Marmaduke  Ncvile,  as  gentleman 
m  wailing,  drew  aside  the  curtain  of 
the  pavilion ;  and  as  he  uttered  a 
name    that    pabd    the    checks  of  all 
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who  heard,  th3  Earl  of  Warwick  en- 
tered the  royal  presence. 

The  earl's  dress  was  disordered  and 
soiled  by  travel ;  the  black  plume  on 
his  cap  was  broken,  and  hung  darkly 
over  his  face ;  his  horseman's  boots 
coming  half  way  up  the  thigh,  were 
sullied  with  the  dust  of  the  journey; 
and  yet  as  he  entered,  before  the  ma- 
jesty of  his  mien,  the  grandeur  of  his 
stature,  suddenly  De  la  Roche,  Rivers, 
even  the  gorgeous  Edward  himself, 
seemed  dwarfed  into  common  men ! 
About  the  man — his  air,  his  eye,  his 
form,  his  attitude — there  was  that 
which,  in  the  earlier  times,  made  kings, 
by  the  acclamation  of  the  crowd, — an 
unmistakable  sovereignty,  as  of  one 
whom  Nature  herself  had  shaped  and 
stamped  for  power  and  for  rule.  Ali 
three  had  risen  as  he  entered  ;  and 
to  a  deep  silence  succeeded  an  excla- 
mation from  Edward,  and  then  again 
all  was  still. 

The  earl  stood  a  second  or  two 
calmly  gazing  on  the  offect  he  had 
produced ;  and  turning  his  dark  eye 
from  one  to  the  other,  till  it  rested 
full  upon  De  la  Roche,  who,  after 
vainly  striving  not  to  quail  beneath 
the  gaze,  finally  smiled  with  affected 
disdain,  and,  resting  his  hand  on  his 
dagger,  sunk  back  into  his  seat. 

"  My  liege,"  then  said  Warwick 
doffing  his  cap,  and  approaching  the 
king  with  slow  and  grave  respect,  "1 
crave  pardon  for  presenting  myself  to 
your  highness  thus  travel-worn  and 
disordered,  but  I  announce  that  news 
which  ensures  my  welcv  me.  The 
solemn  embassy  of  trust  committed 
to  me  by  youi  grace  has  prospered 
with  God's  blessing;  and  the  Fils  de 
Bourbon  and  the  Archbishop  of  Nar- 
bonne  are  on  their  way  to  your  metro 
polis.  Alliance  between  the  two  great 
monarchies  of  Europe  is  concluded 
on  terms  that  insure  the  weal  of  Eng- 
land, and  augment  the  lustre  of  your 
crown.  Your  claims  on  Norinandv 
and  Guienne,  King  Louis  consents  to 


submit  to  the  arbitrement  of  the 
Roman  Pontiff,*  and  to  pay  to  your 
treasury  annual  tribute;  these  advan- 
tages, greater  than  your  highness  even 
empowered  me  to  demand,  thus  ob- 
tained, the  royal  brother  of  your  new 
ally  joyfully  awaits  the  hand  of  the 
Lady  Margaret." 

"  Cousin,"  said  Edward,  who  had 
thoroughly  recovered  himself, — mo- 
tioning the  earl  to  a  scat,  "  you  are 
ever  welcome,  no  matter  what  your 
news ;  but  I  marvel  much  that  so 
deft  a  statesman  should  broach  these 
matters  of  council  in  the  unseason- 
able hour,  and  before  the  gay  com- 
rades, of  a  revel." 

"  I  speak,  sire,"  said  Warwick, 
calmly,  though  the  veins  in  his  fore- 
head swelled,  and  his  dark  counte- 
nance was  much  flushed — "  I  speak 
openly  of  that  which  hath  been  done 
nobly ;  and  this  truth  has  ceased  to 
l>e  matter  of  council,  since  the  mean- 
est citizen  who  hath  ears  and  eyes,  ere 
this,  must  know  for  what  purpose  the 
ambassadors  of  King  Louis  arrive  in 
England  with  your  highness's  repre- 
sentative." 

Edward,  more  embarrassed  at  this 
lone  than  he  could  have  foreseen,  re- 
mained silent ;  but  De  la  Roche,  im- 
patient to  humble  his  brother's  foe, 
and  judging  it  also  discreet  to  arouse 
the  king,  said  carelessly — 

"  It  were  a  pity,  sir  earl,  that  the 
citizens,  whom  you  thus  deem  privy 
to  the  thoughts  of  kings,  had  not 
prevised  the  Archbishop  of  Narbonne, 
that,  if  he  desire  to  see  a  fairer  show 
than  even  the  palaces  of  Westminster 
and  the  Tower,  he  will  hasten  back 
to  behold  the  banners  of  Burgundy 
and  England  waving  from  the  spires 
of  Notre  Dame." 

Ere  the  Bastard  had  concluded, 
Rivers,   leaning  back,  whispered  the 

*  The  Pnpe,  moreover,  was  to  be  engaged 
to  decide  the  question  within  four  years.  A 
more  brilliant  treaty  for  England,  Ed  ward's 
ambassador  could  not  have  effected. 
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king — "For  Christ's  sake,  sire,  select 
some  filter  scene  for  what  must  follow  ! 
Silence  your  guest  !" 

But  Edward,  on  the  contrary,  pleased 
to  think  that  De  la  Roche  was  break- 
ing the  ice,  and  hopeful  that  some 
burst  from  Warwick  would  give  him 
more  excuse  than  he  felt  at  present 
for  a  rupture,  said  sternly,  "  Hush, 
my  lord,  and  meddle  not!" 

"  Pnless  I  mistake,"  said  Warwick, 
coldly,  "  he  who  now  accosts  me  is 
the  Count  de  la  Roche — a  foreigner." 

"  And  the  brother  of  the  heir  of 
Burgundy,"  interrupted  De  la  Roche — 
"brother  to  the  betrothed  and  princely 
spouse  of  Margaret  of  England." 

"  Doth  this  man  lie,  sire  ? "  said 
Warwick,  who  had  seated  himself  a 
moment,  and  who  now  rose  again. 

The  Bastard  sprung  also  to  his 
feet,  but  Edward,  waiving  him  back, 
and  reassuming  the  external  dignity 
which  rarely  forsook  him,  replied, — 
"  Cousin,  thy  question  lacketh  courtesy 
to  our  noble  guest :  since  thy  depar- 
ture, reasons  of  state,  which  we  will 
impart  to  thee  at  a  meeter  season, 
have  changed  our  purpose,  and  we 
will  now  that  our  sister  Margaret  shall 
wed  with  the  Count  of  Charolois." 

"  And  this  to  me,  king  ! "  exclaimed 
the  earl,  all  his  passions  at  once  re- 
leased — "  this  to  me  ! — Nay,  frown 
not,  Edward — I  am  of  the  race  of  those 
who,  greater  than  kings,  have  built 
thrones  and  toppled  them  !  I  tell 
thee,  thou  hast  misused  mine  honour, 
and  belied  thine  own — thou  hast  de- 
based thyself  in  juggling  me,delegated 
as  the  representative  of  thy  r  yalty  ! 
—  Lord  Rivers,  stand  back  —  there 
are  barriers  eno'  between  truth  and 
a  king!" 

"By  St,  '>  ■-.  and  my  father's 
bead  !"  cried  Edward,  with  a  n 

rce    than     Warwick's       "  thou 

6ilse  lord,  my  mercy  and  our 
kindred  Wood.  Another  word,  and 
thou  leavest  this  pavilion  for  the 
Tower!" 


"King!"  replied  Warwick,  scorn- 
fully, and  folding  his  arms  on  his 
broad  breast — "  there  is  not  a  hair  on 
this  head  which  thy  whole  house, 
thy  guards,  and  thine  armies  could 
dare  to  touch.  Me  to  the  Tower ! 
Send  me — and  when  the  third  sun 
reddens  the  roof  of  prison-house  ami 
palace, — look  round  broad  Eng'and, 
and  miss  a  throne  !" 

"What  ho  there!"  exclaimed  Ed- 
ward, stamping  his  foot;  and  at  that 
instant  the  curtain  of  the  pavilion 
was  hastily  torn  aside,  and  Richard  of 
Gloucester  entered,  followed  by  Lord 
Hastings,  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  and 
Anthony  Woodville. 

"Ah!"  continued  the  king,  "ye 
come  in  time.  George  of  Clarence, 
Lord  High  Constable  of  England — 
arrest  yon  haughty  man,  who  dares  to 
menace  his  liege  and  suzerain  !  " 

Gliding  between  Clarence,  who 
stood  dumb  and  thunderstricken,  and 
the  Earl  of  Warwick, —  Prince  Rich- 
ard said,  in  a  voice  which,  though  even 
softer  than  usual,  had  in  it  more  com- 
mand over  those  who  heard  than 
when  it  rolled  in  thunder  along  the 
ranks  of  Barnet  or  of  Bosworth, — 
'•  Edward,  my  brother,  remember 
Touton,  and  forbear — Warwick,  my 
cousin,  forget  not  thy  king  nor  his 
dead  father !" 

At  these  last  words  the  earl's  face 
fell ;  for  to  that  father  he  had  sworn 
to  succour  and  defend  the  sons :  his 
sense  recovering  from  his  pride, 
showed  him  how  much  his  intem- 
perate anger  had  thrown  away  his 
advantages  in  the  foul  wrong  he  had 
sustained  from  Edward.  Meanwhile 
the  king  himself,  with  flashing  eyes, 
and  a  crest  as  high  as  Warwick's,  was 
about,  perhaps,  to  overthrow  hie  throne, 
by  the  attempt  to  enforce  his  threat, 
when  Anthony  Woodville,  who  followed 
Clarence,  whispered  to  him — "  Be- 
ware, sire!  a  countless  crowd  that 
seem  to  have  followed  the  earl  -  Btepe, 
huvo  already   pierced   the  chase,  and 
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can  scarcely  be  kept  from  the  spot, ' 
bo  great  is  their  desire  to  behold  him. 
Beware!" — and  Richard's  quick  ear 
catching  these  whispered  words,  the 
duke  suddenly  hacked  them  by  again 
drawing  aside  the  curtain  of  the  tent. 
Along  the  sward,  the  guard  of  the  | 
king  summoned  from  their  unseen 
but  neighbouring  post  within  the 
wood,  were  drawn  up  as  if  to  keep 
back  an  immense  multitude — men, 
women,  children,  who  swayed,  and 
rustled,  and  murmured  in  the  rear. 
But  no  sooner  was  the  curtain  drawn 
aside,  and  theguards  themselves  caught 
sight  of  the  royal  princes,  and  the 
great  earl  towering  amidst  them,  than 
supposing,  in  their  ignorance,  the 
scene  thus  given  to  them  was  intended 
for  their  gratification,  from  that  old 
soldiery  of  Touton  rose  a  loud  and 
long  "  Hurrah — Warwick  and  the 
king" — "  The  king  and  the  stout  earl." 
The  multitude  behind  caught  the 
cry:  they  rushed  forward,  mingling 
with  the  soldiery,  who  no  longer 
sought  to  keep  them  back. 

"  A  Warwick!  a  Warwick!"  they 
shouted. 

"God  bless  the  people's  friend  !" 

Edward,  stirtled  and  aghast,  drew 
sullenly  into  the  rear  of  the  tent. 

De  la  Roche  grew  pale,  but  with 
the  promptness  of  a  practised  states- 
man, he  hastily  advanced,  and  drew 
the  curtain. 

"Shall  varlets,"  he  said  to  Richard, 
in  French,  "  gloat  over  the  quarrels 
of  their  lords!" 

"  You  are  right.  Sir  Count."  mur- 
mured Richard,  meekly  ;  "his  purpose 
was  effected,  and  leaning  on  his  riding 
staff,  he  awaited  what  was  to  ensue. 

A  softer  shade  had  fallen  over  the 
earl's  face,  at  the  proof  of  the  love  in, 
which  his  name  was  held;  it  almost 
seemed  to  his  noble,  though  haughty 
and  impatient  nature,  as  if  the  affec- 
tion of  the  people  had  reconciled  him 
to  the  ingratitude  of  the  king.  A 
tear  started  to  his  proud  eye,  but  he 


twinkled  it  away,  and  approaching 
Edward,  (who  remained  erect,  and 
with  all  a  sovereign*s  wrath,  though 
silent  on  his  lip,  lowering  on  his 
brow,)  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  suppressed 
emotion : — 

"  Sire,  it  is  not  for  me  to  crave 
pardon  of  living  man,  but  the  grievous 
affront  put  upon  my  state  and  mine 
honour,  hath  led  my  words  to  an  ex- 
cess which  my  heart  repents.  1  grieve 
that  your  grace's  highness  hath  chosen 
this  alliance ;  hereafter  you  may  find 
at  need  what  faith  is  to  be  placed  in 
Burgundy." 

"Darestthou  gainsay  it]"  exclaimed 
De  la  Roche. 

"  Interrupt  me  not,  sir !  "  continued 
Warwick,  with  a  disdainful  gesture. 
"  My  liege,  I  lay  down  mine  offices, 
and  I  leave  it  to  your  grace  to  account 
as  it  lists  you  to  the  ambassadors  of 
France — I  shall  vindicate  myself  to 
their  king.  And  now,  ere  I  depart 
for  my  hill  of  Middleham,  I  alone 
here,  unarmed,  and  unattended,  save, 
at  least,  by  a  single  squire,  I,  Richard 
Ncvile,  say,  that  if  any  man,  peer  or 
knight,  can  be  found  to  execute  your 
grace's  threat,  and  arrest  me,  I  will 
obey  your  royal  pleasure,  and  attend 
him  to  the  Tower."  Haughtily  lie 
bowed  his  head  as  he  spoke,  and 
raising  it  again,  gazed  around — "I 
await  your  grace's  pleasure." 

"  Begone  where  thou  wilt,  earl. 
From  this  day  Edward  IV.  reigns 
alone,"  said  the  king.  Warwick 
turned. 

"  My  Lord  Scales,"  said  he,  "  lift 
the  curtain ;  nay,  sir,  it  misdemeana 
you  not.  You  are  >till  the  son  of  the 
Woodville,  I  still  the  descendant  of 
John  of  Gaunt." 

"  Not  for  the  dead  ancestor,  but  for 
the  living  warrior,"  said  the  Lord 
Scales,  lifting  the  curtain,  and  bowing 
with  knightly  grace  as  the  earl  passed. 
And  scarcely  was  Warwick  in  the 
open  space,  than  the  crowd  fairly 
broke  through  all  restraint,  and  the 
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cLmour  of  tlieir  joy  filled   with   its 
Lwutful  thunders  the  royal  tent. 
"Edward,"  aaid   Richard,  whisper- 

iiiL;ly,  and  laying  his  finger  on  his 
brother's  arm — "'forgive  ine  if  1 
offended,  but  had  you,  at  such  a  time, 
resolved  on  violence " 

"  I  see  it  all — you  were  right.  But 
is  this  to  be  endured  for  ever? " 

'•  Sire,"  returned  Richard,  with  his 
dark  smile,  'rest  calm;  for  the  age 
is  your  best  ally,  and  the  age  is  out- 
growing the  steel  and  hauberk.  A 
little  while,  and " 

"  And  what * 


"  And — ah,  sire,  I  will  answer  that 
question  when  our  brother  George 
(mark  him  !)  either  refrains  from 
listening,  or  is  married  to  Isabel 
Nevile,  and  hath  quarrel  with  her 
father  about  the  dowry. —  What,  ho, 
there  ! — let  the  jongleurs  perform." 

"  The  jongleurs  !  "  exclaimed  the 
king ;  "  why,  Richard,  thou  hast 
more  levity  than  myself!  " 

"  Pardon  me  !  Let  the  jongleurs 
perform,  and  bid  the  crowd  stay.  It 
is  by  laughing  at  the  mountebanks 
that  your  grace  can  best  lead  the 
people  to  forget  their  Warwick!" 


CHAPTER  X. 


HOW    TIIE    GREAT    LORDS    COME   TO    THE    KING-MAKER,    AND    WITH    WHAT 

PROFFERS. 


MASTKitiNc.theemot  ions  that  swelled 
within  him,  Lord  Warwick  returned, 
with  his  wonted  cheerful  courtesy,  the 
welcome  of  the  crowd,  and  the  enthu- 
siastic salutations  of  the  king's  guard; 
but  as,  at  length,  he  mounted  his  steed, 
and  attended  but  by  the  squire  who 
had  followed  him  from  Dover,  pene- 
trated into  the  solitudes  of  the  chase, 
the  recollection  of  the  indignity  he 
had  Buffered  smote  his  proud  heart  so 
sorely,  that  he  groaned  aloud.  His 
squire,  fearing  the  fatigue  he  had 
undergone  might  have  affected  even 
that  iron  health,  rode  up  at  tin-  ■- •  •  1 1 t i •  i 
of  the  groan,  and  Wat  wick's  face  was 
hoelese  as  he  Baid,  with  a  forced  .-mile 
— "  It  is  nothing,  Walter.  But  these 
heats  are  oppressive,  and  we  have 
forgotten  onr  morning  draught,  friend. 
Hark!  I  hear  the  brawl  of  a  rivulet, 
and  a  drink  of  fresh  water  were  more 
grntpful  now  than  the  daintiest  bippo- 
enw "  Bo  Baying,  he  Bung  himself 
frorw  his  steed;  following  the  sound 
of   t.ae  rivulet,   he  gained   its  banks, 


and  after  quenching  his  thirst  in  the 
hollow  of  his  hand,  laid  himself  down 
upon  the  long  grass,  waving  cooly 
over  the  margin,  and  fell  into  pro- 
found thought.  From  this  reverie 
he  was  roused  by  a  quick  footstep,  and 
as  he  lifted  his  gloomy  gaze,  he  beheld 
.Marmaduke  Nevile  by  his  side. 

"  Well,  young  man,"  said  he  stern- 
ly, '•  with  what  messages  art  thou 
charged  .'" 

"  With  none,  my  lord  earl.  I  await 
now  no  commands  but  thine." 

"  Thou  knowest  not,  poor  youth, 
that  i  can  serve  thee  no  more.  Go 
back  to  the  court." 

"Oh,  Warwick,"  said  Marmaduke, 
with  simple  eloquence,  "send  me  not 
from  thy  side  !  This  day  I  have  been 
rejected  by  the  maid  1  loved.  1  loved 
her  well,  and  my  heart  chafed  sorely, 
and  bled  within;  but  now,  methinks, 
it  consoles  me  to  have  been  so  cast 
off — to  have  no  faith,  no  love,  but 
that  which  is  best  of  all,  to  a  brave 
man, — love  and  faith  for  a  hero-chief! 
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Where  thy  fortunes,  there  be  my 
humble  fate  —  to  rise  or  fall  with 
thee!" 

Warwick  looked  intently  upon  his 
young  kinsman's  face,  and  said,  as  to 
himself,  "  Why  this  is  strange !  I 
gave  no  throne  to  this  man,  and  he 
deserts  me  not !  My  friend,"  he  added, 
aloud.  "  have  they  told  thee  already 
that  1  am  disgraced  V 

"  I  heard  the  Lord  Scales  say  to 
the  t  ,ang  Lovell,  that  thou  wert  dia- 
misseu  from  all  thine  offices ;  and  I  j 
came  hither;  for  I  will  serve  no 
more  the  king  who  forgets  the  arm 
and  heart  to  which  he  owes  a  king- 
dom." 

"  Man,  I  accept  thy  loyalty  !"  ex- 
claimed Warwick,  starting  to  his 
feet;  "and  know  that  thou  hast 
done  more  to  melt,  and  yet  to  nerve 
my  spirit  than — but  complaints  in 
me  are  idle,  and  praise  were  no  re- 
ward to  thee." 

"  But  see,  my  lord,  if  the  first  to 
join  thee,  I  am  not  the  sole  one.  See, 
brave  Raoul  de  Fulke,  the  Lords  of 
St.  John,  Bergavenny,  and  Fitzhugh, 
ay,  and  fifty  others  of  the  best  blood 
of  England,  are  on  thy  track." 

And  as  he  spoke,  plumes  and  tunics 
were  seen  gleaming  up  the  forest  path, 
and  in  another  moment  a  troop  of 
knights  and  gentlemen,  comprising 
the  flower  of  such  of  the  ancient 
nobility  as  yet  lingered  round  the 
court,  came  up  to  Warwick,  bare- 
headed. 

"  la  it.  nossible,"  cried  Raoul  de 
Fulke,  '-tiiat  we  have  heard  aright, 
noble  earl  ?  And  has  Edward  IV. 
suffered  the  base  Woodvilles  to  triumph 
over  the  ujlwark  of  his  realm  V 

"  Knights  and  gentles  ! "  said  War- 
wick, with  a  bitter  smile,  "  is  it  so 
uncommon  a  thing  that  men  in  peace 
should  leave  the  battle-axe  and  brand 
to  rust?  I  am  but  an  useless  weapon, 
to  be  suspended  at  rest  amongst  the 
trophies  of  Touton  in  my  hall  of  Mid- 
(lleham." 


"  Return  with  us,"  said  the  Lord  cf 
St.  John,  "  and  we  will  make  Edward 
do  thee  justice,  or,  one  and  all,  we 
will  abandon  a  court  where  knavea 
and  varlets  have  become  mightier 
than  English  valour,  and  nobler  than 
Norman  birth." 

"  My  friends,"  said  the  earl,  laying 
his  hand  on  St.  John's  shoulder,  "  not 
even  in  my  just  wrath  will  I  wrong 
my  king.  He  is  punished  eno'  in  the 
choice  he  hath  made.  Poor  Edward 
and  poor  England  !  What  woes  and 
wars  await  ye  both,  from  the  gold,  and 
the  craft,  and  the  unsparing  hate  of 
Louis  XL!  No;  if  I  leave  Edward, 
he  hath  more  need  of  you.  Of  mine 
own  free  will,  I  have  resigned  mine 
offices." 

"  Warwick,"  interrupted  Raoul  de 
Fulke,  "this  deceives  us  not;  and  in 
disgrace  to  you,  the  ancient  barons  of 
England  behold  the  first  blow  at  thsir 
own  state.  We  have  wrongs  wt  en- 
dured in  silence,  while  thou  wert 
the  shield  and  sword  of  yon  mer- 
chant-king. We  have  seen  the  an- 
cient peers  of  England  set  aside  for 
men  of  yesterday;  we  have  seen 
our  daughters,  sisters, — nay,  our  very 
mothers — if  widowed  and  dowered — 
forced  into  disreputable  and  base 
wedlock,  with  creatures  dressed  in 
titles,  and  gilded  with  wealth  stolen 
from  ourselves.  .Merchants  and  arti- 
ficers  tread  upon  our  knightly  heels, 

and    the    avarice    of   trade   eats    up 

our  chivalry  as  a  rust.  We  nobles, 
in  our  greater  day,  have  had  the 
crown  at  our  disposal,  and  William 
the  Norman  dared  not  think  what 
Edward  Earl  of  March  hath  been 
permitted  with  impunity  to  do.  We, 
sir  earl — we  knights  and  barons — 
■would  a  king  simple  in  his  manhood, 
and  princely  in  his  truth.  Richard 
Earl  of  Warwick,  thou  art  of  royal 
blood — the  descendant  of  old  John  ol 
Gaunt.  In  thee  we  behold  the  true, 
the  living  likeness  of  the  Third  Lu- 
ward,  and  the  Hero-Prine«  of  Cre«-». 
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Speak  but  the  word,  and  we   make  j 
thee  king ! " 

The  descendant  of  the  Norman,  the  | 
representative  of  the  might;  faction 
that  no  English  monarch  had  ever 
braved  in  vain,  looked  round  as  he 
said  those  last  words,  and  a  choral 
murmur  was  heard  through  the  whole 
of  that  august  nobility — "  We  make 
thee  kin.'- !" 

••  Richard,  descendant  of  the  Plan- 
tagenet,*  speak   the  word,"  repeated  ' 
Kaoul  de  Fulke. 

"  1  speak  it  not,"  interrupted  War- 
wick; "nor  shalt  thou  continue, 
brave  Kaoul  de  Fulke.  What,  my 
lords  and  gentlemen,"  he  added, 
drawing  himself  up,  and  with  his 
countenance  animated  with  feelings 
it  is  scarcely  possible  in  our  times  to 
sympathise  with  or  make  clear — 
"what!  think  you  that  Ambition 
limits  itself  to  the  narrow  circlet  of  a 
Crown  1  Greater,  and  more  in  the 
spirit  of  our  mighty  fathers,  is  the 
condition  of  men  like  us.  Tin;  Barons 
who  make  and  unmake  kings.  What! 
who  of  us  would  not  rather  descend 
from  the  Chiefs  of  Runnymede  than 
from  the  royal  craven  whom  they 
controlled  and  chid?  By  Heaven, 
my  lords,  Richard  Nevile  has  too 
proud  a  soul  to  be  a  king!  A  king 
— a  puppet  of  State  and  form  !  A 
king — a  holiday  show  for  the  crowd, 
to  hiss  or  hurrah,  as  the  humour 
seizes !  A  king — a  beggar  to  the 
nation,  wrangling  with  his  parliament 
for  gold  !  A  ki::Lr !  Richard  1 1,  was 
a  king,  and  Lancaster  dethroned  him. 
Ye  would  debase  me  to  a  Henry  of 
Lancaster.  Blort  Dieu!  I  thank  ye. 
rnmons  and  the  Lords  raised 
him, forsooth, — for  what?  To  hold 
him  as  the  creature  they  had  made, 
to  rate  him,  to  chafe  him,  to  pry  into 


*  Hy  we  f(  m  ugh  Joaa  Beau 

fort,  "r  I  W  irwlck  w.ih  third  in 

from  John  of  Daunt,  u  Henry  VII., 
through  the  male    line,  wus  fourth  in  de- 
agent. 
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his  very  household,  and  quarrel  with 
his  wife's  chamberlains  and  lavourers.* 
What !  dear  Kaoul  de  Fulke,  is  thy 
friend  fallen  now  so  low,  that  he — 
Earl  of  Salisbury  and  of  Warwick, 
chief  of  the  threefold  race  of  Montagu, 
Monthermer,  and  Nevile,  lord  of  a 
hundred  baronies,  leader  of  sixty 
thousand  followers  —  is  not  greater 
than  Edward  of  March,  to  whom  we 
will  deign  still,  with  your  permission, 
to  vouchsafe  the  name  and  pageant  of 
a  king? " 

This  extraordinary  address,  strange 
to  say,  so  thoroughly  expressed  the 
peculiar  pride  of  the  old  barons,  that 
when  it  ceased  a  sound  of  admiration 
and  applause  circled  through  that 
haughty  audience,  and  Kaoul  de 
Fulke,  kneeling  suddenly,  kissed  the 
earl's  hand  :  "  Oh,  noble  earl,"  he  said, 
"  ever  live  as  one  of  us,  to  maintain 
our  Order,  and  teach  kings  and  nations 
what  we  are." 

"  Fear  it  not,  Kaoul  !  fear  it  not — 
we  will  have  our  rights  yet.  Return, 
I  beseech  ye.  Let  me  feel  I  have 
such  friends  about  the  king.  Even  at 
Middleham,  my  eye  shall  watch  over 
our  common  cause  ;  and  till  seven  feet 
of  earth  suffice  him,  your  brother 
baron,  Richard  Nevile,  is  not  a  man 
whom  kings  and  courts  can  forget, 
much  less  dishonour.  Sirs,  oui 
honour  is  in  our  bosoms, — and  there, 
is  the  only  throne  armiescannotshake, 
nor  cozener^  nndcrminp  " 

With  these  words  he  gently  waved 
his  hand,  motioned  to  his  squire,  who 
stood  out  of  hearing  with  the  steeds, 
to  approach,  and  mounting,  gravely 
rode  on.  Ere  he  had  got  many  paces, 
he  called  to  Mannaduke,  who  was  on 
foot,  and  bade  him  follow  him  to 
London  that  night.  "  I  have  strange 
tidings  to  tell  the  French  envoys,  and 

*  Laundresses.  The  Parliamentary  Rolls 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.  abound  in  curious. 

I  m  'ii  1  DSof  thi'  interference  of  theCominonl 
with  the  household  of  Henry*.-,  wife,  Q,ue«.D 
Joan. 
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for  England's  sake  I  must  soothe 
their  anger  if  I  can, — then  to  Mid- 
dleham." 

The  nohles  returned  slowly  to  the 
pavilions.  And  as  they  gained  the 
open  space,  where  the  gaudy  tents 
still  shone  against  the  se'ting  sun, 
ih&j   beheld  the  mob  of  that  day, 


whom  Shakspeare  hath  painted  with 
such  contempt,  gathering,  laughing 
and  loud,  around  the  mountebank 
and  the  conjurer,  who  had  already 
replaced  in  their  thoughts  (as  Glou- 
cester had  foreseen)  the  hero-ido!  «t 
their  worship. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


RURAL    ENGLAND    IN   THE    MIDDLE    AGES  —  NOBLE    VISITORS    SEES 
OF   MIDDLKHAM. 


THE    CASTL7! 


Autumn  had  succeeded  to  summer — 
winter  to  autumn — and  the  spring  of 
1468  was  green  in  England,  when  a 
gallant  cavalcade  were  seen  slowly 
winding  the  ascenf  of  a  long  and 
gradual  hill,  towards  the  decline  of 
day.  Different,  indeed,  from  the 
aspect  which  that  part  of  the  country 
now  presents  was  the  landscape  thai 
lay  around  them,  bathed  in  the  smiles 
of  the  westering  sun.  In  a  valley  to 
the  left,  a  full  view  of  which  the  steep 
road  commanded,  (where  now  roars 
the  din  of  trade  through  a  th 
factories, i  lay  a  long  secluded  village. 
The  houses,  if  so  they  might  be  called, 
were  constructed  entirely  of  wood, 
and  that  of  the  more  perishable  kind 
— willow,  sallow,  elm,  and  plumtree. 
d  boast  a  chimnej  ;  but 
ihe  smoke  from  the  single  fire  in  each, 
after  duly  darkening  the  atD 
within,  Bent  its  surplusage,  lazily  and 
fitfully,  through  a  circular  aperture  in 
the  roof.     Id  t  ict,  there  was  long  in 

prejudice 
chimnej  a  !     The  consi- 

dered good  both  for  house  and 
the  first   it   was  Buppi 
;im\  the  last  to  gu  ird       rom  i  heuma, 


catarrhs,  and  poses."*  Neither  did 
one  of  these  habitations  boast  the 
comfort  of  a  glazed  window,  the  sub- 
stitute being  lattice,  or  chequer-work 
—even  in  the  house  of  ttie  franklin, 
which  rose  statelily  above  the  rest, 
encompassed  with  hams  and  out- 
sheds.  And  yet  grcatjy  should  we 
err,  did  we  conceive  that  these  defi- 
were  an  index  to  the  general 
condition  of  the  working  class.  Far 
better  off  was  the  labourer,  when  em- 
ploy) I,  than  now.  Wages  were  enor- 
mously high,  meat  extremely  low  ;  f 


*  So  worthy  Hollinshkd,  (Book  II., c.  22) 
1 — "Then  had  we  none  but  reredosses,  and 
our  heads  <li<l  never  ache.  For  as  the  snii  be, 
in  thouo  <?aj  s,  wms  supposed  to  be  ;i  suflicient 
hardening  fur  the  timber  of  t lie  house,  bo  it 
was  r<  puted  a  far  better  medicine  to  keep 
dman  and  his  familie  from  the 
qu.tcke,  or  pose,  when  with  as  then  verj  fev 
n  ii  e  "(t  acquainted." 

I  Bee  H allam's  "M'ltdle Age* /"chap. xjc, 

I'm    II.     Bo  nl*'.  Hollinshkd,   l^'^k  XL, 

(.  13,  comments  on   the  amazement  of  the 

Spaniards,  in  Queen  Mary's  time  when  the) 

saw  ■•  what  largo  diel  was  used  in  tins,  ,< 

l, .,ni.  lie  cottages,"  and   reports  one  >>f  the 

i.  •■  These  English  havi 

ii     ind  .in  i,  but  they  fan 

ihe  king  I" 
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and  our  mother  land  bountifully 
maintained  her  children. 

On  that  greensward,  before  the 
village  (now  foul  and  reeking  with 
the  squalid  population,  whom  com- 
merce rears  up — the  victims,  as  the 
movers  of  the  modern  world)  were 
assembled  youth  and  age;  for  it  was 
a  holiday  evening,  and  the  stern 
Puritan  had  not  yet  risen  to  sour  the 
face  of  Mirth.  Well  clad  in  leathern 
jerkin,  or  even  broadcloth,  the  young 
peasants  vied  with  each  other  in 
quoits,  and  wrestling ;  while  the 
merry  laughter  of  the  girls,  in  their 
gay-coloured  kirtles,  and  ribboned 
hair,  rose  oft  and  cheerily  to  the  ears 
of  the  cavalcade.  From  a  gentle 
eminence  beyond  the  village,  and 
half  veiled  by  trees,  on  which  the  first 
verdure  of  spring  was  budding,  (\\  here 
now,  around  the  gin-shop,  gather  the 
fierce  and  sickly  children  of  toil  and 
of  discontent,)  rose  the  venerable 
walls  of  a  monastery,  and  the  chime 
of  its  heavy  bell  swung  far  and  sweet 
over  the  pastoral  landscape.  To  the 
right  of  the  road  (where  now  stands 
the  sober  meeting-house)  was  one  of 
those  small  shrines,  so  frequent  in 
Italy,  with  an  image  of  the  Virgin 
gaudily  painted,  and  before  it  each 
cavalier  in  the  procession  halted  an 
instant  to  cross  himself,  and  mutter 
an  ave.  Beyond  still,  to  the  right, 
extended  vast  chains  of  woodland, 
interspersed  with  strips  of  pasture, 
upon  which  numerous  flocks  were 
grazing,  with  horses,  as  yet  unbroken 
to  bit  and  selle,  that  neighed  and 
snorted  as  they  caught  scent  of  their 
more  civilised  brethren  pacing  up  the 
road. 

In  front  of  the  cavalcade  rode  two, 
evidently  of  superior  rank  to  the  Vest. 
The  one  small  and  slight,  with  his 
long  hair  flowing  over  his  shoulders  ; 
and  the  other,  though  still  young, 
many  years  older  ;  and  indicating  his 
clerical  profession  by  the  absence  of 
all    love-locks,    compensated    by    a 


curled  and  glossy  beard,  trimmed 
with  the  greatest  care.  But  the  dress 
of  the  ecclesiastic  was  as  little  accord- 
ing to  our  modern  notions  of  what 
beseems  the  church  as  can  well  be 
conceived  :  his  tunic  and  surcoat,  of  a 
rich  amber,  contrasted  well  with  the 
clear  darkness  of  his  complexion  ;  his 
piked  shoes,  or  beakers,  as  they  were 
called,  turned  up  halfway  to  the 
knee;  the  buckles  of  his  dress  were  of 
gold,  inlaid  with  gems;  and  the  hous- 
ings of  his  horse,  which  was  of  great 
power,  were  edged  with  gold  fringe. 
By  the  side  of  his  steed  walked  a  tall 
greyhound,  upon  which  he  ever  and  """V 
anon  glanced  with  affection.  Behind 
these,  rode  two  gentlemen,  wrhr-~ 
golden  spurs  announced  knighthood  ; 
and  then  followed  a  long  train  of  J 
squires  and  pages,  richly  clad  and 
accoutred,  bearing  generally  the 
Nevile  badge  of  the  bull ;  though 
interspersed  amongst  the  retinue 
might  be  seen  the  grim  boar's  head, 
which  Richard  of  Gloucester,  in  right 
of  his  duchy,  had  assumed  as  his 
cognizance. 

"  Nay,  sweet  prince,"  said  the 
ecclesiastic,  "  I  pray  thee  to  consider 
that  a  greyhound  is  far  more  of  a 
gentleman  than  any  other  of  the 
canine  species.  Mark  his  stately,  yet 
delicate  length  of  limb — his  sleek 
coat  —  his  keen  eye  —  his  haughty 
neck." 

"  These  are  but  the  externals,  my 
noble  friend.  Will  the  greyhound 
attack  the  lion,  as  our  mastiff  doth  1 
The  true  character  of  the  gentleman 
is  to  know  no  fear,  and  to  rush  through 
all  danger  at  the  throat  of  his  foe ; 
wherefore  I  uphold  the  dignity  of 
the  mastiff  above  all  his  tribe,  though 
others  have  a  daintier  hide,  and  a 
statelier  crest.  Enough  of  such  mat- 
ters, archbishop  —  we  are  nearing 
Middleham." 

"  The  Saints  be  praised !  for  I  am 
hungered,"  observed  the  archbishop, 
piouflly  ;  "  but,  sooth  to  say.  my  cook 
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at  the  More  far  exeolleth  what  we  can 
hope  to  find  at  the  board  of  my  bro- 
ther. He  hath  some  faults,  our  War- 
wick .'  Hasty  and  careless,  he  hath 
not  thought  eno'  of  the  blessings  he 
might  enjoy,  and  many  a  poor  abbot 
hath  daintier  fare  on  his  humble 
table." 

"  Oh,  George  Nevile !  who  that 
heard  thee,  when  thou  talkest  of 
hounds  and  interments,*  would  recog- 
ni>e  the  Lord  Chancellor  of  England 
—  the  most  learned  dignitary  —  the 
most  subtle  statesman  " 

"And  oh,  Richard  Plantagenet !" 
retorted  the  archbishop,  dropping  the 
mincing  and  affected  tone,  which  he 
in  common  with  the  coxcombs  of 
that  day,  usually  assumed,  "  who  that 
heard  thee,  when  thou  talkest  of 
humility  and  devotion,  would  recog- 
nise the  sternest  heart  and  the  most 
daring  ambition  God  ever  gave  to 
prince  I" 

Richard  started  at  these  words,  and 
his  eye  shot  fire  as  it  met  the  keen, 
calm  gaze  of  the  prelate. 

"  Nay.  your  grace  wrongs  me,"  he 
said,  gnawing  his  lip — "or  I  should 
not  say  wrongs,  but  flatters ;  for  stern- 
ness and  ambition  are  no  vices  in  a 
><"evile's  eyes." 

"Fairly  answered,  royal  son,"  said 
the  archbishop,  laughing;  "but  let 
us  be  frank. — Thou  hast  persuaded 
me  to  accompany  thee  to  Lord  War- 
wick as  a  mediator:  the  provinces  in 
the  north  are  disturbed  ;  the  intrigues 
of  Margaret  of  Anjou  are  re 
the  king  reaps  what  be  bas  Bown  in 
the  Court  of  France,  and,  as  Warwick 
foretold,  the  emissaries  and  gold  of 
Louis  are  ever  at  work  against  his 
throne:  the  great  baron-  are  moody 
ami  discontented  ;  and  our  liege  King 

Edward    is    at    1;l-»   aware    that,  if  the 

Earl  of   Warwick  d"  no!   return  to 

his  councils,  the  first  blu-t  of  a  hostile 
trumpet    may    drive     him     from    bis 

•  Interment-,  tntrtmetl  (-nk-  ill 


throne.  Well,  I  attend  thee  :  my  for- 
tunes arc  woven  with  those  of  York, 
and  my  interest  and  my  loyalty  go 
haud  in  hand.  Be  equally  frank  with 
me.  Hast  thou,  Lord  Richard,  no 
interest  to  serve  in  this  mission  save 
that  of  the  public  weal  ?" 

"  Thou  forgettest  that  the  Lady 
Isabel  is  dearly  loved  by  Clarence, 
and  that  I  would  fain  see  removed  all 
barrier  to  his  nuptial  bliss.  But 
yonder  rise  the  towers  of  Middleham. 
Beloved  walls,  which  sheltered  my 
childhood  !  and,  by  holy  Paul,  a  noble 
pile,  which  would  resist  an  army,  or 
hold  one." 

While  thus  conversed  the  prince 
and  the  archbishop,  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick, musing  and  alone,  slowly  paced 
the  lofty  terrace  that  crested  the 
battlements  of  his  outer  fortifications. 
In  vain  had  that  restless  and  power- 
ful spirit  sought  content  in  retire- 
ment. Trained  from  his  childhood  to 
active  life — to  move  mankind  to  and 
fro  at  his  beck— this  single  and  sud- 
den interval  of  repose  in  the  prime 
of  his  existence,  at  the  height  of  his 
fame,  served  but  to  swell  the  turbulent 
and  dangerous  passions. to  which  all 
vent  was  forbidden. 

The  statesman  of  modern  days  has 
at  least  food  for  intellect,  in  letters, 
when  deprived  of  action ;  but  with 
all  his  talents,  and  thoroughly  culti- 
vated as  his  mind  was  in  the  camp, 
the  council,  and  the  state,  the  great 
earl  cared  for  nothing  in  book-lore, 
except  some  rud*  ballad  that  told  of 
Charlemagne  ««  ivollo.  The  sport.-; 
tii.it  bad  pleased  the  leisure  of  his 
earlier  youth  were  tedious  and  fiat  to 
one  snatched  from  bo  mighty  a  career. 
His  hound  lay  idle  at  his  feet,  his 
falcon  took  holiday  on  the  perch,  his 
jester  was  banished  to  the  page's 
table.  —  Behold  the  repose  of  this 
great  unlettered  spirit!  But  while 
his  mind  was  thus  debarred  from  its 
native  sphere,  all  tended  to  pamper 
Lord    Warwick's   infirmity  of  pride 
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The  ungrateful  Edward  might  forget 
him ;  but  the  king  seemed  to  stand 
ilone  in  that  oblivion.  The  mightiest 
peers,  the  most  renowned  knights 
gathered  to  his  hall.  Middleham,  not 
Windsor,  nor  Sheue,  nor  Westmin- 
ster, nor  the  Tower,  seemed  the  Codrt 
of  England.  As  the  Last  of  the 
Barons  paced  his  terrace,  far  as  his 
eye  could  reach  his  broad  domains 
extended,  studded  with  villages,  and 
towns,  and  castles,  swarming  with  his 
retainers.  The  whole  country  seemed 
in  mourning  for  his  absence.  The 
name  of  Warwick  was  in  all  men's 
mouths,  and  not  a  group  gathered  in 
marketplace  or  hostel,  but  what  the 
minstrel  who  had  some  ballad  in 
praise  of  the  stout  earl  found  a  rapt 
and  thrilling  audience. 

"  And  is  the  river  of  my  life,"  mut- 
tered Warwick,  "  shrunk  into  this 
stagnant  pool  !  Happy  the  man  who 
hath  never  known- what  it  is  to  taste 
of  Fame — to  have  it  is  a  purgatory, 
to  want  it  is  a  hell !" 

Wrapped  in  this  gloomy  self-com- 
mune, he  heard  not  the  light  step  that 
sought  his  side,  till  a  tender  arm  was 
thrown  around  him,  and  a  face,  in 
which  sweet  temper  and  pure  thought 
had  preserved  to  matronly  beauty  all 
the  bloom  of  youth,  looked  upsmilingly 
to  his  own. 

"  My  Lord — my  Richard,"  said  the 
countess,  "why  didst  thou  steal  so 
churlishly  from  me  ?  Hath  there, 
alas  !  come  a  time  when  thou  deemest 
me  unworthy  to  share  thy  thoughts, 
or  soothe  thy  troubles  ?" 

"  Fond  one !  no,"  said  Warwick, 
drawing  the  form  still  light,  though 
rounded,  nearer  to  his  bosom.  "  For 
nineteen  jears  hast  thou  been  to  me 
a  leal  and  loving  wife.  Thou  Wert  a 
child  on  our  wedding-day,  mamie, 
and  I  but  a  beardless  youth  ;  yet  wise 
enough  was  I  then  to  see,  at  the  first 
glance  of  thy  blue  eye,  that  there  was 
more  treasure  in  thy  heart  than  in  all 
the  lordships  thy  hand  bestowed." 


"  My  Richard  !  "  murmured  the 
countess,  and  her  tears  of  grateful 
delight  fell  on  the  hand  she  kissed. 

"  Yes,  let  us  recall  those  early  and 
sweet  days,"  continued  Warwick,  with 
a  tenderness  of  voice  and  manner  that 
strangers  might  have  marvelled  at,  for- 
getting how  tenderness  is  almost  ever 
a  part  of  such  peculiar  manliness  of 
character — "  yes,  sit  we  here  under 
this  spacious  elm,  and  think  that  our 
youth  has  come  back  to  us  once  more. 
For  verily,  m'amie,  nothing  in  life  has 
ever  been  so  fair  to  me,  as  those  days 
when  we  stood  hand  in  hand  on  its 
threshold,  and  talked,  boy-bridegroom 
and  child-bride  as  we  were,  of  the 
morrow  that  lay  beyond." 

"  Ah,  Richard,  even  in  those  days 
thy  ambition  sometimes  vexed  my 
woman  vanity,  and  showed  me  that 
I  could  never  be  all  in  all  to  so  large 
a  heart ! " 

"  Ambition  !  No,  thou  mistakest 
— Montagu  is  ambitious,  I  but  proud. 
Montagu  ever  seeks  to  be  higher  than 
he  is,  I  but  assert  the  right  to  be  what 
I  am  and  have  been  ;  and  my  pride, 
sweet  wife,  is  a  part  of  my  love  fox 
thee.  It  is  thy  title,  Heiress  of  War- 
wick, and  not  my  father's,  that  I 
bear ;  thy  badge,  and  not  the  Ne- 
vile's,  which  I  have  made  the  symbol 
of  my  power.  Shame,  indeed,  on  my 
knighthood,  if  the  fairest  dame  iu 
England  could  not  justify  my  pride  ! 
Ah !  belle  amie,  why  have  we  not  a 
son  ? " 

"  Peradventure,  fair  lord,"  said  the 
countess,  with  an  arch,  yet  half-me- 
lancholy smile,  "because  that  pride  or 
ambition,  name  it  as  thou  wilt,  which 
thou  excusest  so  gallantly,  would  be- 
come too  insatiate  and  limitless,  if 
thou  sawest  a  male  heir  to  thy  great- 
ness ;  and  God,  perhaps,  warns  thee 
that,  spread  and  increase  as  thou 
wilt, — yea,  until  half  our  native  coun- 
try becometh  as  the  manor  of  one 
man — all  must  pass  from  the  Beau- 
champ    and    the    Nevile    into    new 
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houses  ;  th)  glory,  indeed,  an  eternal 
heirloom,  but  only  lo  thy  land  thy 
lordships  and  thy  wealth  melting  into 
the  dowry  of  a  daughter." 

"At  least,  no  king  hath  daughters 
60 downed,"  answered  Warwick;  "and 
though  I  disdain  for  myself  the  hard 
vassalage  of  a  throne,  yet,  if  the  chan- 
nel  of  our  blood  must  pass  into  other 
streams — into  nothing  meaner  than 
the  veins  of  royalty  should  it  merge." 
He  paused  a  moment,  and  added, 
with  a  sigh — "  Would  that  Clarence 
were  more  worthy  Isabel  !  " 

"  Nay,"  said  the  countess,  gently, 
"he  lovcth  her  as  she  merits.  He  is 
comely,  brave,  gracious,  and  learned." 

"A  pest  upon  that  learning — it 
sicklies  and  womanisea  men's  minds  !" 
exclaimed  Warwick,  bluntly.  "  Per- 
haps it  is  his  learning  that  I  am  to 
thank  for  George  of  Clarence's  fears. 
and  doubts,  and  calculations,  and 
scruples.  His  brother  forbids  his 
marriage  with  any  English  donzell, 
for  Edward  dares  not  specialise  what 
alone  he  dreads.  His  letters  burn 
with  love,  and  his  actions  freeze  with 
doubts.  It  was  not  thus  I  loved  thee, 
sweetheart.  By  all  the  saints  in  the 
calendar,  had  Henry  V.,  or  the  Lion 
Kichard  started  from  the  tomb  t<>  for 
bid  me  thy  hand,  it  would  but  have 
made  me  a  hotter  lover!  Howbeit 
Clarence  shall  decide  ere  the  moon 
wanes,  and  but  for  Isabel's  tears  and 
thy  entreaties,  my  father's  grandchild 
should  not  have  waited  thus  long  the 
coming  of  so  hesitating  a  wooer.  But 
lo,  our  darlings !  Anne  hath  thine 
eyes,  m'amie  ,  and  she  groweth  more 
into  my  heart  every  day,  since  daily 
she  more  favours  thee." 

While  he  thus  spoke,  the  fair  sisters 
came  lightly  and  gaily  up  the  terrace: 
the  arm  of  the  statelier  Isabel  was 
twined  round  Anne's  slender  waist; 
and  as  they  came  forward  in  that 
gentle  link,  with  their  lithesome  and 
bounding  step,  a  happier  blending 
of  contrasted  beauty  wae   never  seen. 


[The  months  that  had  passed  since 
the  sisters  were  presented  first  to  the 

i  reader  had  little  changed  the  superb 
and  radiant   loveliness  of  Isabel,  but 

|  had  added  surprisingly  to  the  attrac- 
tions of  Anne.  Her  form  was  more 
rounded,  her  bloom  more  ripened, 
and  though  something  of  timidity 
and  bashfulness  still  lingered  about 
the  urace  of  her  movements  and  the 
glance  of  her  dove  like  eye,  the  more 
earnest  thoughts  of  the  awakening 
woman  gave  sweet  intelligence  to  her 
countenance,  ami  that  divinest  of  all 
attractions — the  touching  and  con- 
scious modesty  to  the  shy,  but  tender 
smile — and  the  blush  that  so  came  and 
went,  so  went  and  came,  that  it  stirred 
the  heart  with  a  sort  of  delighted  pity 
for  one  so  evidently  susceptible  to 
every  emotion  of  pleasure  and  of  pain. 
Life  seemed  too  rough  a  thing  for  so 
soft  a  nature,  and  gazing  on  her,  one 
sighed  to  guess  her  future. 

"  And  what  brings  ye  hither,  young 
truants ! "  said  the  earl,  as  Anne, 
leaving  her  sister,  clung  lovingly  to 
his  side,  (for  it  was  ever  her  habit  to 
cling  to  some  one,)  while  Isabel  kissed 
her  mother's  hand,  and  then  stood 
before  her  parents,  colouring  deeply, 
and  with  downcast  eyes.  "  What 
brings  ye  hither,  whom  I  left  so  latoly 
deep  engaged  in  the  loom,  upon  the 
helmet  of  Goliath,  with  my  burgonot 
before  you  as  a  sample  ?  Wife,  you 
are  to  blame — our  room  of  state  will 
be  arrasless  for  the  next  three  gene- 
rations, if  these  rosy  fingers  are  suf- 
fered thus  to  play  the  idlers." 

"  My  father,"  whispered  Anne, 
"guests  are  on  their  way  hither, — a 
noble  cavalcade ;  you  note  them  not 
from  this  part  of  the  battlements,  but 
from  our  turret  it  was  fair  to  see  how 
their  plumes  and  banners  shone  in  the 
setting  sun." 

"  Guests  ! "  echoed  the  earl ;  "  well, 
is  that  so  rare  an  honour,  that  youi 
hearts  should  beal  like  village  girls  at 

a  holiday!      Ah,  Isabel!   look  at   her 
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blushes.  Is  it  George  of  Clarence  at 
last?    Is  it]" 

"  We  see  the  Duke  of  Gloucester's 
cognizance,"  whispered  Anne,  "  and 
our  own  Nevile  Bull.  Perchance  our 
cousin  George,  also,  may " 

Here  she  was  interrupted  by  the 
sound  of  the  warder's  horn,  followed 
a  moment  after  by  the  roar  of  one  of 
the  bombards  on  the  keep. 

"  At  least,"  said  Warwick,  his  face 
lighting  up,  "that  signal  announces 
the  coming  of  king's  blood.     We  must 


honour  it, — for  it  is  our  own.  We  wiL 
go  forth  and  meet  our  guests — your 
hand,  countess." 

And  gravely  and  silently,  and  in 
deep,  but  no  longer  gloomy  thought, 
Warwick  descended  from  the  terrace, 
followed  by  the  fair  sisters ;  and  who 
that  could  have  looked  upon  that 
princely  pair,  and  those  lovely  and 
radiant  children,  could  have  foreseen, 
that  in  that  hour,  Fate,  in  tempting 
the  earl  once  more  to  action,  was  busy 
on  their  doom  1 


CHAPTER  II. 


COUNCILS    AND    MUSINGS. 


The  lamp  shone  through  the  lattice 
of  Warwick's  chamber  at  the  unwonted 
hour  of  midnight,  and  tho  earl  was 
still  in  deep  commune  with  his  guests. 
The  archbishop,  whom  Edward, 
alarmed  by  the  state  of  the  country, 
and  the  disaffection  of  his  barons,  had 
reluctantly  commissioned  to  mediate 
with  Warwick,  was,  as  we  have  before 
said,  one  of  those  men  peculiar  to  the 
early  Church.  There  was  nothing 
more  in  the  title  of  Archbishop  of 
York  than  in  that  of  the  Bishop  of 
Osnaburg,  (borne  by  the  royal  son  of 
George  III.,*)  to  prevent  him  who 
enjoyed  it  from  leading  armies,  guid- 
ing states,  or  indulging  pleasure.  But 
beneath  the  coxcombry  of  George 
Nevile,  which  was  what  he  shared 
most  in  common  with  the  courtiers  of 
the  laity,  there  lurked  a  true  ecclesi- 
as tic's  mind.  He  would  have  made, 
in  later  times,  an  admirable  Jesuit, 
and  no  doubt,  in  his  own  time,*a  very 
brilliant  pope.  His  objects  in  his 
present  mission  were  clear  and  per- 
spicuous, any  breach  between  Warwick 
and  the  king  must  necessarily  weaken 

•  The  late  Duke  of  York. 


his  own  position,  and  the  power  of 
his  house  was  essential  to  all  his 
views.  The  object  if  Gloucester  in 
his  intercession,  was  less  defined,  but 
not  less  personal :  in  smoothing  the 
way  to  his  brother's  marriage  with 
Isabel,  he  removed  all  apparent  obsta- 
cle to  his  own  with  Anne.  And  it  is 
probable  that  Richard,  who,  whatever 
his  crimes,  was  far  from  inaccessible  to 
affection,  might  have  really  loved  his 
early  playmate,  even  while  his  ambi- 
tion calculated  the  wealth  of  the  baro- 
nies that  would  swell  the  dower  of  the 
heiress,  and  gild  the  barren  coronet  of 
his  duchy.* 

"  God's  truth  ! "  said  Warwick,  as 
he  lifted  his  eyes  from  the  scroll  in  the 
king's  writing,  "ye  know  well,  princely 
cousin,  and  thou,  my  brother,  ye  know 
well  how  dearly  I  have  loved  King 
Edward  ;  and  the  mother's  milk  over- 
flows my  heart,  when  I  read  these 
gentle  and  tender  words,  which  he 
deigns  to   bestow  upon  his  servant. 


*  Majerus,  the  Flemish  Chronicler,  quoted 
hy  Bucke  (Life  of  Kichiird  III.),  mentions 
the  early  attachment  of  Richard  to  Anne. 
They  were  much  together,  as  childien,  at 
Middleham. 
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My  blood  is  hasty  and  over  hot,  but  ;i 
kind  thought  from  those  I  love  puts 
out  much  tire.  Sith  he  thus  beseeches 
me  to  return  to  his  councils,  I  \\  ill  not 
be  sullen  enough  to  hold  back  ;  but, 
oh.  Prince  Richard !  is  it  indeed  a 
matter  past  all  consideration  that  your 
sister,  the  Lady  Margaret,  must  wed 
with  the  Duke  of  Burgundj  I" 

"  Warwick,"  replied  the  prince, 
"  thou  mayst  know  that  I  never 
boked  with  favour  on  that  alliance; 
that  when  Clarence  bore  the  Bastard's 
helmet,  I  withheld  my  countenance 
from  the  Bastard's  presence.  I  in- 
curred Edward's  anger  by  refusing  to 
attend  his  court  while  the  Count  de 
la  Roche  was  his  guest.  And  there 
fore  you  may  trust  me  when  I  say  qow 
that  Edward,  alter  promises,  however 
rash,  most  solemn  and  binding,  is  dis- 
honoured for  ever  if  be  break  oil'  the 
contract.  New  circumstance-,  too, 
have  arisen,  to  make  what  were  dis- 
honour, danger  also.  By  the  death 
of  his  father,  Charolois  has  succeeded 
to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy's  diadem. 
Thou  know  est  his  warlike  temper,  and 
though  in  a  contest  popular  in  Eng- 
land we  need  fear  no  foe,  yet  thou 
kno  est  also  that  no  subsidies  could 
be  raised  for  strife  with  our  most  pro- 
fitable commercial  ally.  Wherefore, 
we  earnestly  implore  thee  magnani- 
mously to  forgive  th  -  past,  accept 
Edward's  assurance  of  repentance,  and 
be  thy  thought— as  it  has  been  ever — 
the  weal  of  our  common  country." 

"  I  may  add,  a!>o,"  said  the  arch- 
bishop, observing  how  much  Warwick 
ached  and  softened — "that  in 
returning  to  the  helm  of  state,  our 
gnicious  king  permits  me  to  say,  that, 
F/ire  only  in  the  alliance  with  Bur- 
gundy, which  touchetb  his  plight*  d 
word,  yon  have  full  liberty  to  name 
conditions,  and  to  ask  whatev< 
or  power  a  monarch  ran  bestow." 

"  I  nume  none  but  my  prill 
fidencc,"    said    Warwick,    generously, 

'  in  that,  all  else    is    given,   and    in 


return  for  that,  I  will  make  the  great 
est  sacrifice  that  my  nature  knovveth, 
or  can  conceive — I  will  mortify  my 
familiar  demon — I  will  subdue  my 
Piude.  If  Edward  can  convince  me 
that  it  is  for  the  good  of  England  that 
hissister  should  wed  with  mine  anticnt 
and  bitter  foe.  I  will  myself  do  honour 
to  his  choice.  But  of  this  hereafter. 
Enough,  now  that  I  forget  past  wrongs 
in  present  favour ;  and  that  for  peace 
or  war,  I  return  to  the  side  of  that 
man  whom  I  loved  as  my  son,  before 
I  served  him  as  my  king." 

Neither  Richard  nor  the  archbishop 
was  prepared  for  a  conciliation  so 
facile,  for  neither  quite  understood 
that  peculiar  magnanimity  which 
often  belongs  to  avebemenl  and  hasty 
temper,  and  which  is  as  eager  to  for- 
give as  prompt  to  take  offence — 
which,  ever  in  extremes,  is  not  con- 
tented with  anything  short  of  fiery 
aggression,  or  trustful  generosity — 
and  where  it  once  pa«ses  over  an 
offence,  seeks  to  oblige  the  offender. 
So,  when,  after  some  further  conversa- 
tion on  the  state  of  the  country,  the 
carl  lighted  Gloucester  to  his  cham- 
ber, the  young  prince  said  to  himself, 
musingly  : — 

''Does  ambition  besot  and  blind 
men? — or  can  Warwick  think  that 
Edward  can  ever  view  him  but  as  one 
to  be  destroyed  when  the  hour  is 
ripe  I" 

by,  who  was  the  duke's  cham- 
berlain, was  in  attendance,  as  the 
prince  unrobed. — "A  noble  castle 
this,"  said  the  duke,  ''and  one  in  the 
midst  of  a  warlike  population — our 
own  countrymen  of  York." 

"  It  would  be  no  mean  addition  tc 
the  dowry  of  the  Lady  Isabel,"  said 
t'ateslA,  with  his  bland,  false  smile. 

" Methinks  rather  that  the  lord- 
-liips   of  Salisbury,    (and    this    is  the' 

pass    to   the    Lady    Ami' 
Richard,   musingly.      "  No,    Edward 
mprudent  to  Buffer  tin-  Btrong 
hold    to     fall    to    the    next     heir    tc 
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his  throne.  Marked  you  the  Lady 
A  nne  —  her  beauty  is  most  excel- 
lent." 

"Truly  your  highness,"  answered 
Catesby,  unsuspiciously,  "  the  Lady 
Isabel  seems  to  me  the  taller  and  the 
statelier." 


"  When  man's  merit  and  woman'i 
beauty  are  measured  by  the  ell, 
Catesby,  Anne  will  certainly  be  le/ss 
fair  than  Isabel,  and  Richard  a  dolt 
compared  to  Clarence.  Open  the 
casement — my  dressing  robe — good 
night  to  you  ' " 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE    SISTERS. 


The  next  morning  at  an  hour  when 
modern  beauty  falls  into  its  first 
sickly  sleep,  Isabel  and  Anne  con- 
versed on  the  same  terrace,  and  near 
the  same  spot  which  had  witnessed 
their  father's  meditations  the  day 
before.  They  were  seated  on  a  rude 
bench  in  an  angle  of  the  wall,  flanked 
by  a  low  heavy  bastion.  And  from 
the  parapet  their  gaze  might  have 
wandered  over  a  goodly  sight,  for  on 
a  broad  space,  covered  with  sand  and 
sawdust,  within  the  vast  limits  of  the 
castle  range,  the  numerous  knights, 
and  youths  who  sought  apprentice- 
ship in  arms  and  gallantry  under  the 
earl,  were  engaged  in  those  martial 
sports  which  falling  elsewhere  into 
disuse,  the  Last  of  the  Barons  king- 
lily  maintained.  There,  boys  of  four- 
teen, on  their  small  horses,  ran 
against  each  other  witli  blunted  lances. 
There,  those  of  more  advanced  adoles- 
cence, each  following  the  other  in  a 
circle,  rode  at  the  ring ;  sometimes 
(at  the  word  of  command  from  an  old 
knight  who  hail  fought  at  Agincourt, 
and  was  the  preceptor  in  these  valiant 
studies,)  leaping  from  their  horses  at 
full  speed,  and  again  vaulting  into 
the  saddle.  A  few  grim  old  warriors 
sate  by  to  censure  or  applaud.  Most 
skilled  among  the  younger,  was  the 
son  of  the  Lord  Montagu,  among  the 
maturer,  the  name  of  Marmaduke 
Nevile  was  the  most  often   shouted. 


If  the  eye  turned  to  the  left,  through 
the  Barbican  might  be  seen  flocks  of 
beeves  entering  to  supply  the  mighty 
larder;  and  at  a  smaller  postern,  a 
dark  crowd  of  mendicant  friars,  and 
the  more  destitute  poor  waited  for 
their  daily  crumbs  from  the  rich  man's 
table.  What  need  of  a  poor  law 
then !  the  baron  and  the  abbot  made 
the  parish !  But  not  on  these  evi- 
dences of  wealth  and  state  turned  the 
eyes — so  familiar  to  them,  that  they 
woke  no  vanity,  and  roused  no  pride. 

With  downcast  looks  and  a  pouting 
lip,  Isabel  listened  to  the  silver  voice 
of  Anne. 

"  Dear  si>ter,  be  just  to  Clarence. 
He  cannot  openly  defy  his  king  and 
brother.  Believe  that  he  would  have 
accompanied  our  uncle  and  cousin 
had  he  not  deemed  that  their  media- 
tion would  be  more  welcome,  at  least 
to  King  Edward,  without  his  pre- 
sence." 

"  But  not  a  letter — not  a  line  !" 

"  Yet  when  I  think  of  it,  Isabel, 
are  we  sure  that  he  even  knew  of  the 
visit  of  the  archbishop  and  his  bro- 
ther]" 

"  How  could  he  fail  to  know  1" 

"  The  Duke  of  Gloucester,  last 
evening,  told  me  that  the  king  had 
sent  him  southward." 

"  Was  it  about  Clarence  that  the 
duke  whispered  to  thee  so  softly  by 
the  oriel  window  \" 
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"Surely,  yes!"  said  Anne,  simply. 
"  Was  not  Richard  as  a  brother  to  us 
when  we  played  as  children  on  yon 
greensward  )" 

"  Never  as  a  brother  to  me — never 
was  Richard  of  Gloucester  one  whom 
I  could  think  of  without  fear,  and 
even  loathing,"  answered  Isabel, 
quickly. 

It  was  at  this  turn  in  the  conver- 
sation that  the  noiseless  step  of  Rich- 
ard himself  neared  the  spot,  and 
hearing  his  own  name  thus  discour- 
teously treated,  he  paused,  screened 
from  their  eyes  by  the  bastion,  in  the 
angle. 

"  Nay,  nay,  sister,"  said  Anne ; 
"what  is  there  in  Richard  that  mis- 
beseems  his  princely  birth?" 

"  I  know  not,  but  there  is  no  youth 
in  hia  eye  and  in  his  heart.  Even  as 
a  child  he  had  the  hard  will  and  the 
cold  craft  of  grey  hairs.  Pray  St. 
Mary  you  give  me  not  Gloucester  for 
a  brother!" 

Anne  sighed  and  smiled — "Ah 
no,"  she  said,  after  a  short  pause — 
"  when  thou  art  Princess  of  Clarence, 
may  I " 

".May  thou,  what?" 

"  Pray  for  thee  and  thine  in  the 
house  of  God !  Ah  !  thou  knowest 
not,  sweet  Isabel,  how  often  at  morn 
and  eve  mine  eyes  and  heart  turn  to 
the  spires  of  yonder  convent !  "  she 
rose  as  she  said  this,  her  lip  quivered, 
and  she  moved  on  in  the  opposite 
direction  to  that  in  which  Richard 
stood,  still  unseen,  and  no  longer 
nrithin  his  hearing.  Isabel  rose  also, 
and  hastening  after  her,  threw  her 
arms  round  Anne's  neck,  and  kissed 
away  the  tears  that  stood  in  those 
meek  eyes. 

"  My  Bister— my  Anne  !  Ah  !  trust 
in  me,  thou  hast  some  secret,  I  know 
it.  well — I  have  long  seen  it.  Is  it 
pro  ible  thai  thou  canst  have  placed 
thy  heart,  thy  pure  love  —  thou 
blushesl  I  Ab  I  Anne,  Anne  '  thou 
canst  not  have  loved  beneath  thee." 


"  Nay,"  said  Anne,  with  a  spark  of 
her  ancestral  fire  lighting  her  meek 
eyes  through  its  tears,  "not  beneath 
me,  but  above.  What  do  I  say ! 
Isabel,  ask  me  no  more.  Enough 
that  it  is  a  folly— a  dream — and  that 
I  could  smile  with  pity  at  myself,  to 
think  from  what  light  causes  love  and 
grief  can  spring." 

"  Above  thee  ! "  repeated  Isabel,  in 
amaze,  "  and  who  in  England  is  above 
the  daughter  of  Earl  Warwick  ?  Not 
Richard  of  Gloucester  ?  if  so,  pardon 
my  foolish  tongue." 

"  No,  not  Richard — though  I  feel 
kindly  towards  him,  and  his  sweet 
voice  soothes  me  when  I  listen — not 
Richard.     Ask  no  more." 

"Oh,  Anne — speak  —  speak! — we 
are  not  both  so  wretched.  Thou 
lovest  not  Clarence  ?  It  is — it  must 
be!" 

"  Canst  thou  think  me  so  false  and 
treacherous — a  heart  pledged  to  thee? 
Clarence  !     Oh  no  !  " 

"  But  who  then — who  then  ? "  said 
Isabel,  still  suspiciously ;  "  nay,  if 
thou  wilt  not  speak,  blame  thyself  if 
I  must  still  wrong  thee." 

Thus  appealed  to,  and  wounded  to 
the  quick  by  Isabel's  tor.a  and  eye, 
Anne  at  last,  with  a  \«,rong  effort, 
suppressed  her  tears,  and,  taking  her 
sister's  hand,  said  in  a  voice  of  touch- 
ing solemnity — "  Promise,  then,  that 
the  secret  shall  be  ever  holy;  and, 
since  I  know  that  it  will  move  thine 
anger — perhaps  thy  scorn — strive  to 
forget  what  1  will  confess  to  thee." 

Isabel  for  answer  pressed  her  lips 
on  the  hand  she  held  ;  and  the  sisters, 
turning  under  the  shadow  of  a  long 
row  of  venerable  onks.  placed  them- 
selves on  a  little  mound,  fragrant  with 
the  violets  of  spring.  A  different  part 
of  the  landscape  beyond  was  now 
brought  in  view  ;—  calmly  Blept  in  the 
valley  the  roofs  of  the  subject  town  of 
Middleham — calmly  flowed  through 
I  ii-  p  i  ■  :.:■  the  ii".''  li  38  waves  oi 
L're.      Leaning   on     Isabel's    bosom. 
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Anne  thus  spake,  "  Call  to  mind, 
sweet  sister,  that  short  breathing- 
time  in  the  horrors  of  the  Civil  War 
when  a  brief  peace  was  made  between 
our  father  and  Queen  Margaret.  We 
were  left  in  the  palace — mere  children 
that  we  were  — to  play,  with  the  young 
prince,  and  the  children  in  Margaret's 
train." 

"  I  remember." 

"  And  I  was  unwell,  and  timid,  and 
kept  aloof  from  the  sports  with  a  girl 
of  my  own  years,  whom  I  think — see 
how  faithful  my  memory  !  —  they 
called  Sibyll ;  and  Prince  Edward, 
Henry's  son,  stealing  from  the  rest, 
sought  me  out ;  and  we  sate  together, 
or  walked  together  alone,  apart  from 
all,  that  day  and  the  few  days  we  were 
his  mother's  guests.  Oh!  if  you  could 
have  seen  him  and  heard  him  then — 
so  beautiful,  so  gentle,  so  wise  beyond 
his  years,  and  yet  so  sweetly  sad  ;  and 
when  we  parted,  he  bade  me  ever  love 
him,  and  placed  his  ring  on  my  finger, 
and  wept,— as  we  kissed  each  other, 
as  children  will." 

"  Children  !  —  ye  were  infants  !  " 
exclaimed  Isabel,  whose  wonder 
seemed  increased  by  this  simple 
tale. 

"  Infant  though  I  was,  I  felt  as  if 
my  heart  would  break  when  I  left 
him  ;  and  then  the  wars  ensued  ;  and 
do  you  not  remember  how  ill  I  was, 
and  like  to  die,  when  our  house  tri- 
umphed, and  the  prince  and  heir  of 
Lancaster  was  driven  into  friendless 
exile?  From  that  hour  my  fate  was 
fixed.  Smile  if  you  please  at  such 
infant  folly,  but  children  often  feci 
more  deeply  than  later  years  can 
weet  of." 

"My  sister,  this  is  indeed  a.wilful 
invention  of  sorrow  for  thine  own 
scourge.  Why,  ere  this,  believe  me, 
the  boy-prince  hath  forgotten  thy  very 
name." 

"  Not  so,  Isabel,"  said  Anne,  colour- 
ing, and  quickly,  "  and  perchance,  did 
all  rest  here,  I  might  have  outgrown 


my  weakness.  But  last  year,  when 
we  were  at  Rouen  with  my  father — " 

'  Weill" 

"  One  evening,  on  entering  mj 
chamber,  I  found  a  packet— how  left 
I  know  not,  but  the  French  king  and 
his  suite,  thou  rememberest,  made  our 
house  almost  their  home — and  in  this 
packet  was  a  picture,  and  on  its  back 
these  words,  '  Forget  not  the  exile,  who 
remembers  thee  ! '  " 

"  And  that  picture  was  Prince 
Edward's'*" 

Anne  blushed,  and  her  bosom 
heaved  beneath  the  slender  and  high- 
laced  gorget.  After  a  pause,  looking 
round  her,  she  drew  forth  a  small 
miniature,  which  lay  on  the  heart 
that  beat  thus  sadly,  and  placed  it  in 
her  sister's  hands. 

"  You  see  I  deceive  you  not,  Isabel. 
And  is  not  this  a  fair  excuse  for — " 

She  stopped  short,  her  modest  na- 
ture shrinking  from  comment  upon 
the  mere  beauty  that  might  have  won 
the  heart. 

And  fair  indeed  was  the  face  upon 
which  Isabel  gazed  admiringly,  in 
spite  of  the  stiff  and  rude  art  of  the 
limner ;  full  of  the  fire  and  energy 
which  characterised  the  countenance 
of  the  mother,  but  with  a  tinge  of 
the  same  profound  and  inexpressible 
melancholy  that  nave  its  charm  to  the 
pensive  features  of  Henry  VI. — a  face, 
indeed,  to  fascinate  a  young  eye,  even 
if  not  associated  with  such  remem- 
brances of  romance  and  pity. 

Without  saying  a  word,  Isabel  gave 
back  the  picture,  but  she  pressed  the 
iiand  that  took  it,  and  Anne  was  con- 
tented to  interpret  the  silence  into 
sympathy. 

"And  now  you  know  why  I  havo 
so  often  incurred  your  anger — by 
compassion  for  the  adherents  of  Lan- 
caster; and  for  this,  also,  Richard  of 
Gloucester  hath  been  endeared  to  me; 
— for  fierce  and  stern  as  he  may  be 
called,  he  hath  over  been  gentle  in  his 
mediation  for  that  unhappy  House." 
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••  tfecause  It  is  his  policy  to  be  well 
nt'ii  all  parties.  My  poor  Anne,  I 
cannot  bid  you  hope ;  and  yet,  should 
1  ever  wed  with  Clarence,  it  may  be 
possible  —  that — that  —  but  you  in 
turn  will  chide  me  for  ambition." 

"  How  >■■ 

"  Clarence  is  heir  to  the  throne  of 
tugland,  for  King  Edward  has  no 
male  children ;  and  the  hour  may 
arrive  when  the  son  of  Henry  of 
Windsoi  may  return  to  his  native 
laud,  not  as  sovereign,  but  as  Duke 
of  Lancaster,  and  thy  hand  may  re- 
concile hiin  to  the  loss  of  a  crown." 

"  Would  love  reconcile  thee  to  such 
&  loss,  proud  Isabel  '"said  Anne. shak- 
ing her  head  and  smiling  mournfully. 

"No,"  answered  Isabel,  emphati- 
cally. 

"  And  are  men  less  haught  than 
we  i"  said  Anne.  "Ah!  I  know  not 
if  I  could  love  him  so  well  could  he 
resign  his  rights,  or  even  could  he 
regain  them.  It  is  his  position  that 
gives  him  a  holiness  in  my  eyes.  And 
this  love,  that  must  be  hopeless,  is 
half  pity  and  half  respect." 

At  this  moment  a  loud  shout  arose 
from  the  youths  in  the  yard,  or  sport- 
ing ground,  below,  and  the  sisters, 
startled,  and  looking  up,  saw  that  the 
sound  was  occasioned  by  the  sigh!  of 
the  young  Duke  of  Gloucester,  who 
was  standing  on  the  parapet  near  the 
bench  the  demoiselles  had  quitted, 
and  who  acknowledged  the  greeting 
by  a  wave  of  his  plumed  cap  and  a 
lowly  bend  of  his  head;  at  the  same 
time  the  figures  of  Warwick  and  the 
archbishop,  seemingly  in  earnest  con- 
versation, appeared  at  the  end  of  the 
terrace.  The  sisters  rose  hastily,  and 
would  have  stolen  away,  but  the  arch- 
bishop   caught    a    glimpse    of    their 

iu'uo,  a...,  I'm aiouu  to  mem,    1  oe 

reverent  obedience,  at  that  day.  of 
youth  to  relations,  lefl  tin-  Bisters  n<> 
option  but  to  advance  towards  their 
uncie,  which  they  did  with  demure 
itiuclance. 


'•  Fair  brother,"  said  the  ar<!i> 
bishop,  "  I  would  that  Gloucester 
were  to  have  my  stately  niece  instead 
of  the  gaudy  Clarence." 

"  Wherefore?" 

"  Because  he  can  protect  those  he 
loves,  and  Clarence  will  ever  need  a 
protector." 

"  I  like  George  not  the  less  fot 
that,"  said  Warwick,  "  for  I  would 
not  have  my  son-in-law  my  master." 

"  Master!"  echoed  the  archbishop, 
laughing,  "  the  soldan  of  Babylon  him- 
self, were  he  your  son-in-law,  would 
find  Lord  Warwick  a  tolerably  stub- 
born servant !" 

"  And  yet,"  said  Warwick,  also 
laughing,  but  with  a  franker  tone, 
"  beshrew  me.  but  much  as  1  approve 
young  Gloucester,  and  deem  him  the 
hope  of  the  House  of  York,  I  never 
feel  sure,  when  we  are  of  the  same 
mind,  whether  I  agree  with  him,  or 
whether  he  leadeth  me.  Ah,  George  ! 
Isabel  should  have  wedded  the  king, 
and  then  Edward  and  I  would  have 
had  a  sweet  mediator  in  all  our  quar- 
rels. But  not  so  hath  it  been  de- 
creed." 

There  was  a  pausei 

"  Note  how  Gloucester  steals  to  the 
side  of  Anne.  Thou  mayst  have  him 
for  a  son-in-law,  though  no  rival  to 
Clarence.  Montagu  hath  hinted  that 
the  duke  so  aspires." 

"He  has  his  father's  face — well," 
said  the  earl,  softly.  "  But  yet,"  he 
added,  in  an  altered  and  reflective 
tone,  "the  boy  is  to  me  a  riddle. 
That  he  will  be  bold  in  battle  and 
wise  in  council  I  foresee ;  but  would 
he  had  more  of  a  young  man's 
honest  follies!  There  is  a  medium 
between  Edward's  wantonness  and 
Richard's  sanctimony ;  ami  he  who 
in  tne  ney-day  of  youth's  blood  scowls 
alike  upon  sparkling  wine  and  unit- 
ing woman,  mav  hide  in  his  heart 
darker  and  more  sinful    fancies.      HlM 

To  on  me!   I  »ill  not  wrongful l>  m>s- 

trust  his  lather's  son.      Thou  sno.tcst 
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of  Montagu  ;  he  seems  to  have  heen 
mighty  cold  to  his  brother's  wrongs 
— ever  at  the  court — ever  sleek  with 
Villein  and  Woodville." 

"  But  the  better  to  watch  thy  in- 
terests ;— I  so  counselled  him." 

"  A  priest's  counsel !  Hate  frankly 
or  love  freely  is  a  knight's  and  sol- 
dier's motto.  A  murrain  on  all  dou- 
ble-dealing ! " 

The  archbishop  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  and  applied  to  his  nostril  a 
small  pouncet-box  of  dainty  essences. 

"  Come  hither,  my  haughty  Isabel," 
said  the  prelate,  as  the  demoiselles 
now  drew  neaxT""He  placed  his  niece's 
arm  within  his  own,  and  took  her 
aside  to  talk  of  Clarence.  Richard 
remained  with  Anne,  and  the  young 


cousins  were  joined  by  Warwick.  Th«* 
earl  noted  in  silence  the  soft  address 
of  the  eloquent  prince,  and  his  eW 
dent   desire   to   please   Anne.    And, 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  although  he 
had  hitherto  regarded  Richard  with, 
admiration  and  affection,  and  altbouah 
his  pride  for  both  daughters  coveted 
I  alliances  not  less  than  royal,  yet.  in 
j  contemplating  Gloucester  for  the  first 
I  time  as   a    probable    suitor    to    his 
'  daughter,  (and  his  favourite  daugh- 
1  ter,)  the  anxiety  of  a  father  sharpened 
!  his  penetration,  and  placed  the  cha- 
racter of  Richard .  before   him  in  a 
!  different  point  from  that  in  which  he 
had  hitherto  looked  only  on  the  fear- 
I  less  heart  and  accomplished  wit  of  his 
I  royal  godson. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    DESTRIER. 


It  was  three  days  afterwards  that 
the  earl,  as,  according  to  custom, 
Anne  knelt  to  him  for  his  morning 
blessing  in  the  oratory,  where  the 
Christian  baron  at  matins  and  vespers 
offered  up  his  simple  worship,  drew 
her  forth  into  the  air,  and  said, 
abruptly  — 

"  Wouldst  thou  be  happy  if  Richard 
of  Gloucester  were  thy  betrothed?" 

Anne  started,  and  with  more  viva- 
city than  usually  belonged  to  her, 
exclaimed,  "  0  no,  my  father!" 

"  This  is  no  maiden's  silly  coyness, 
Anne]  It  is  a  plain  yea  or  nay  that  I 
ask  from  thee ! " 

"  Kay,  then,"  answered  Anne',  en- 
couraged by  her  father's  tone — "  nay, 
it  it  so  please  you." 

"It  doth  please  me,"  said  the  earl, 
tfwrt.ly;  and  after  a  pause,  be  added, 
'•  i *•».  I  am  well  pleased.  Richard 
gi*c8  promise  of  an  illustrious  man 


hood ;  but  Anne,  thou  growest  ho 
like  thy  mother,  that,  whenever  my 
pride  seeks  to  see  thee  great,  my 
heart  ;;teps  in,  and  only  prays  that  it 
may" see  thee  happy!  —  so  much  so, 
that  I  would  not  have  given  thee  to 
Clarence,  whom  it  likes  me  well  to 
i  view  as  Isabel's  betrothed,  for,  to  her, 
greatness  and  bliss  are  one ;  and  she 
is  of  firm  nature,  and  can  rule  in  her 
own  house  ;  but  thou, — where  out  of 
romaunt  can  I  find  a  lord  loving 
enough  for  thee,  soft  child  V — 

Inexpressibly  affected,  Anne  thraw 
herself  on  her  father's  breast  and 
wept.  He  caressed  and  soothed  hei 
fondlv :  and.  before  her  emotion  was 
well  over,  Gloucester  and  Isaoel  joined 
them. 

"  My  fair  cousin,"  said  the  duk 
"hath  promised  to  show  me  thy  re- 
nowned   steed,   Saladin  ;    and    since, 
on    quitting   thy  halls,   I  go   to  my 
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apprenticeship  in  war  on  the  turbulent 
Scottish  frontier,  I  would  fain  ask 
thee  for  a  destrier  of  the  same  raoe 
as  that  which  bears  the  thunderbolt 
of  Warwick's  wrath  through  the 
utorm  of  battle." 

"  A  steed  of  the  race  of  Saladin," 
answered  the  earl,  leading  the  way  to 
the  destrier's  stall,  apart  from  all 
other  horses,  and  rather  a  chamber  of 
the  castle  than  a  stable,  "  were  indeed 
a  boon  worthy  a  soldier's  gift  and  a 
prince's  asking.  But,  alas!  Saladin, 
like  myself,  is  sonless — the  last  of  a 
long  line." 

"  His  father,  methinks,  fell  for  us 
on  the  field  of  Touton.  Was  it  not 
so?  I  have  heard  Edward  say,  that 
when  the  archers  gave  way,  and  the 
victory  more  than  wavered,  thou,  dis- 
mounting, didst  slay  thy  steed  with 
thine  own  hand,  and  kissing  the  cross 
of  thy  sword,  swore,  on  that  spot, 
to  stem  the  rush  of  the  foe,  and 
win  Edward's  crown  or  Warwick's 
grave."  * 

"It  was  so;  and  the  shout  of 
my  merry  men,  when  they  saw  me 
amongst  their  ranks  on  foot  —  all 
flight  forbid  —  was  Malech's  death- 
dirge  !  It  is  a  wondrous  race  that  of 
Halech  and  his  son  Saladin,  (conti- 
nued the  earl,  smiling.)  When  my 
anc<  -tor,  Aymer  de  Nevile,  led  his 
troops  to  the  Holj  Land,  under  Cceur 
i,  it  was  his  fate  to  capture  a 
lady  beloved  by  the  mighty  Saladin. 
Need  I  say  that  Aymer,  under  a  flag 
of  truce,  escorted  her  ransomless,  her 
veil  never  rai.«ed  from  her  face,  to  the 
tent  of  the  Saracen  king.  Saladin, 
too  gracious  for  an  infidel,  made  him 


•  -  I'.vi  y  Palm  Bunday,  the  day  od  which 
the  Battle  cif  T"nton  was  fought,  a  rough 
figure,  ca  led  the  Ked  (lome,  on  the  -i<ic  of  a 
bUl  in  Warwickshire,  ia  scoured  '"it     This 

ih  MiKgeiiti'il  •"  be  done  in  commemoration 
i,f  the  hor  e  »  blch  ti"-  Karl  "f  Warwick  ■  l<  » 

i.n  tli at  i lay.  dl  tertnlned  tovanqutsl lie." 

_  KnHKKTs'a  •*  York  ami  Lancaster ,"  rol.  i., 
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tarry  awhile,  an  honoured  guest;  and 
A ymer's  chivalry  became  sorely  tried, 
for  the  lady  he  had  delivered  loved 
and  tempted  him ;  but  the  good 
knight  prayed  and  fasted,  and  defied 
sat  an  and  all  his  works.  The  lady  (so 
runs  the  legend)  grew  wroth  at  the 
pious  crusader's  disdainful  coldness; 
and  when  Aymer  returned  to  his  com- 
rades, she  sent,  amidst  the  gifts  oi 
the  soldan,  two  coal-black  steeds,  male 
and  mare,  over  which  some  foul  and 
weird  spells  had  been  duly  muttered. 
Their  beauty,  speed,  art,  and  fierce- 
ness were  a  marvel.  And  Aymer, 
unsuspecting,  prized  the  boon,  and 
selected  the  male  destrier  for  his  war- 
horse.  Great  were  the  feats,  in  many 
a  field,  which  my  forefather  wrought, 
bestriding  his  black  charger.  But 
one  fatal  day,  on  which  the  sudden 
war-trump  made  him  forget  his  morn- 
ing ave,  the  beast  had  power  over 
the  Christian,  and  bore  him,  against 
bit  and  spur,  into  the  thickest  of  the 
foe.  He  did  all  a  knight  can  da 
against  many — (pardon  his  descend- 
ant's vaunting, — so  runs  the  tale)  — 
and  the  Christians  for  awhile  beheld 
him  solitary  in  the  mel6e,  mowing 
down  moon  and  turban.  Then  thj 
crowd  closed,  and  the  good  knight 
was  lost  to  sight.  '  To  the  rescue  ! ' 
cried  bold  King  Richard,  and  on 
rushed  the  crusaders  to  Aymer's 
help ;  when  lo !  and  suddenly,  the 
ranks  severed,  and  the  black  steed 
d  .'  Aymer  still  on  the  selle, 
but  motionless,  and  his  lmlm  battered 
and  plumeless  —  his  brand  broken — 
his  arm  drooping.  On  came  man  ami 
horse,  on — charging  on,  not  against 
Infidel,  but  Christian.  On  dashed 
the  steed,  I  say,  with  lire  bursting 
from  eyes  and  nostrils,  and  the  pike 
of  his  chaffron  benl  lance-like  against 
the  crusaders'  van.  The  foul  Bend 
Beemed  in  the  destrier's  rag 
puissance.  He  bore  right  against 
Richard's  Btandard-bearer,  and  down 
■'Hi  the  lion  ami  the  cross,  lie 
13 
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charged  the  king  himself;  and  Rich- 
ard, unwilling  to  harm  his  own  dear 
soldier  Aymer,  halted  wondering,  till 
the  pike  of  the  destrier  pierced  his 
own  charger  through  the  barding,  and 
the  king  lay  rolling  in  the  dust.  A 
panic  seized  the  cross-men — they  fled 
—  the  Saracens  pursued  —  and  still 
with  the  Saracens  came  the  black 
steed  and  the  powerless  rider.  At 
last,  when  the  crusaders  reached  the 
camp,  and  the  flight  ceased,  there, 
halted  also  Aymer.  Not  a  man  dared 
near  him.  He  spoke  not  —  none 
spoke  to  him — till  a  holy  priest  and 
palmer  approached  and  sprinkled 
the  good  knight  and  the  black 
barb  with  holy  water,  and  exorcised 
both — the  spell  broke,  and  Aymer 
dropped  to  the  earth.  They  un- 
braced his  helm  —  he  was  cold  and 
stark.  The  fierce  steed  had  but  borne 
a  dead  man." 

"Holy  Paul!"  cried  Gloucester, 
with  seeming  sanctimony,  though  a 
covert  sneer  played  round  the  firm 
beauty  of  his  pale  lips — "  a  notable 
tale,  and  one  that  proveth  much  of 
Sacred  Truth,  now  lightly  heeded. 
But,  verily,  Lord  Earl,  I  should  have 
little  loved  a  steed  with  such  a  pedi- 
gree ! " 

"  Hear  the  rest,"  said  Isabel — 
"  King  Richard  ordered  the  destrier 
to  be  slain  forthwith  ;  but  the  holy 
palmer  who  had  exorcised  it,  forbade 
the  sacrifice.  '  Mighty  shall  be  the 
service,' said  the  reverend  man,  'which 
the  posterity  of  this  steed  shall  render 
to  thy  royal  race,  and  great  glory  shall 
they  give  to  the  sons  of  Nevile.  Let 
ths  war-horse,  now  duly  exorcised 
from  infidel  spells,  live  long  to  bear" a 
Christian  warrior !" 

"And  so."  quoth  the  earl,  taking 
up  the  tale — "so  mare  and  horse 
were  brought  by  Ayn  er's  squires  to 
his  English  ball ;  and  Aymer's  son, 
Sir  Reginald,  bore  the  cross,  and  l>e- 
Btrode  the  fatal  steed,  without  fear 
and  without  sciu.be.      From  Lhat   hour 


the  House  of  Nevile  rose  amain,  ir 
fame  and  in  puissance,  and  the  legend 
further  saith,  that  the  same  palmer 
encountered  Sir  Reginald  at  Joppa 
bade  him  treasure  that  race  of  war 
steeds  as  his  dearest  heritage,  for  with 
that  race  his  own  should  flourish 
and  depart ;  and  the  sole  one  of  the 
Infidel's  spells  which  could  not  bo 
broken,  was  that  which  united  the 
gift — generation  after  generation,  for 
weal  or  for  woe,  for  honour  or  for 
doom — to  the  fate  of  Aymer  and  his 
house.  '  And,'  added  the  palmer, 
'  as  with  woman's  love  and  woman's 
craft  was  woven  the  indissoluble 
charm,  so  shall  woman,  whether  iD 
craft  or  in  love,  ever  shape  the  fortunes 
of  thee  and  thiue."  " 

"  As  yet,"  said  the  prince,  "  the 
prophecy  is  fulfilled  in  a  golden  sense, 
for  nearly  all  thy  wide  baronies,  I 
trow,  have  come  to  thee  through  the 
female  side.  A  woman's  hand  brought 
to  the  Nevile  this  castle  and  its  lands.* 
From  a  woman  came  the  heritage  of 
Monthermer  and  Montagu,  aud  Salis- 
bury's famous  earldom; — and  the 
dower  of  thy  peerless  countess  was  the 
broad  domains  of  Beauchamp." 

"  And  a  woman's  craft.youngprince, 
wrought  my  king's  displeasure  !  But 
enough  of  these  dissour's  tales  :  behold 
the  son  of  poor  Malech,  whom,  for- 
getting all  such  legends,  I  slew  at 
Touton.  Ho  !  Saladin  —  greet  thy 
master  !" 

They  stood  now  in  the  black  steed's 
stall  —  an  ample  and  high-vaulted 
space,  for  baiter  never  insulted  the 
fierce  destrier's  mighty  neck,  which 
the  God    of  Battles    bad    clothed   in 


*  Miridlehnni  Castle  was  built  by  Robert 
I  itz  Rnnulpli,  ftraiiritmn  of  Ribald,  younger 
brother  of  the  Earl  of  Bretagne  and  Rich- 
nmnd.  nepbew  to  the  Conqueror.  The 
founder'))  line  failed  in  male  heirs,  and  the 
h.-iresb  marrii-d  Robert  Nevile,  son  of  Lord 
R.ibv  Warwick'8  father  held  the  earldom 
of  Salisbury  in  i-iglii  of  bis  wife,  the  hqireM 
|  iti  lli.iiim-  do  Montacuta, 
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thunder.  A  marble  cistern  contained 
his  limpid  drink,  and  in  a  gilded 
manger  the  finest  wheaten  bread  was 
mingled  with  the  oats  of  Flanders. 
On  entering,  they  found  young  George, 
Montagu's  son,  with  two  or  three  boys, 
playing  familiarly  with  the  nuble  ani- 
mal, who  had  all  the  affectionate 
docility  inherited  from  an  Arab  origin. 
But  at  the  sound  of  Warwick's  voice, 
its  ears  rose,  its  mane  dressed  itself, 
and  with  a  short  neigh  it  tame  to  his 
c^et,  and  kneeling  down,  in  slow  and 
stately  grace,  licked  its  master's  hand. 
So  perfect  and  so  matchless  a  steed 
never  had  knight  bestrode  !  Its  hide 
without  one  white  hair,  and  glossy  as 
the  sheenest  satin ;  a  lady's  tresses 
were  scarcely  finer  than  the  hair  of  its 
noble  mane  ;  the  exceeding  smallness 
of  its  head,  its  hroail  frontal,  the 
remarkable  and  almost  human  intel- 
ligence of  its  eye,  seemed  actually  to 
elevate  its  conformation  above  that 
of  its  species.  Though  the  race  had 
increased,  generation  after  generation, 
in  size  and  strength,  Prince  Richard 
still  marvelled  (when,  obedient  to  a 
sign  from  Warwick,  the  destrier  rose, 
and  leant  its  head,  with  a  sort  of 
melancholy  and  quiet  tenderness,  upon 
the  earl's  shoulder)  that  a  horse,  less 
in  height  and  bulk  than  the  ordinary- 
battle  steed,  could  bear  the  vast  weight 
of  the  giant  earl  in  his  ponderous  mail. 
Hut  his  surprise  ceased  when  tin-  carl 
pointed  out  to  him  the  immense 
strength  of  the  Bteed's  ample  loins, 
the  sinewy  cleanness,  the  iron  muscle, 
of  the  stag  like  legs,  the  hull  like 
breadth  ><i  chest,  and  the  swelling 
power  of  the  shining  neck. 

"  Ami  after  all,"  added  the  earl, 
"  both  in  man  and  beast,  the  spirit. 
and  the  race,  not  il,.-  -i  iture  and  the 
hulk,  bring  the  prize.  Mori  Dieu, 
Richard  '  il  often  xhamex  me  of  mine 
own  the-.vs  and  broad  breast  —  1  had 
been  more  vain  of  laurels  bad  I  been 
shorter  by  the  bead  .' " 

"  Nevertheless, "  said  young  Gh    rge 


of  Montagu,  with  a  page's  pertness, 
"  1  had  rather  have  thine  inches  than 
Prince  Richard's,  and  thy  broad  breast 
than  his  grace's  short  neck." 

The  Duke  of  Gloucester  tnrned  as 
if  a  snake  had  stung  him.  He  gave 
hut  one  glance  to  the  speaker,  but 
that  glance  lived  for  ever  in  the  boy's 
remembrance,  and  the  young  Montagu 
turned  pale  and  trembled,  even  before 
he  heard  the  earl's  stern  rebuke. 

"  Young  magpies  chatter,  boy- 
young  eagles  in  silence  measure  the 
space  between  the  eyrie  and  the 
sun!" 

The  boy  hung  his  head,  and  would 
have  slunk  off,  but  Richard  detained 
him  with  a  gentle  hand—"  My  fair 
young  cousin,"  said  he,  "  thy  words 
gall  no  sore,  and  if  ever  thou  and  I 
charge  side  by  side  into  the  foeman's 
ranks,  thou  shalt  comprehend  what 
thy  uncle  designed  to  say, — how  in 
the  hour  of  strait  and  need,  we  mea- 
sure men's  stature  not  by  the  body 
but  the  soul ! " 

"  A  noble  answer,"  whispered  Anne, 
with  something  like  sisterly  admi- 
ration. 

"  Too  noble,"  said  the  more  ambi- 
tious Isabel,  in  the  same  voice,  "  for 
Clarences  future  wife  not  to  fear 
Clarence's  dauntless  brother." 

"And  so,"  said  the  prince,  quitting 
the  stall  with  Warwick,  while  the  girls 
still  lingered  behind,  "  so  Saladin 
bath  no  son  !  Wherefore.'  Can  you 
mate  him  with  no  bride  .'  " 

'•  Faith,"  answered  the  earl,  "  the 
female-  of  his  race  sleep  in  yonder 
dell,  their  burial  place,  and  the  proud 
beast  disdains  all  meaner  loves.  Nay, 
were  it  not  so,  to  continue  the  breed 
if  adulterated   were  but  to  mar  it." 

"  You  care  little  for  the  legend, 
nieseems." 

"  Pardieu  !  at  times,  yes,  overmuch  ; 

but    in    sober  moments,  I    think    that 

tht    brave    man    who  docs    his    duly 

no   wizard    prophecy    to   fulfil 

his  doom  ;   and    whether   in   prayei  01 
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in  death,  in  fortune  or  defeat,  his 
soul  goes  straight  to  God!" 

"  Umph,"  said  Richard,  musingly, 
and  there  was  a  pause. 

"  Warwick,"  resumed  the  Prince, 
"  doubtless  even  on  your  return  to 
London,  the  queen's  enmity  and  her 
mother's  will  not  cease.  Clarence 
loves  Isabel,  but  Clarence  knows  not 
how  to  persuade  the  king  and  rule 
the  king's  womankind.  Thou  know- 
est  how  I  have  stood  aloof  from  all 
the  factions  of  the  court.  Unhappily 
I   go   to   the   borders,  and   can   but 

slightly  serve  thee.     But "  (he 

stopped  short,  and  sighed  heavily.) 

"  Speak  on,  prince." 

"  In  a  word,  then,  if  I  were  thy 
son,  Anne's  husband — I  seu — I  see — 
1  see — "  (thrice  repeated  the  prince, 
with  a  vague  dreaminess  in  his  eye, 
and  stretching  forth  his  hand) — "  a 
future  that  might  defy  all  foes,  open- 
ing to  me  and  thee  ! " 

Warwick, hesitated  in  some  embar- 
rassment. 

"  My  gracious  and  princely  cotisin," 
he  said,  at  length,  "  this  proffer  is  in- 
deed sweet  incense  to  a  father's  pride. 
But  pardon  me,  as  yet,  noble  Richard, 
thou  art  so  young  that  the  king  and 
the  world  would  blame  me  did  I  suffer 
my  ambition  to  listen  to  such  temp- 
tation. Enough  at  present,  if  all  dis- 
putes between  oar  house  and  the  king 
can  be  smoothed  and  laid  at  rest, 
without  provoking  new  ones.  Nay, 
pardon  me,  prince,  let  this  matter 


cease, — at  least,  till  thy  return  from 
the  borders." 

"May  I  take  with  me  hope!" 
"  Nay,"  said  Warwick,  "  thou  know- 
est  that  I  am  a  plain  man ;  to  bid 
thee  hope,  were  to  plight  my  word. 
And,"  he  added,  seriously,  "  there  be 
reasons  grave,  and  well  to  be  con- 
sidered, why  both  the  daughters  of  a 
subject  should  not  wed  with  their 
king's  brothers.  Let  this  cease  now, 
I  pray  thee,  sweet  lord." 

Here  the  demoiselles  joined  their 
father,  and  the  conference  was  over; 
but  when  Richard,  an  hour  after, 
stood  musing  alone  on  the  battle- 
ments, he  muttered  to  himself — 
"  Thou  art  a  fool,  stout  earl,  not  to 
have  welcomed  the  union  between  thv 
power  and  my  wit.  Thou  goest  to  a 
court  where,  without  wit,  power  is 
nought.  Who  may  foresee  the  fu- 
ture 1  Marry,  that  was  a  wise  ancient 
fable,  that  lie  who  seized  and  bound 
Proteus,  could  extract  from  the 
changeful  god,  the  prophecy  of  the 
days  to  come.  Yea!  the  man  who 
can  seize  fate,  can  hear  its  voice  pre- 
dict to  him.  And  by  my  own  heart 
and  brain,  which  never  yet  relin- 
quished what  affection  yearned  for  or 
thought  aspired  to,  I  read,  as  in  a 
book,  Anne,  that  thou  shalt  be  mine; 
and  that  where  wave  on  yon  battle- 
ments the  ensigns  of  Beauchamp, 
Monthermer,  and  Nevile,  the  Boar  of 
Gloucester  shall  liege  it  over  their 
broad  baronies  and  hardy  vassals." 
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CHAPTER  L 


NEW    DISSENSIONS. 


Wk  must  pass  over  some  months. 
Warwick  and  his  family  had  returned 
to  London,  and  the  meeting  between 
Edward  and  the  earl,  had  been  cordial 
and  affectionate.  Warwick  was  rein- 
stated in  the  offices  which  gave  him 
apparently  the  supreme  rule  in  Eng- 
land. The  Princess  .Margaret  had 
left  England,  as  the  bride  of  Charles 
the  Bold  ;  and  the  earl  had  attended 
the  procession,  in  honour  of  her  nup- 
tials. The  king,  agreeably  with  the 
fnartial  objects  he  had  had  long  at 
heart,  had  then  declared  war  on 
Loins  XI..  and  parliament  was  ad- 
dressed, and  troops  were  raised  for 
that  impolitic  purpose.*  To  this 
war,  however,  Warwick  was  inflexibly 
>pposed.  lie  pointed  out  the  mad- 
f  withdrawing  from  England 
all  her  best  affected  chivalry,  at  a  time 
when  the  adherents  of  Lancaster,  still 
powerful,  would  require  no  happier 
occasion  to  raise  the  Red  Rose  banner. 
wed  how  hollow  was  the  hope 
y  aid  from  the  hot,  but  reck- 
less and  unprincipled  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy, and  how  different  now  was  the 


*  Parliamentary  Rolls  623  The  fact  In 
the  text  has  been  neglected  by  most  histo- 
rian*. 


condition  of  Prance  under  a  king  cf 
consummate  sagacity,  and  with  an 
overflowing  treasury,  to  its  distracted 
state  in  the  former  conquests  of  the 
English.  This  opposition  to  the 
king's  will,  gave  every  opportunity 
for  Warwick's  enemies  to  renew  their 
old  accusation  of  secret  and  treason- 
able amity  with  Louis.  Although  the 
proud  and  hasty  earl  had  not  only 
forgiven  the  affront  put  upon  him  by 
Edward,  but  had  sought  to  make 
amends  for  his  own  intemperate  re- 
sentment, by  public  attendance  on  the 
ceremonials  that  accompanied  the  be- 
trothal of  the  princess,  it  was  impos- 
sible for  Edward  ever  again  to  love 
the  minister  who  had  defied  his  power, 
ami  menaced  his  crown.  His  humour 
and  his  suspicions  broke  forth  despite 
the  restraint  that  policy  dictated  to 
him ;  and  in  the  disputes  upon  the 
invasion  of  France,  a  second  and  more 
deadly  breach  between  Edward  am. 
his  minister  must  have  yawned,  had 
not  events  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
proved  the  wisdom  of  Warwick's  dis- 
trust of  Burgundy.  Louis  XL  hough/ 
off  the  Duke  of  Bretague,  patched  up 
a  peace  with  Charles  the  Bold,  and 
thus  frustrated  all  the  schemes,  and 
broke  all   the  alliances  of  Edward  at 
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the  very  moment  his  military  prepa- 
rations were  ripe.* 

Still  the  angry  feelings  that  the 
dispute  had  occasioned  between  Ed- 
ward and  the  earl  were  not  removed 
with  the  cause ;  and,  under  pretence 
of  guarding  against   hostilities  from 

Louis,  the  king  requested  WarwicK 
to  depart  to  his  government  of  Calais, 
the  most  important  and  honourable 
post,  it  is  true,  which  a  subject  could 
then  hold  ;  but  Warwick  considered 
the  request  as  a  pretext  for  his  re- 
moval from  the  Court.  A  yet  more 
irritating  and  insulting  cause  of  offence 
was  found  in  Edward's  withholding 
his  consent  to  Clarence's  often-urged 
demand  for  permission  to  wed  with 
the  Lady  Isabel.  It  is  true  that  this 
refusal  was  accompanied  with  the 
most  courteous  protestations  of  respect 
for  the  earl,  and  placed  only  upon  the 
general  ground  of  state  policy, 

"  My  dear  George,"  Edward  would 
say,  "  the  heiress  of  Lord  Warwick  is 
certainly  no  mal-alliance  for  a  king's 
brother  ;  but  the  safety  of  the  throne 
imperatively  demands,  that  my  bro- 
tliers  should  strengthen  my  rule,  by 
connexions  with  foreign  potentates. 
I,  it  is  true,  married  a  subject,  and 
see  all  the  troubles  that  have  sprung 
from  my  boyish  passion  !  No,  no ! 
Go  to  Bretagne.  The  duke  hath  a 
fair  daughter,  and  we  will  make  up 
for  any  scantiness  in  the  dower. 
Weary  me  no  more,  George.  Fiat 
voluntas  inea  !  " 

But  the  motives  assigned  were  not 
those  which  influenced  the  king's  re- 
fusal. Reasonably  enough,  he  dreaded 
that  the  next  male  heir  to  his  crown 
should  wed  the  daughter  of  the  sub- 
ject who  had  given  that  crown,  and 
might  at  any  time  take  it  away.  He 
knew  Clarence  to  be  giddy,  unprin- 
cipled, and  vain.  Edward's  faith  in 
Warwick  was  shaken  by  the  continual 
and  artful  representations  of  the  queen 

•  W.  Wyr,  518. 


and  her  family.  He  felt  that  tht 
alliance  between  Clarence  and  the 
earl  would  he  the  union  of  two  in- 
terests, almost  irresistible,  if  once 
arrayed  against  his  own. 

'■"ut  Warwick,  who  penetrated  into 
uhe  true  reasons  for  Edward's  obsti- 
nacy, was  yet  more  resentful  against 
the  reasons  than  the  obstinacy  itself. 
The  one  galled  him  through  his  affec- 
tions, the  other  through  his  pride; 
and  the  first  were  as  keen  as  the  last 
was  morbid.  He  was  the  more  chafed, 
inasmuch  as  his  anxiety  of  father 
became  aroused.  Isabel  was  really 
attached  to  Clarence,  who,  with  all 
his  errors,  possessed  every  superficial 
attraction  that  graced  his  house ; 
gallant  and  handsome,  gay  and  joyous, 
and  with  manners  that  made  him  no 
less  popular  than  Edward  himself. 

And  if  Isabel's  affections  were  not 
deep,  disinterested,  and  tender,  like 
those  of  Anne,  they  were  strengthened 
by  a  pride  which  she  inherited  from 
her  father,  and  a  vanity  which  she 
took  from  her  sex.  It  was  galling  in 
the  extreme  to  feel  that  the  loves 
between  her  and  Clarence  were  the 
court  gossip,  and  the  king's  refusal 
the  court  jest.  Her  health  gave  way, 
and  pride  and  love  both  gnawed  at  her 
heart. 

It  happened,  unfortunately  for  the 
king  and  for  Warwick,  that  Glouces- 
ter, whose  premature  acuteness  and 
sagacity  would  have  the  more  served 
both,  inasmuch  as  the  views  he  had 
formed  in  regard  to  Anne,  would  have 
blended  his  interest,  in  some  degree, 
with  that  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  and 
certainly  with  the  object  of  concilia 
non  between  Edward  and  his  minister, 
— it  happened,  we  say,  unfortunately, 
that  Gloucester  was  still  absent  with 
the  forces  employed  on  the  Scottish 
frontier,  whither  he  had  repaired  on 
quitting  Middleham,  and  where  his 
extraordinary  military  talents  found 
their  first  brilliant  opening, — and  he 
was    therefore  absent   from    LondoD 
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during  all  the  disgusts  he  might  have 
removed,  and  the  intrigues  he  might 
have  frustrated. 

But  the  interests  of  the  House  of 
Warwick,  during  the  earls  sullen  and 
indignant  sojourn  at  his  government 
of  Calais,  were  not  committed  to  un- 
skilful hands ;  and  Montagu  and  the 
archbishop  were  well  fitted  to  cope 
with  Lord  Rivers  and  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford. 

Between  these*  able  brothers,  one 
day,  at  the  More,  an  important  con- 
ference took  place. 

"  I  have  sought  you,"  said  Mon- 
tagu, with  more  than  usual  care  upon 
his  brow — "  I  have  sought  you  in  con- 
sequence of  an  event  that  may  lead  to 
issues  of  no  small  moment,  whether 
for  good  or  evil.  Clarence  has  sud- 
denly left  England  for  Calais." 

"I  know  it,  Montagu;  the  Duke 
confided  to  me  his  resolution  to  pro- 
claim himself  old  enough  to  marry  — 
and  discreet  enough  to  choose  for 
himself." 

"  And  you  approved  2 " 

"  Certes ;  and,  sooth  to  say,  I 
brought  him  to  that  modest  opinion 
of  his  own  capacities.  What  is  more 
still,  I  propose  to  join  him  at  Calais  !" 

"  George ! " 

"  Look  not  so  scared,  0  valiant  cap 
tain,  who  never  lost  a  battle — where 
the  Church  meddles  all  prospers. 
Listen!"  And  the  young  prelate 
gathered  himself  up  from  his  listless 
posture,  and  spoke  with  earnest  unc- 
tion— "  Thou  knowest  that  I  do  not 
much  busy  myself  in  lay  schi 
when  1  do,  the  object  must  h«  great. 
Now,  Montagu,  I  have  of  late  narrowly 
and  keenly  watched  that  spidery  web 
which  ye  call  a  court,  and  I  see  that 
the  spider  will  devour  the  wasp,  un- 
less the  wasp  boldly  break  the  web — 
for  woman-craft  I  call  the  spider,  and 
soldier-pride  I  style  the  wasp.  Co 
speak  plainly,  these  Woodvilles  must 
be  bravely  breasted  and  determinately 

abashed.      I  do  not  mean  that  we  can 


deal  with  the  king's  wife  and  her 
family  as  with  any  other  foes;  but  we 
must  convince  them  that  they  cannot 
cope  with  us,  and  that  their  interest 
will  best  consist  in  acquiescing  to  that 
condition  of  things  which  places  the 
rule  of  England  in  the  hands  of  the 
Neviles." 

"  My  own  thought,  if  I  saw  the 
way ! " 

"  I  see  the  way  in  this  alliance;  the 
Houses  of  York  and  Warwick  must 
become  so  indissolubly  united,  that 
an  attempt  to  injure  the  one,  must  de- 
stroy both.  The  queen  and  the  Wood- 
villes plot  against  us ;  we  must  raise 
in  the  king's  family'  a  counterpoise  to 
their  machinations.  It  brings  no 
scandal  on  the  queen  to  conspire 
against  Warwick,  but  it  would  ruin 
her  in  the  eyes  of  England  to  conspire 
against  the  king's  brother;  and  Cla- 
rence and  Warwick  must  be  as  one. 
This  is  not  all !  If  our  sole  aid  was  in 
giddy  George,  we  should  but  buttress 
our  house  with  a  weathercock.  This 
connexion  is  but  as  a  part  of  the 
grand  scheme  on  which  I  have  set  my 
heart  —  Clarence  shall  wed  Isabel, 
Gloucester  wed  Anne,  and  (let  thy 
ambitious  heart  beat  high,  Montagu) 
the  king's  eldest  daughter  shall  wed 
thy  son — the  male  representative  of 
our  triple  honours.  Ah,  thine  eyes 
sparkle  now  !  Thus  the  whole  royalty 
of  England  shall  centre  in  the  Houses 
of  Nevile  and  York  ;  and  the  Wood- 
villes will  be  caught  and  hampered  in 
their  own  meshes — their  resentment 
impotent;  for  how  can  Elizabeth 
stir  against  us,  if  her  daughter  be 
betrothed  to  the  son  of  Montagu, 
the  nephew  of  Warwick.  Clarence, 
beloved    by  the  shallow    commons;* 

*  Singular  as  it  may  Mem  to  those  wlio 
know  not  that  popularity  is  given  to  the 
vulgar  qualities  of  men.  ami  that  where  a 
noble  Datura  becomes  p>  [Hilar  i  rare  occur 
rence),  it    ia    desptfc     the    nobleness  —  not 

■    was   a    popular   idol 

even  to  the  time  of  his  death. — Cropl-, 86JI 
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Gloucester,  adored  both  by  the  army 
and  the  church ;  and  Montagu  and 
Warwick,  the  two  great  captains  of 
the  age — is  not  this  a  combination  of 
power,  that  may  defy  Fate  1 " 

"  Oh,  George  !  "  said  Montagu,  ad- 
miringly, "  what  pity  that  the  church 
should  spoil  such  a  statesman  ! " 

"  Thou  art  profane,  Montagu  ;  the 
church  spoils  no  man — the  church 
leads  and  guides  ye  all ;  and,  mark,  I 
look  farther  still.  I  would  have  inti- 
mate league  with  France ;  I  would 
strengthen  ourselves  with  Spain  and 
the  German  Emperor;  I  would  buy, 
or  seduce  the  votes  of  the  sacred  col- 
lege ;  I  would  have  thy  poor  brother, 
whom  thou  so  pitiest  because  he  has 
no  son  to  marry  a  king's  daughter — 
no  daughter  to  wed  with  a  king's  son 
— I  would  have  thy  unworthy  brother, 
Montagu,  the  father .  of  the  whole 
Christian  world,  and,  from  the  chair 
of  the  Vatican,  watch  over  the  weal  of 
kingdoms.  And  now,  seest  thou  why 
with  to-morrow's  sun  I  depart  for 
Calais,  and  lend  my  voice  in  aid  of 
Clarence's,  for  the  first  knot  in  this 
complicated  bond?" 

"  But,  will  Warwick  consent  while 
the  king  opposes  ]    Will  his  pride — " 

"  His  pride  serves  us  here ;  for,  so 
long  as  Clarence  did  not  dare  to  gain- 
say the  king,  Warwick,  in  truth, 
might  well  disdain  to  press  his 
daughter's  hand  upon  living  man. 
The  king  opposes,  but  with  what 
right]  Warwick's  pride  will  but  lead 
him,  if  well  addressed,  to  defy  affront, 
and  to  resist  dictation.  Besides,  our 
brother  has  a  woman's  heart  for  his 
children  ;  and  Isabel's  face  is  pale, 
and  that  will  plead  more  than  all  my 
eloquence." 

"  But  can  the  king  forgive  your 
intercession,  and  Warwick's  contu- 
macy ? " 

"  Forgive  !  —  the  marriage  once 
over,  what  is  left  for  him  to  do  ?  He 
is  then  one  with  us,  and  when  Glou- 
cester returns  all  will  be  smooth  airain 


—  smooth  for  the  second  and  moie 
important  nuptials — and  the  second 
shall  preface  the  third  ;  meanwhile, 
you  return  to  the  court.  To  these 
ceremonials  you  need  be  no  party 
keep  but  thy  handsome  son  from 
breaking  his  neck  in  over-riding  his 
hobby,  and  '  bide  thy  time  ! ' " 

Agreeably  with  the  selfish,  hut 
sagacious  policy,  thus  detailed,  the 
prelate  departed  the  next  day  for 
Calais,  where  Clarei*:e  was  already 
urging  his  suit  with  the  ardent  im- 
patience of  amorous  youth.  The  arch- 
bishop found,  however,  that  Warwick 
was  more  reluctant  than  he  had  anti- 
cipated to  suffer  his  daughter  to  enter 
any  house  without  the  consent  of  its 
chief,  nor  would  the  earl,  in  all  pro- 
bability, have  acceded  to  the  prayers 
of  the  princely  suitor,  had  not  Edward, 
enraged  at  the  flight  of  Clarence,  and 
worked  upon  by  the  artful  queen, 
committed  the  imprudence  of  writing 
an  intemperate  and  menacing  letter 
to  the  earl,  which  called  up  all  the 
passions  of  the  haughty  Warwick. 

"  What !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  thinks 
this  ungrateful  man  not  only  to  dis- 
honour me.  by  his  method  of  marry- 
ing his  sisters,  but  will  he  also  play 
the  tyrant  with  me  in  the  disposal  of 
mine  own  daughter  .'  He  threats  ! 
he! — enough.  It  is  due  to  me  to 
show  that  there  lives  no  man  whose 
threats  I  have  not  the  heart  to  defy  !' 
And  the  prelate,  finding  him  in  thii 
mood,  had  no  longer  any  difficulty  i 
winning  his  consent.  This  ill-omened 
marriage  was,  accordingly,  celebrated 
with  great  and  regal  pomp  at  Calais, 
and  the  first  object  of  the  archbishop 
was  attained 

While  thus  stood  affairs  between 
the  two  great  factions  of  the  state, 
those  discontents  which  Warwick's 
presence  at  court  had  awhile  laid  at 
rest,  again  spread,  broad  and  far, 
throughout  the  land.  The  luxury 
and  indolence  of  Hd ward's  disposition, 
in  ordinary  times,  always  surrendered 
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him  to  the  guidance  of  others.  In 
the  commencement  of  his  reign  lie 
was  eminently  popular,  and  his  go- 
vernment, though  stern,  suited  to  the 
times;  for  then  the  presiding  influ- 
ence was  that  of  Lord  Warwick  As 
the  queen's  counsels  prevailed  over 
the  consummate  experience  and  mas- 
culine vigour  of  the  earl,  the  king's 
government  lost  both  popularity  and 
respect,  except  only  in  the  metropolis; 
and  if,  at  the  close  of  his  reign,  it 
regained  all  its  earlier  favour  with  the 
people,  it  must  lie  principally  ascrihed 
to  the  genius  of  Hastings,  then  Eng- 
land's most  powerful  subject,  and 
whose  intellect  calmly  moved  all  the 
springs  of  action.  But  now  every- 
where the  royal  authority  was  weak- 
ened ;  and  while  Edward  was  feasting 
at  Shene,  and  Warwick  absent  at 
Calais,  the  provinces  were  exposed  to 


all  the  abuses  which  most  gall  a  popu- 
lation. The  poor  complained  that 
undue  exactions  were  made  on  them 
1  '  the  hospitals,  abbeys,  and  barons  ; 
the  Church  complained  that  the 
queen's  relations  had  seized  and  spent 
church  moneys  ;  the  men  of  birth  and 
merit,  complained  of  the  advancement 
of  new  men  who  had  done  no  service; 
and  all  these  several  discontents  fas- 
tened themselves  upon  the  odious 
Woodvilles,  as  the  cause  of  all.  The 
second  breach  now,  notorious,  between 
the  king  and  the  all-beloved  War- 
wick, was  a  new  aggravation  of  the 
popular  hatred  to  the  queen's  family, 
and  seemed  to  give  occasion  for  the 
malcontents  to  appear  with  impunity, 
at  least  so  far  as  the  earl  was  con- 
cerned :  it  was,  then,  at  this  critical 
time  that  the  circumstances  we  are 
about  to  relate  occurred. 


CHAPTER  II. 


THB    WOULD-BE    IMPROVERS    OF   JOVE's    FOOT-BALL,    EARTH — THE    SAD    FATHER 
AND    THE    SAD    CHILD — THE    FAIR    RIVALS. 


Adam  Warner  was  at  work  on  his 
crucible  when  the  servitor  commis- 
sioned to  attend  him  opened  the 
chamber  door,  and  a  man  dressed  in 
the  black  gown  of  a  student  entered. 

He  approached  the  alchemist,  and 
after  surveying  him  for  a  moment  in 
a  silence  that  seemed  not  without 
contempt,  said,  "  What,  Master  War- 
ner, are  you  so  (redded  to  your  new 
studies,  that  you  have  not  a  word  to 
bestow  on  an  old  friend?" 

DD    turned,  and  at'ier  peevishly 
gazing  at  the  intruder  a  few  moments, 
brightened   up   into   recog- 
nition. 

•'  /,'/<    iti  rum  .'  "  he   said.      " 

bold  Robin  Hilyard,  and  in  a  scholar's 
gai  b.   Ha!  doubtless  thou  hasl  learned 

ere  this,  that  peaceful  .-tudies  dv  best 


ensure  man's  weal  below,  and  art 
come  to  labour  with  me  in  the  high 
craft  of  mind-work  ! " 

"  Adam,"  quoth  Hilyard,  "ere  I 
answer,  tell  me  this — Thou,  with  thy 
science  wouldst  change  the  world, — 
art  thou  a  jot  nearer  to  thy  end?" 

"  Well-a-day,"  said  poor  Adam, 
"  you  know  little  what  I  have  under- 
gone; for  danger  to  myself  by  rack 
and  gibbet,  1  say  nought.  Man's  body 
is  fair  prey  to  cruelty,  and  what  a 
king  spares  to-day  the  worm  shall 
gnaw  in  morrow.  But  mine  inven- 
tion— my  Eureka— look  !"  and  step- 
ping aside,  he  lifted  a  cloth,  and 
exhibited  the  mangled  remains  of  the 
unhappy  model. 

"  I  am  forbid  to  restore  it,"  con- 
tinued   Adam,   dolefully.      "  1   must 
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work  day  and  niglit,  to  make  gold,  and 
the  gold  comes  not .  and  my  only 
change  of  toil  is  when  the  queen 
bids  me  construct  little  puppet-boxes 
for  her  children !  How,  then,  can 
I  change  the  world?  And  thou," 
he  added,  doubtingly  and  eagerly — 
"  thou,  with  thy  plots  and  stratagem, 
and  active  demagoguy,  thiukest  thou 
that  thou  hast  changed  the  world,  or 
extracted  one  drop  of  evil  out  of  the 
mixture  of  gall  and  hyssop  which  man 
is  born  to  drink  ? " 

Hilyard  was  silent,  and  the  two 
world-betterers — the  philosopher  and 
the  demagogue — gazed  on  each  other, 
half  in  sympathy,  half  contempt.  At 
last  Robin  said — 

"  Mine  old  friend,  hope  sustains  us 
both  ;  and  in  the  wilderness  we  yet 
behold  the  Pisgah  !  But  to  my  busi- 
ness. Doubtless  thou  art  permitted 
to  visit  Henry  in  his  prison." 

"  Not  so,*'  replied  Adam  ;  "  and 
for  the  rest,  since  I  now  eat  King 
Edward's  bread,  and  enjoy  what  they 
call  his  protection,  ill  would  it  beseem 
me  to  lend  myself  to  plots  against  his 
throne." 

"Ah !  man  —man — man,"  exclaimed 
Hilyard,  bitterly,  "  thou  art  like  all 
the  rest — scholar  or  serf,  the  same 
slave ;  a  king's  smile  bribes  thee 
from  a  people's  service!" 

Before  Adam  could  reply,  a  panel 
in  the  wainscot  slid  back,  and  the 
bald  head  of  a  friar  peered  into  the 
room.  "  Soq  Adam,"  said  the  holy 
man,  "  I  crave  ycur  company  an  in- 
stant, oro  vestrem  aurem  ;"  and  with 
this  abominable  piece  of  Latinity  the 
friar  vanished. 

With  a  resigned  and  mournful  shrug 
of  the  shoulders,  Adam  walked  across 
the  room,  when  Hilyard,  arresting  his 
progress,  said,  crossing  himself,  and 
in  a  subdued  and  fearful  whisper, 
"Is  not  that  Friar  Bungey,  the  notable 
magician  V 

"  .Magician  or  not,"  answered  War- 
der, with  a  lip  of  inexpre»»ible  con- 


tempt and  a  heavy  sigh,  ••  God  pardon 
his  mother  for  giving  birth  to  such  a 
numbskull .'"  and  with  this  pious  and 
charitable  ejaculation  Adam  disap- 
peared in  the  adjoining  chamber, 
appropriated  to  the  friar. 

"  Hum,"soliloquized  Hilyard,  "they 
say  that  Friar  Bungey  is  employed  by 
the  witch  duchess  in  everlasting  dia- 
bolisms against  her  foes.  A  peep  into 
his  den  might  suffice  me  for  a  stirring 
tale  to  the  people." 

No  sooner  did  this  daring  desire 
arise,  than  the  hardy  Robin  resolved 
to  gratify  it ;  and  stealing  on  tiptoe 
along  the  wall,  he  peered  cautiously 
through  the  aperture  made  by  the 
sliding  panel.  An  enormous  stuffed 
lizard  hung  from  the  ceiling,  and 
various  strange  reptiles,  dried  into 
mummy,  were  ranged  around,  and 
glared  at  the  spy  with  green  glass 
eyes.  A  huge  book  lay  open  on  a 
tripod  stand,  and  a  caldron  seethed 
over  a  slow  and  dull  fire.  A  sight 
yet  more  terrible  presently  awaited 
the  rash  beholder. 

"  Adam,"  said  the  friar,  laying  his 
broad  palm  on  the  student's  reluctant 
shoulders,  "  inter  supentes." 

"  Sapientes,  brother,"  groaned 
Adam. 

"  That's  the  old  form,  Adam," 
quoth  the  friar,  superciliously — "  so- 
pentes  is  the  last  improvement  I  say, 
between  wise  men  there  is  no  envy. 
Our  noble  and  puissant  patroness,  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  hath  committed 
to  me -a  task  that  promiseth  much 
profit.  I  have  worked  at  it  night  and 
day  stotis  Jililnt*." 

"0,  man,  what  lingo  speakest  thou  I 
— stotis  fdibus  !  " 

"  Tush,  if  it  is  not  good  Latin  it 
does  as  well,  son  Adam.  I  say  I  have 
worked  at  it  night  and  day,  and  it  is 
now  advanced  eno'  for  experiment. 
But  thou  art  going  to  sleep." 

"  Dispatch— speak  out — speak  on!" 
said  Adam,  desperately — "  what  is  thy 
achievement?" 
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"  See  !  "  answered  the  friar,  majes- 
tically ;  and  drawing  aside  a  black 
pall,  lie  exhibited  to  the  eyes  of  Adam, 
ind  to  the  more  startled  gaze  of  Robin 
Hilyard,  a  pale,  cadaverous,  corpse- 
like  image,  of  pigmy  proportions,  but 
with  features  moulded  into  a  coarse 
caricature  of  the  lordly  countenance 
of  the  Marl  of  Warwick. 

"  There,"  said  the  friar,  compla- 
cently, and  rubbing  his  hands ;  "that 
ia  no  piece  of  bungling,  eh  !  As  like 
the  stout  earl  as  one  pea  to  another." 

"  And  for  whal  hast  thou  kneaded 
up  all  this  waste  of  wax  ] "  asked 
Adam.  "  Forsooth  I  knew  not  you 
had  so  much  of  ingenious  art ;  algates, 
the  toy  is  somewhat  ghastly." 

"Ho,  ho!"  quoth -the  friar,  laugh- 
ing so  as  to  show  a  set  of  jagged, 
discoloured  fangs  from  ear  to  ear, 
"  surely  thou,  who  art  so  notable  a 
wizard  and  scholar,  knowest  for  what 
purpose  we  image  forth  our  enemies. 
Whatever  the  duchess  inflicts  upon 
this  figure,  the  Karl  i  \f  Warwick,  whom 
it  represented),  will  feel  through  his 
bones  and  marrow — waste  wax,  waste 
man  !" 

"  Thou  art  a  devil  to  do  this  thing, 
and  a  blockhead  to  think  it,  0  miser- 
able friar! "  exclaimed  Adam,  roused 
from  all  his  gentleness. 

"Ha!"  cried  the  friar,  no  less 
vehemently,  and  his  burly  face  purple 
with  passion,  "dost  thon  think  to 
bandy  words  with  me  !  Wretch  !  I 
will  set  goblins  to  pinch  thee  black 
rod  bine.  I  will  drag  thee  at  night 
over  all  the  jags  of  Mount  Pepanon,  ' 
u  the  tail  of  a  mad  nightmare.  I 
will  put  aches  in  all  thy  bones,  and 
the  blood  in  thy  veins  shall  run  into 
ad  blotches.  Am  1  not  Friar 
Bungey  r  and  what  art  thou?" 

At  these  terrible  denunciations,  the 

sturdy  Robin,    though    far   less  Super- 
8titious  than  most  of  his  contempo- 
raries, was   seized    with  a  trembling 
from  head  to   foot  ;  and  ezpe< 
Bee  goblins  and  imps  start  forth  from 


the  walls,  he  retired  hastily  from  his 
hiding  place,  and,  without  waiting 
for  further  commune  with  Warner, 
softly  opened  the  chamber  door,  and 
stole  down  the  stairs.  Adam,  how- 
ever, bore  the  storm  unquailingly, 
and  when  the  holy  man  paused  to 
take  breath,  he  said,  calmly — 

"  Verily,  if  thou  canst  do  these 
things,  there  must  be  secrets  in  Nature, 
which  I  have  not  yet  discovered. 
Howbeit,  though  thou  art  free  to  try 
all  thou  canst  against  me,  thy  threats 
make  it  necessary  that  this  communi- 
cation between  us  should  be  nailed 
up,  and  I  shall  so  order." 

The  friar,  who  was  ever  in  want  of 
Adam's  aid,  either  to  construe  a  bit 
of  Latin,  or  to  help  him  in  some 
chemical  illusion,  by  no  means  relished 
this  quiet  retort ;  and,  holding  out 
his  huge  hand  to  Adam,  said,  with 
affected  cordiality — 

"  Pooh  !  we  are  brothers,  and  must 
not  quarrel.  I  was  over  hot,  and  thou 
too  provoking;  but  I  honour  and 
love  thee,  man — let  it  pass.  As  for 
this  figure,  doubtless  we  might  pink 
it  all  over,  and  the  earl  be  never  the 
worse.  But  if  our  employers  order 
these  things,  and  pay  for  them,  we 
cunning  men  make  profit  by  fools!" 

"  It  is  men  like  thee  that  bring 
shame  on  science,"  answered  Adam, 
sternly;  "and  1  will  not  listen  to 
thee  longer." 

"  Nay,  but.  you  must,"  said  the 
friar,  clutching  Adam's  robe,  and  con- 
cealing his  resentment  by  an  affected 
grin.  "Thou  thinkest  me  a  mere 
ignoramus  —  ha!  ha!  —  I  think  the 
same  of  thee.  Why,  man,  thou  hast 
never  studied  the  parts  of  the  human 
body,  1  11  swear." 

"  I'm  no  leech,"  said  Vdaui.  "Let 
me  go." 

"  No — not  yet.  I  will  convict  thee 
of  ignorance     Thou   dost   not  even 

know  where  the  liver  is  placed." 

"1  do,"  answered  Adam,  shortly; 
"  but  what  thcui" 
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"Thou  dost! — I  deny  it.  Here  is 
a  pin  ;  stick  it  into  this  wax,  man, 
where  thou  sayest  the  liver  lies  in  the 
human  frame." 

Adam  unsuspiciously  obeyed. 

"Well!  —  the  liver  is  there,  eh. 
All !  but  where  are  the  lungs  ]" 

"  Why,  here." 

"And  the  midriff?" 

"  Here,  certes." 

"  Right !  —  thou  mayest  go  now," 
said  the  friar,  drily.  Adam  disap- 
peared through  the  aperture,  and 
closed  the  panel. 

"  Now  I  know  where  the  lungs, 
midriff,  and  liver  are,"  said  the  friar 
to  himself,  "  I  shall  get  on  famously. 
'Tis  an  useful  fellow,  that,  or  I  should 
have  had  him  hanged  long  ago  !" 

Adam  did  not  remark,  on  his  re- 
entrance,  that  his  visitor,  Hilyani, 
had  disappeared,  and  the  philosopher 
was  soon  re-immersed  in  the  fiery 
interest  of  his  thankless  labours. 

It  might  be  an  hour  afterwards, 
when,  wearied  and  exhausted  by  per- 
petual hope  and  perpetual  disappoint- 
ment, he  flung  himself  on  his  seat ; 
and  that  deep  sadness,  which  they 
who  devote  themselves  in  this  noisy 
world  to  wisdom  and  to  truth  alone 
can  know — suffused  his  thoughts,  and 
murmured  from  his  feverish  lips. 

"Oh,  hard  condition  of  my  life!" 
groaned  the  sage — "  ever  to  strive, 
and  never  to  accomplish.  The  sun 
sets  and  the  sun  rises  upon  my  eternal 
toils,  and  my  age  stands  as  distant, 
from  the  goal,  as  stood  my  youth  ! 
Fast,  fast  the  mind  is  wearing  out  the 
frame,  and  my  schemes  have  but 
woven  the  ropes  of  sand,  and  my  name 
shall  be  writ  in  water.  Golden  dreams 
of  my  young  hope,  where  are  ye  ? 
Methought  once,  that  could  I  obtain 
the  grace  of  royalty,  the  ear  of  power, 
the  command  of  wealth,  my  path  to 
glory  was  made  smooth  and  sure — I 
should  become  the  grand  inventor  of 
my  time  and  land  ;  I  should  leave  my 
lore  a  heritage  and  blessing  wherever 


labour  works  to  civilise  the  round 
globe.  And  now  my  lodging  is  a 
palace — royalty  my  patron — they  give 
me  gold  at  my  desire — my  wants  no 
longer  mar  my  leisure.  Well !  and 
for  what  1  On  condition  that  I  forego 
the  sole  task  for  which  patronage, 
wealth,  and  leisure  were  desired : 
There,  stands  the  broken  iron,  and 
there,  simmers  the  ore  I  am  to  tun? 
to  gold — the  iron  worth  more  than 
all  the  gold,  and  the  gold,  never  to 
be  won  !  Poor,  I  was  an  inventor,  a 
creator,  the  true  magician — protected, 
patronised,  enriched,  I  am  but  the 
alchemist,  the  bubhle,  the  dupe  or 
duper,  the  fool's  fool.  God,  brace  up 
my  limbs!  Let  me  escape— give  me 
back  my  old  dreapi,  and  die,  at  least, 
if  accomplishing  nothing,  hopimr 
all !  " 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  he  strode  across 
the  chamber  with  majestic  step,  with 
resolve  upon  his  brow.  He  stopped 
short,  for  a  sharp  pain  shot  across  his 
heart.  Premature  age,  and  the  dis- 
ease that  labour  brings,  were  at  their 
work  of  decay  within  :  the  mind's 
excitement  gave  way  to  the  body's 
weakness,  and  he  sank  again  upon  his 
seat,  breathing  hard,  gasping,  pale, 
the  icy  damps  upon  his  brow.  Bub- 
blingly  seethed  the  molten  metals, 
redly  glowed  the  poisonous  charcoal, 
the  air  of  death  was  hot  within  the 
chamber  where  the  victim  of  royal 
will  pandered  to  the  desire  of  gold  : — 
Terrible  and  eternal  moral  for  Wisdom 
and  for  Avarice,  for  sages  and  for 
kings — ever  shall  he  who  would  be 
the  maker  of  gold,  breathe  the  air  of 
death  ! 

"  Father,"  said  the  low  and  touch- 
ing voice  of  one  who  had  entered  un- 
perceived,  and  who  now  threw  her 
anus  -ound  Adam's  neck,  "father, 
thou  art  ill,  and  sorely  suffering — " 

"At  heart — yes,  Sibyll.  Give  me 
thine  arm  ;  let  us  forth  and  taste  the 
fresher  air." 

it  was  so  seldom  that  Warner  could 
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be  induced  to  quit  his  chamber,  that 
these  words  almost  startled  Sibyll, 
ami  she  looked  anxiously  in  his  face, 
as  she  wiped  the  dews  from  hiu  fore- 
head. 

"  Yes — air — air  !  "  repeated  Adam, 
rising. 

Sibyll  placed  his  bonnet  over  his 
silvered  locks,  drew  his  gown  more 
closely  round  him,  and  slowly,  and  in 
silence  they  left  the  chamber,  and 
took  their  way  across  the  court  to  the 
ramparts  of  the  fortress  palace. 

The  day  was  calm  and  genial,  with 
a  low  but  fresh  breeze  stirring  gently 
through  the  warmth  of  noon.  The 
father  and  child  seated  themselves  on 
the  parapet,  and  saw,  below,  the  gay 
and  numerous  vessels  that  glided  over 
the  sparkling  river,  while  the  dark 
walls  of  Baynard's  Castle,  the  adjoin- 
ing bulwark  and  battlements  of  Mont- 
fichet,  and  the  tall  watch-tower  of 
Warwick's  mighty  mansion,  frowned 
in  the  distance,  against  the  soft  blue 
sky.  ''  There,"  said  Adam,  quietly, 
and  pointing  to  the  feudal  roofs, 
"there  seems  to  rise  power — and 
fonder,  (glancing  to  the  river,) — yonder 
seems  to  Bow  Genius  !  A  century  or 
so  hence,  the  walls  shall  vanish,  but 
the  river  shall  roll  on.  Alan  makes 
the  castle,  and  founds  the  power — 
God  forms  the  river,  and  creates  the 
genius.  And  yet,  Sibyll,  there  may 
be  streams  as  broad  and  stately  as 
yonder  Thames,  that  flow  afar  in  the 
waste,  never  seen,  never  heard  by 
man.  What  profits  the  river  un- 
marked ? — what  the  genius  never  to 
be  known  V 

It  was  not  a  common  thing  with 
Adam  Warner  to  be  thus  eloquent. 
Usually  silent  and  absorbed,  it,  was 
not  his  gift  to  moralize  or  declaim. 
His  soul  must  be  deeply  moved  before 
the  profound  and  buried  sentiment 
within  it  could  escape  into  words. 

Sibyll  pressed  her  father's  hand, 
find,  though  her  own  heart  was  very 
heavy,   she  forced   her    lips  to  smile, 


and  her  voice  to  soothe.     Auam  inter- 
rupted her. 

"Child,  child,  ye  women  know  not 
what  presses  darkest  and  mo>i  bit- 
terly on  the  minds  of  men.  You 
know  not  what  it  is  to  form  out  ol 
immaterial  things  some  abstract  but 
glorious  object — to  worship — to  serve 
it — to  sacrifice  to  it.  as  on  an  altar, 
youth,  health,  hope,  life  —  and  sud- 
denly, in  old  age,  to  see  that  the 
idol  was  a  phantom,  a  mockery,  a 
shallow  laughing  us  to  scorn,  because 
we  have  sought  to  clasp  it." 

"  Oh,    yes,     father,     women    have 
known  that  illusion." 
"What!     Do  they  study  ?" 
"  No,  father,  but  they  feel !  " 
"  Feel  !     I  comprehend  thee  not." 
"  As  mans  genius  to  him,  is  woman's 
heart  to  her,"  answered    bibyll,   he* 
dark  and    deep    eyes    suffused   with 
tears.      "  Doth  not  the    heart  create 
— invent?   Doth  it  not  dream  ?    Doth 
it   not   form     its    idol    out    of    air? 
Goeth  it  not  forth  into  the  future,  to 
prophesy   to  itself?     And,  sooner  or 
later,    in  age  or  youth,  doth  it  not 
wake  at   last,  and   see   how  it    hath 
wasteil  its  all  on  follies?     Yes,  father, 
my  heart  can  answer,  when  thy  genius 
would  complain." 

"Sibyll,"  said  Warner,  roused,  and 
surprised,  and  gazing  on  her  wistfully, 
"  time  flies  apace.  Till  this  hour  1 
have  thought  of  thee  but  as  a  child — 
an  infant.  Thy  words  disturb  me 
now." 

"  Think  not  of  them,  then.  Let 
me  never  add  one  grief  to  thine." 

"Thou  art  brave  and  gay  in  thy 
silken  sheen,"  said  Adam,  curiously 
stroking  down  the  rich,  smooth  stufl 
of  Sibyll's  tunic;  "her  grace  the 
duchess  is  generous  to  us.  Thou  art 
surely  happy  here  !  " 
"  Happy  ! " 

"Not  happy!"  exclaimed  Adam, 
almost  joyfully,  "  wouldst  thou  that  we 
were  back  once  more  in  our  desolaw 
ruined  home  ? " 
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Yes,  oh,  yes ! — but  rather  away, 
far  away,  in  some  quiet  village,  some 
green  nook  ;  for  the  desolate  ruined 
home  was  not  safe  for  thine  old  age." 

"1  would  we  could  escape,  Sihyll," 
eaid  Adam,  earnestly,  in  a  whisper, 
and  with  a  kind  of  innocent  cunning 
in  his  eye,  "  we  and  the  poor  Eureka  ! 
The  palace  is  a  prison-house  to  me. 
I  will  speak  to  the  Lord  Hastings,  a 
man  of  great  excellence,  and  gentle 
too.     He  is  ever  kind  to  us." 

"  No,  no,  father,  not  to  him,"  cried 
Sibyll,  turning  pale, — "  let  him  not 
know  a  word  of  what  we  would  pro- 
pose, nor  whither  we  would  fly." 

"  Child,  he  loves  me,  or  why  does 
he  seek  me  so  often,  and  sit  and  talk 
not  i " 

Sibyll  pressed  her  clasped  hands 
tightly  to  her  bosom,  but  made  no 
answer  ;  and,  while  she  was  summon- 
ing courage  to  say  something  that 
seemed  to  oppress  her  thoughts  with 
intolerable  weight,  a  footstep  sounded 
gently  near,  and  the  Lady  of  Bonville, 
(then  on  a  visit  to  the  queen),  unseen, 
and  unheard  by  the  two,  approached 
the  spot.  She  paused,  and  gazed  at 
Sibyll,  at  first  haughtily ;  and  then, 
as  the  deep  sadness  of  that  young  face 
struck  her  softer  feelings,  and  the 
pathetic  picture  of  father  and  child, 
thus  alone  in  their  commune,  made 
its  pious  and  sweet  effect,  the  gaze 
changed  from  pride  to  compassion, 
and  the  lady  said,  courteously — 

"  Fair  mistress,  canst  thou  prefer 
this  solitary  scene  to  the  gay  company 
about  to  take  the  air  in  her  Grace's 
gilded  barge]" 

Sibyll  looked  up  in  surprise,  not 
unmixed  with  fear.  Never  before  had 
the  great  lady  spoken  to  her  thus 
gently.  Adam,  who  seemed  for  awhile 
restored  to  the  actual  life,  saluted 
Katherine  with  simple  dignity,  and 
took  up  the  word — 

"  Noble  lady,  whoever  thou  art,  in 
thine  old  age,  and  thine  hour  of  care, 
may  thy  child,  like  this  poor  girl,  fur- 


sake  all  gayer  comrades  for  a  parenVt 
side  ! " 

The  answer  touched  the  Lady  of 
Bonville,  and  involuntarily  she  ex- 
tended her  hand  to  Sibyll.  With  a 
swelling  heart,  Sibyll,  as  proud  r.s 
herself,  bent  silently  over  that  rival's 
hand.  Katherine's  marble  cheek 
coloured,  as  she  interpreted  the  girl's 
silence. 

"  Gentle  sir,"  she  said,  after  a  short 
pause,  "  wilt  thou  permit  me  a  few 
words  with  thy  fair  daughter?  and  ii 
in  aught,  since  thou  speakest  of  care, 
Lord  Warwick's  sister  can  serve  thee, 
prithee  bid  thy  young  maiden  impart 
it,  as  to  a  friend." 

"Tell  her,  then,  my  Sibyl! — tet! 
Lord  Warwick's  sister,  to  ask  tne 
king  to  give  back  to  Adam  Warner 
his  poverty,  his  labour,  and  his  hope," 
said  the  scholar,  and  his  noble  head 
sank  gloomily  on  his  hosom. 

The  Lady  of  Bonville,  still  holding 
Sibyll's  hand,  drew  her  a  few  paces 
up  the  walk,  and  then  she  said  sud- 
denly, and  with  some  of  that  blunt 
frankness  which  belonged  to  her 
great  brother,  "  Madden,  can  there  be 
confidence  between  thee  and  me  ? " 

"  Of  what  nature,  lady  V 

Again  Katherine  hlushed,  but  sho 
felt  the  small  hand  she  held  tremble 
in  her  clasp,  and  was  emboldened — 

"  Maiden,  thou  mayest  resent  and 
marvel  at  my  words;  but,  when  1  had 
fewer  years  than  thou,  my  father  said, 
'There  are  many  carks  in  life  whicli 
a  little  truth  could  end.'  So  would  1 
heed  his  lesson.  William  de  Hastings 
has  followed  thee  with  a  homage  that 
has  broken,  perchance,  many  as  pure 
a  heart  —nay,  nay,  lair  child,  hear  me 
on.  Thou  hast  heard  that  in  youth 
he  wooed  Katherine  Nevile — that  we 
loved,  and  were  severed.  They  who 
see  us  now  marvel  whether  we  hate 
or  love, — no,  not  love — that  question 
were  an  insult  to  Lord  Bonville's  wife 
— Oftt  inies  we  seem  pitiless  to  each 
other, — why  ]     Lord  Hastings  would 
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lave  wooed  me,  an  English  matron, 
to  forget  mine  honour  and  my  house's. 
lie  chafes  thai  he  moves  me  not. 
/  behold  him  debasing  a  great  nature, 
t  i  unworthy  triflings  with  man's  con- 
science and  a  knight's  bright  faith. 
But  mark  me  ! — the  heart  of  Hast- 
ings is  everlastingly  mine,  and  mine 
aione !  What  seek  I  in  this  confi- 
dence? To  warn  thee.  Wherefore? 
Because  for  months,  amidst  all  the 
vices  of  this  foul  court  air — amidst 
the  flatteries  of  the  softest  voice  that 
ever  fell  upon  woman's  ear — amidst, 
pcrad venture,  the  pleadings  of  thine 
own  young  and  guileless  love — thine 
innocence  is  unscathed.  And  there- 
fore Katherine  of  Bonville  may  be  the 
friend  of  Sibyll  Warner." 

However  generous  might  be  the 
true  spirit  of  these  words,  it  was  im- 
possible that  they  should  not  gall  and 
humiliate  the  young  and  flattered 
beauty  to  whom  they  were  addressed. 
They  so  wholly  discarded  all  belief  in 
the  affection  of  Hastings  for  Sibyll ; 
they  so  haughtily  arrogated  the  mas- 
tery over  his  heart ;  they  so  plainly 
implied  that  his  suit  to  the  poor 
maiden  was  but  a  mockery  or  dis- 
honour, that  they  made  even  the 
praise  for  virtue  an  affront  to  the 
delicate  and  chaste  ear  on  which  they 
fell.  And,  therefore,  the  reader  will 
not  be  astonished,  though  the  Lady 
of  Bonville  certainly  was,  when  Sibyll, 


drawing  her  hand  from  Katherine's 
clasp,  stopping  short,  and  calmly 
folding  her  arms  upon  her  bosom, 
said, — 

"  To  what  this  tends,  lady,  I  know 
not.  The  Lord  Hastings  is  free  to 
carry  his  homage  where  he  will.  Hi 
has  sought  me — not  I  Lord  Hastings. 
And  if  to-morrow  he  offered  me  his 
hand,  I  would  reject  it,  if  I  were  not 
convinced  that  the  heart " 

"  Damsel,"  interrupted  the  Lady 
Bonville,  in  amazed  contempt,  "  the 
hand  of  Lord  Hastings!  Look  ye 
indeed  so  high,  or  has  he  so  far  pal- 
tered with  your  credulous  youth  as  to 
speak  to  you,  the  daughter  of  the 
alchemist,  of  marriage?  If  so,  poor 
child,  beware ! " 

"  I  knew  not,"  replied  Sibyll,  bit 
terly,  "  that  Sibyll  Warner  was  more 
below  the  state  of  Lord  Hastings, 
than  Master  Hastings  was  once  below 
the  etate  of  Lady  Katherine  Nevile." 

"  Thou  art  distraught  with  th» 
self-conceit,"  answered  the  dame, 
scornfully ;  and,  losing  all  the  com- 
passion and  friendly  interest  she  had 
before  felt,  "  my  rede  is  spoken — 
reject  it,  if  thou  wilt,  in  pride.  Rue 
thy  folly  thou  wilt  in  shame." 

She  drew  her  wimple  round  her 
face  as  she  said  these  words,  and, 
gathering  up  her  long  robe,  swept 
slowly  on. 


CHAPTER  III. 


WHEREIN    TI1E    DEMAGOGUE    8EEKS    THE    00URT1BE. 


Oh  quitting  Adam's  chamber,  Ilil- 
yanl  paused  not  till  he  reached  a 
stately  house,  not  far  from  Warwick 
Lane,  which  was  the  residence  of  the 
Lord  Montagu. 

That  nobleman  was  employed  in 
mending,  or  rather,  in  pondering  over, 

No.  94 


two  letters,  with  which  a  courier  from 
Calais  had  just  arrived — the  one  from 
the  archbishop,  the  other  from  War- 
wick. In  these  epistles  were  two  pas- 
sages, strangely  contradictory  in  their 
.•i.mi.-'-l.  A  sentence  in  Warwick's 
letter  ran  thus:  "  It  hath  reached  me, 
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that  certain  disaffected  men  meditate 
a  rising  against  the  king,  under  pre- 
text of  wrongs  from  the  queen's  kin. 
't  is  even  said  that  our  kinsmen, 
Ooniers  and  Fitzhugh,  are  engaged 
therein.  Need  I  caution  thee  to  watch 
well  that  they  hring  our  name  into  no 
disgrace  or  attaint.  We  want  no  aid 
to  right  our  own  wrongs ;  and  if  the 
misguided  men  rebel,  Warwick  will 
ocst  punish  Edward,  by  proving  that 
uC  is  yet  of  use." 

On  the  other  hand,  thus  wrote  the 
prelate : — 

'•  The  king,  wroth  with  my  visit  to 
Jalais,  has  taken  from  me  the  Chan- 
cellor's seal.  I  humbly  thank  him, 
and  shall  sleep  the  lighter  for  the  far- 
del's loss.  Now,  mark  me,  Montagu  : 
our  kinsman,  Lord  Fitzhugh 's  son, 
and  young  Henry  Nevile,  aided  by 
)ld  Sir  John  Coniers,  meditate  a  fierce 
ind  well-timed  assault  upon  the  Wood- 
v illes.  Do  thou  keep  neuter — neither 
help  nor  frustrate  it.  Howsoever  it 
end,  it  will  answer  our  views,  and 
shake  our  enemies." 

Montagu  was  yet  musing  over  these 
tidings,  and  marvelling  that  he  in 
England  should  know  less  than  his 
brethren  in  Calais  of  events  so  im- 
portant, when  his  page  informed  him 
that  a  stranger,  with  urgent  messages 
from  the  north  country,  craved  an 
audience.  Imagining  that  these  mes- 
sages would  tend  to  illustrate  the  com- 
munications just  received,  he  ordered 
the  visitor  to  be  admitted. 

He  scarcely  noticed  Hilyard  on  his 
entrance,  and  said,  abruptly,  "  Speak 
shortly,  friend  —  I  have  but  little 
leisure." 

"  And  yet,  Lord  Montagu,  my  busi- 
ness may  touch  thee  home  ! " 

Montagu,  surprised,  gazed  more 
attentively  on  his  visitor  :  "  Surely,  I 
know  thy  face,  friend — we  have  met 
before." 

"  True  ;  thou  wert  then  on  thy  way 
to  the  More." 

"I  remember  me;  and  thou  then 


seem'dst,  from  thy  bold  words,  on  a 
still  shorter  road  to  the  gallows." 

"  The  tree  is  not  planted,"  said 
Robin,  carelessly,  "  that  will  serve  for 
my  gibbet.  But  were  there  no  words 
uttered  by  me  that  thou  couldst  not 
disapprove]  I  spoke  of  lawless  dis* 
orders  —  of  shameful  malfaisanee 
throughout  the  land  —  which  the 
Woodvilles  govern  under  a  lewd 
tyrant " 

"  Traitor,  hold  !  " 

"  A  tyrant,"  continued  Robin  (heed- 
ing not  the  interruption  nor  the  angry 
gesture  of  Montagu),  "a  tyrant  who, 
at  this  moment,  meditates  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  house  of  Nevile.  And  not 
contented  with  this  world's  weapons, 
palters  with  the  Evil  One  for  the 
snares  and  devilries  of  witchcraft." 

"  Hush,  man  !  Not  so  loud,"  said 
Montagu,  in  an  altered  voice.  "Ap- 
proach nearer  —  nearer  yet.  They 
who  talk  of  a  crowned  king — whose 
right  hand  raises  armies,  and  whose 
left  hand  reposes  on  the  block — 
should  beware  how  they  speak  above 
their  breath.  Witchcraft,  sayest  thou  ? 
Make  thy  meaning  clear." 

Here  Robin  detailed,  with  but  little 
exaggeration,  the  scene  he  had  wit- 
nessed in  Friar  Bungey's  chamber — 
the  waxen  image,  the  menaces  against 
the  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  words 
of  the  friar,  naming  the  Duchess  of 
Bedford  as  his  employer  Montagu 
listened  in  attentive  silence.  Though 
not  perfectly  free  from  the  credulities 
of  the  time,  shared  even  by  the  cou- 
rageous heart  of  Edward,  and  the 
piercing  intellect  of  Gloucester,  he 
was  yet  more  alarmed  by  such  proofs 
of  determined  earthly  hostility  in  one 
so  plotting  and  so  near  to  the  throne 
as  the  Duchess  of  Bedford,  than  V>y 
all  the  pins  and  needles  that  could  be 
planted  into  the  earl's  waxen  counter- 
part  

"  A  devilish  malice,  indeed,"  said 
he,  when  Hilyard  had  concluded ; 
"  and  yet  this  story,  if  thou  wilt  ad. 


TH1-I  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS 


211 


nere  to  It,  may  nerve  us  well  at  need. 
I  thank  thee,  trusty  friend,  for  thy 
confidence,  and  beseech  thee  to  come 
at  once  with  me  to  the  king.  There 
wiil  I  denounce  our  foe,  and,  with 
thine  evidence,  we  will  demand  her 
banishment." 

"  By  your  leave,  not  a  step  will  I 
budge,  my  Lord  Montagu,"  quoth 
Robin,  bluntly — "  1  know  how  these 
matters  are  managed  at  court.  The 
kintr  will  patch  up  a  peace  between 
the  duchess  and  you,  and  chop  oft'  my 
ears  and  uose  as  a  liar  and  common 
scandal-maker.  No,  no  ;  denounce 
the  duchess  and  all  the  Woodvilles,  I 
will ; — but  it  shall  not  be  in  the  halls 
of  the  Tower,  but  on  the  broad  plains 
of  Yorkshire,  with  twenty  thousand 
men  at  my  buck  " 

"Ha!  ilmu  a  leader  of  armies — 
and  for  what  end.' — to  dethrone  the 
king?" 

"  That  as  it  may  be— but  first  for 
justice  to  the  people  ;  it  is  the  people's 
rising,  that  1  will  head,  and  not  a 
faction's.  Neither  White  Rose  nor 
Red  shall  be  on  my  banner,  but  our 
standard  shall  be  the  gory  head  of 
the  first  oppressor  we  can  place  upon 
a  pole  " 

"  What  is  it,  th  people,  ae  you 
word  it.  won't  demand  ? " 

i  scarce  know  what  we  demand  as 
jet — that  must  depend  upon  how  we 
prosper,"  returned  Hilyard,  with  a 
bitter  laugh;  but  the  rising  will 
have  some  good,  if  it  shows  only  to 
you  lords  and  Normans,  that  a  Saxon 
people  does  exist,  and  will  turn  when 
the  iron  heel  is  upon  its  neck.  We 
are  taxed,  ground,  pillaged,  plundeied 
— sheep,  maintained  to  be  sheared  for 
your  peace,  or  butchered  for  your  war. 
And  now  will  we  have  a  petition  and 
i  charter  of  our  own,  Lord  Montagu, 
1  speak  frankly-  I  am  in  thy  power 
— thou  canst  arre-t  me — thou  canst 
strike  off  the  head  of  this  revolt. 
Thou  art  the  kind's  friend— wilt  thou 
do  sol     No,  thou  and  thy  house  have 


wrongs  as  well  as  we,  the  people 
And  a  part  at  least  of  our  uemandi 
and  our  purpose  is  your  own." 

"  What  part,  bold  man?" 

"This:  we  shall  make  our  first 
complaint  the  baneful  domination  o« 
the  queen's  family  ;  and  demand  thi 
banishment  of  the  Woodvilles,  rool 
and  stem." 

"Hem!"  said  Montagu,  involun- 
tarily glancing  over  th<5  archbishop's 
letter, — "hem,  but  without  outrage  to 
the  king's  state  and  person  ?" 

"  Oh,  trust  me,  my  lord,  the  frank- 
lin's head  contains  as  much  north- 
country  cunning  as  the  noble's.  They 
who  would  speed  well,  must  feel  their 
way  cautiously." 

"Twenty  thousand  men — impossi- 
ble !  Who  art  thou,  to  collect  and 
head  them ]" 

"Plain  Robin  of  Redesdale." 

"  Ha!  "  exclaimed  Montagu,  "  is  it 
indeed,  as  I  was  taught  to  suspect! 
Art  thou  that  bold,  strange,  mad 
fellow,  whom,  by  pike  and  brand — a 
soldier's  oath — I  a  soldier,  have  oftc 
longed  to  see.  Let  me  look  at  tb  >, 
'Fore  St.  George,  a  tall  man,  and  wen 
kni  with  dareiment  in  thy  brow. 
Why,  there  are  as  many  tales  of  the" 
in  the  north, as  of  mv  brother  the  eatw. 
Some  say  thou  an  a  l-jtu  of  degree 
and  birth,  others  that  thou  art  the 
robber  of  Hexham,  to  whom  Margarcf 
of  Anjou  trusted  her  own  life  and  her 
son's." 

"  Whatever  they  say  of  me,"  re- 
turned Robin,  "they  all  agree  in  ibis, 
that  1  am  a  man  of  honest  word,  and 
bold  deed— that  I  can  stir  up  the 
hearts  of  men,  as  the  wind  stirreth 
fire — that  I  came  an  unknown  stranger 
into  the  parts  where  I  abide,  and  that 
no  peer  in  this  roiuulme,  save  Warwick 
himself,  can  do  more  to  raise  an  army, 
or  shake  a  throne." 

•'  Hut  l.\  what  spell  ?" 

"  By  men's  wrong-,  lord."  answered 
tiobin,  in  a  1 1  rep  voice  .  "and  now,  ere 
tin-  moon  wanes,  Redesdaleiaacampl" 
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"What  the  immediate  cause  of 
complaint]" 

'■  The  hospital  of  St.  Leonard's  has 
compelled  us  unjustly  to  render  them 
a  thrave  of  corn." 

"  Thou  art  a  cunning  knave  !  Pinch 
the  belly  if  you  would  make  English- 
men rise." 

"True."  said  Robin,  smiling  grimly 
— "  and  now — what  say  you — will  you 
Head  us?" 
"  Head  you  !    No  ! " 
"  Will  you  betray  us1?" 
"It    s  not  easy  to  betray  twenty 
thousand  men  ;  if  ye  rise  merely  to 
free  yourselves  from  a  corn-tax,  and  | 
England  from  the  Woodvilles,  I  see 
no  treason  in  your  revolt." 

"I  understand  you,  Lord  Montagu," 
said  Robin,  with  a  stern  and  half- 
scornful  smile — "you  are  not  above 
thriving  by  our  danger;  but  we  need 
now  no  lord  and  baron — we  will  suffice 
for  ourselves.  And  the  hour  will  come, 
believe  me,  when  Lord  Warwick,  pur- 
sued by  the  king,  must  fly  to  the 
commons.  Think  well  of  these  things 
and  this  prophecy,  when  the  news 
from  the  north  startles  Edward  of 
March  in  the  lap  of  his  harlots." 


Without  saying  another  word,  he 
turned  and  quitted  the  chamber  as 
abruptly  as  he  had  entered. 

Lord  Montagu  was  not,  for  his  age, 
a  bad  man ;  though  worldly,  subtle, 
and  designing  ;  with  some  of  the  craft 
of  his  prelate  brother,  he  united  some- 
thing of  the  high  soul  of  his  brother 
soldier.  But  that  age  had  noi  the 
virtue  of  later  times,  and  cannot  be 
judged  by  its  standard.  He  heard 
this  bold  dare-devil  menace  his  coun- 
try with  civil  war  upon  grounds  not 
plainly  stated,  nor  clearly  understood — 
he  aided  not,  but  he  connived :  "  Twenty 
thousand  men  in  arms,"  he  muttered 
to  himself — "say  half — well,  ten  thou- 
sand —  not  against  Edward,  but  the 
Woodvilles!  It  must  bring  the  king 
to  his  senses  —  must  prove  to  him 
how  odious  the  mushroom  race  of  the 
Woodvilles,  and  drive  him  for  safety 
and  for  refuge  to  Montagu  and  War- 
wick. If  the  knaves  presume  too 
far,"  (and  Montagu  smiled,) — "  what 
are  undisciplined  multitudes  to  the 
eye  of  a  skilful  captain  ]  Let  the 
storm  blow,  we  will  guide  the  blast. 
In  this  world  man  must  make  use  of 


CHAPTER  IV. 


While  Montagu,  in  anxious  fore- 
thought, awaited  the  revolt  that 
Robin  of  Redcsdale  had  predicted — 
while  Edward  feasted  and  laughed, 
merry-made  with  his  courtiers,  and 
aided  the  conjugal  duties  of  his  good 
citizens  in  London — while  the  queen 
and  her  father,  Lord  Rivers,  more  and 
more  in  the  absence  of  Warwick,  en- 
croached on  all  the  good  things 
power  can  bestow  and  avarice  seize — 
while   the   Duchess   of    Bedford   and 

iar    Bungey    toiled    hard    at    the 


waxen  effigies  of  the  great  earl,  who 
still  held  his  royal  son-in-law  in  his 
court  at  Calais  —  the  stream  of  our 
narrative  winds  from  its  noisier  chan- 
nels, and  lingers,  with  a  quiet  wave, 
around  the  temple  of  a  virgins  heart. 
Wherefore  is  Sibyll  sad  1  Some  short 
months  since,  and  we  beheld  her  gay 
with  hope,  and  basking  in  the  sunny 
atmosphere  of  pleasure  and  of  love. 
The  mind  of  this  girl  was  a  singular 
combination  of  tenderness  and  pride 
— the   fir^    wholly   natural,  the  last 
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the  result  of  circumstance  and  posi- 
tion. She  was  keenly  conscious  of 
her  gentle  birth,  and  her  earlier  pros- 
pects in  the  court  of  Margaret;  and 
the  poverty  and  distress  and  solitude 
in  which  she  had  grown  up  from  the 
child  into  the  woman,  had  only  served 
to  strengthen  what,  in  I. er  nature,  was 
already  strong,  and  to  heighten  what- 
ever was  already  proud.  Ever  in  her 
youngest  dreams  of  the  future,  ambi- 
tion hid  visibly  blent  itself  with  the 
vague  ideas  of  love.  The  imagined 
wooer  was  less  to  be  young  and  fair, 
than  renowned  and  stately.  She 
viewed  him  through  the  mists  of  the 
future,  as  the  protector  of  her  perse- 
cuted father  —  as  the  rebuilder  of  a 
fallen  house — as  the  ennobler  of  a 
humbled  name.  And  from  the  mo- 
ment in  which  her  girl's  heart  be.u  at 
the  voice  of  Hastings,  the  ideal  of  her 
eoul  seemed  found.  And  when  trans- 
planted to  the  court,  she  learned  to 
judge  of  her  native  grace  and  loveli- 
ness,  by  the  common  admiration  they 
excited,  her  hopes  grew  justified  to 
her  inexperienced  reason.  Often  and 
ever  the  words  of  Hastings,  at  the 
house  of  the  Lady  Longueville,  rang 
in  her  ear,  and  thrilled  through  the 
solitude  of  night  —  "  Whoever  is 
fair  and  chaste,  gentle  and  loving,  is, 
in  the  eyes  of  William  de  Hastings, 
the  mate  and  equal  of  a  king."  In 
visits  that  she  had  found  opportunity 
to  make  to  the  Lady  Longueville, 
these  hopes  were  duly  fed ;  for  the 
old  Lancastrian  detested  the  Lady 
Bonville,  as  Lord  Warwick's  sister, 
and  she  would  have  reconciled  her 
pride  to  view  with  complacency  his 
alliance  with  the  alchemist's  daughter, 
if  it  led  to  his  estrangement  from  the 
memory  of  his  first  love;  and,  there- 
fore, when  her  quick  eye  penetrated 
the  secret  of  Sibyl  1*8  heart,  and  when 
the  witnessed — for  Hastings  often  en- 
countered (and  -••'  med  to  seek  the 
encounter)  the  young  maid  .it  Lady 
Lonxueville's  house — tie 


admiration  which  justified  Sibyl!  in 
her  high-placed  affection,  she  scrupled 
not  to  encourage  the  blushing  girl,  by 
predictions  in  which  she  freed  lr.r 
own  better  judgment  to  believe.  No:, 
when  she  learned  Sibyll's  descent  from 
a  family  that  had  once  ranked  as  high 
as  that  of  Hastings,  would  she  allow  that 
there  was  any  disparity  in  the  alliance 
she  foretold.  But  more,  far  mi  re 
than  Lady  Longueville's  assurances, 
did  the  delicate  and  unceasing  gal- 
lantries of  Hastings  himself  natter 
the  fond  faith  of  Sibyll.  True,  that 
he  spoke  not  actually  of  love,  but 
every  look  implied,  every  whisper 
seemed  to  betray  it.  And  to  her  he 
spoke  as  to  an  equal,  not  in  birth 
alone,  but  in  mind  ;  so  superior  was 
she  in  culture,  in  natural  gifts,  and, 
above  all,  in  that  train  of  high 
thought,  and  elevated  sentiment,  in 
which  genius  ever  finds  a  sympathy, 
to  the  com  t- flu tterers  of  her  sex,  that 
Hastings,  whether  or  not  he  cherished 
a  warmer  feeling,  might  well  take 
pleasure  in  her  converse,  and  feel  the 
lovely  infant  worthy  the  wise  man's 
trust.  He  spoke  to  her  without  re- 
serve of  the  Lady  Bonville,  and  he 
spoke  with  bitterness.  "  I  loved  her," 
he  said,  "as  woman  is  rarely  loved. 
She  deserted  me  for  another — rather 
should  she  have  gone  to  the  convent 
than  the  altar ;  and  now,  forsooth, 
she  deems  she  hath  the  right  to  taunt 
and  to  rate  me,  to  dictate  to  me  the 
way  I  should  walk,  and  to  flaunt  the 
honours  I  have  won." 

"  May  that  be  no  sign  of  a  yet  tender 
interest!"  said  Sibyll,  timidly. 

The  eyes  of  Hastings  sparkled  for  a 
moment,  but  the  gleam  vanished. 
•■  Nay,  yon  know  her  not.  Her  heart 
is  marble,  as  bard  and  as  cold.  Her 
very  virtue  but  the  absence  of  emotion 
—  I  would  say,  of  gentler  emotion — 

for,  pardieu,  such  emotions  as  come 

from  ire  and  pride  and  scorn,  are  the 

owth  of  that   -t'  in  Boil.     « lh( 

happy    was    inv    .-rape  !        happy    I  ha 
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desertion,  whicu  my  young  folly  ' 
deemed  a  curse.  No ! "  he  added, 
with  a  sarcastic  quiver  of  his  lip — 
"  No  ;  what  stings  and  galls  the  Lady 
of  Harrington  and  Bonville — what 
"Vikes  her  countenance  change  in  my 
presence,  and  her  voice  sharpen  at 
my  accost,  is  plainly  this  :  in  wedding 
her  dull  lord,  and  rejecting  me, 
Katherine  Nevile  deemed  she  wedded 
power,  and  rank,  and  station  :  and 
now,  while  we  are  both  young,  how 
proves  her  choice  1  The  Lord  of 
Harrington  and  Bonville  is  so  noted  a 
dolt,  that  even  the  Neviles  cannot 
help  him  to  rise — the  meanest  office 
is  above  his  mind's  level ;  and,  dragged 
down  by  the  heavy  clay  to  which  her 
wings  are  yoked,  Katherine,  Lady  of 
Harrington  and  Bonville — oh,  give 
her  her  due  titles! — is  but  a  pageant 
figure  in  the  court.  If  the  war-trump 
blew,  his  very  vassals  would  laugh  at 
a  Bonville's  banner,  and  beneath  the 
flag  of  poor  William  Hastings  would 
gladly  march  the  best  chivalry  of  the 
land.  And  this  it  is,  I  say,  that  galls 
her.  For  evermore  she  is  driven  to 
compare  the  state  she  holds,  as  the 
dame  of  the  accepted  Bonville,  with 
that  she  lost  as  J,he  wife  of  the  dis- 
dained Hastings." 

And  if,  in  the  heat  and  passion 
that  such  words  betrayed,  Sibyll 
sighed  to  think  that  something  of  the 
old  remembrance  yet  swelled  and 
ourned,  they  but  impressed  her  more 
with  the  value  of  a  heart,  in  which 
the  characters  once  writ  endured  so 
long, — and  roused  her  to  a  tender 
ambi'ion  to  heal  and  to  console. 

Then  looking  into  her  own  deep 
soul,  Sibyll  beheld  there  a  fund  of 
such  generous,  pure,  and  noble  affec- 
tion— such  reverence  as  to  the  fame — 
such  love  as  to  the  man,  that  she 
proudly  felt  herself  worthier  of  Hast- 
ings than  the  haughty  Katherine. 
She  entered  then,  as  it  were,  the  lists 
with  this  rival — a  memory  rather,  so 
the  thought,  than  a  corporeal  being; 


and  her  eye  grew  brighter,  tier  step 
statelier,  in  the  excitement  of  the  con 
test — the  anticipation  of  the  triumph. 
For,  what  diamond  without  its  flaw: 
what  rose  without  its  canker  1  And 
bedded  deep  in  that  exquisite  and 
charming  nature,  lay  the  dangerous 
and  fatal  weakness  which  has  cursed 
so  many  victims,  broken  so  man\ 
hearts — the  vanity  of  the  sex.  We 
may  now  readily  conceive  how  little 
predisposed  was  Sibyll  to  the  blunt 
advances  and  displeasing  warnings  of 
the  Lady  Bonville,  and  the  more  so 
from  the  time  in  which  they  chanced. 
For  here  comes  the  answer  to  the 
question — "  Why  was  Sibyll  sadl" 

The  reader  may  determine  for  him- 
self what  were  the  ruling  motives  of 
Lord  Hastings  in  the  court  he  paid 
to  Sibyll.  Whether  to  pique  the  Lady 
Bonville,  and  force  upon  her  the  jealous 
pain  he  restlessly  sought  to  inflict — 
whether,  from  the  habit  of  his  care- 
less life,  seeking  the  pleasure  of  the 
moment,  with  little  forethought  of  the 
future,  and  reconciling  itself  to  much 
cruelty,  by  that  profound  contempt 
for  human  beings,  man,  and  still  more 
for  woman,  which  sad  experience  often 
brings  to  acute  intellect — or  whether, 
from  the  purer  and  holier  complacency 
with  which  one,  whose  youth  has  fed 
upon  nobler  aspirations  than  man- 
hood cares  to  pursue,  suns  itself  back 
to  something  of  its  earlier  lustre  in 
the  presence  and  the  converse  of  r. 
young  bright  soul : — Whatever,  in 
brief,  the  earlier  motives  of  gallantries 
to  Sibyll,  once  begun,  constantly  re- 
newed,— by  degree?  wilder,  and  warm- 
er, and  guiltier  emotions,  roused  up  in 
the  universal  and  all-conquering  lover 
the  vice  of  his  softer  nature.  When 
calm  and  unitnpassioned,  his  con- 
science had  said  to  him,  —  "Thou 
shalt  spare  that  flower." .  But  when 
once  the  passion  was  roused  within 
him,  the  purity  of  the  flower  was  for- 
gotten in  the  breath  of  its  voluptuous 
sweetness. 
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And  but  three  days  before  the  scene 
we  have  described  with  Katherine, 
Sihyll 's  fabric  of  hope  fell  to  the  dust. 
For  Hastings  spoke  for  the  first  time 
of  love — for  the  first  time  knelt  at 
her  feet — for  the  first  time,  clasping 
to  his  heart  that  virgin  hand,  poured 
forth  the  protestation  and  the  vow. 
And  oh  !  woe — woe !  for  the  first  time 
she  learned  how  cheaply  the  great 
man  held  the  poor  maiden's  love,  how 
little  lie  deemed  that  purity  and  genius 
and  affection  equalled  the  possessor 
of  fame  and  wealth  and  power;  for 
plainly    visible,    boldly    shown    and 


spoken,  the  love  that  she  had  fore- 
seen as  a  glory  from  the  Heaven, 
sought  but  to  humble  her  to  the 
dust. 

The  anguish  of  that  moment  was 
unspeakable — and  she  spoke  it  not. 
But  as  she  broke  from  the  profaning 
clasp,  as  escaping  to  the  threshold,  she 
cast  on  the  unworthy  wooer  one  look 
of  such  reproachful  sorrow,  as  told  at 
once  all  her  love  and  all  her  Lorror,- 
the  first  act  in  the  eterual  tragedy  oi 
man's  wrong  and  woman's  grief  was 
closed.  And  therefore  was  Sihyll 
sad  1 


CHAPTER  V. 


KATHERINE. 


For  several  days  Hastings  avoided 
Sibyl  1 ;  in  truth,  he  felt  remorse  ior  I 
hi.-  design,  and  in  his  various,  active,  I 
and  brilliant  life,  he  hail  not  the  leisure  ! 
for  obstinate  and  systematic  siege  to  a  I 
single  virtue,  nor  was  he,  perhaps,  any  I 
longer  capable  of  deep  and  enduring 
:   his  heart,  like  that  of  many 
a  chevalier  in    the  earlier  day,  had  I 
lavished   itself  upon  one  object,  and 
sullenly,  upon  regret- and  dreams, and 
vain  auger  and  idle  scorn,  it  had  ex- 
hausted those  sentiments  which  make 
the  sum   of  true  love.     And  so,  like 
Petrarch,  whom  his  taste  and  fancy 
n  mil  many  another  votary 

of  tin.  fft  irr  ])<<  u,  while  bin  imagina- 
tion devoted  it.-elf  to  the  eh, i 
distant  ideal — the   spiritual    Laura — [ 
his  senses,  ever   vagrant  and  disen- 
I,  without  scrapie,  upon 
the  thousand  Cynthia*  of  the  minute. 
But  then,  those  Cynthias  were,  for  the 
.it.  and  especially  of  late  years,  | 
.■I    light  iron    nymphs :    their 
t   another  clay  from  the 
tender  but  lofty  Sibyll.    And  II 
shrunk    from    die    cold-blooded   and  I 


deliberate  seduction  of  one  so  pure, 
while  he  could  not  reconcile  his  mind 
to  contemplate  marriage  with  a  girl 
who  could  give  nothing  to  his  ambi- 
tion ;  and  yet  it  was  not,  in  this  last 
reluctance,  only  his  ambition  that 
startled  and  recoiled.  In  that  strange 
tyranny  over  his  whole  soul,  which 
Katherine  Bonville secretly  exercised, 
he  did  not  dare  to  place  a  new  barrier 
evermore  between  her  and  himself. 
The  Lord  Bonville  was  of  infirm 
health  ;  he  had  been  more  than  once 
near  to  death's  door,  and  Hastings,  in 
every  succeeding  fancy  that  beguiled 
his  path,  recalled  the  thrill  of  hU 
heart,  when  it  had  whispered,  "  Ka- 
therine. the  loved  of  thy  youth,  ma> 
yet  be  thine  !  "  And  then  that  Kath<* 
rine  rose  before  him,  not  as  she  now 
swept  the  earth,  with  haughty  step, 
and  frigid  eye,  and  disdainful  lip,  but 
as  in  all  her  bloom  of  maiden  bt-auty, 
before  the  temper  was  soured,  or  the 
pride  aroused,— she  had  met  him  in 
the  summer  twilight,  by  the  trysting- 
tree; — broken  with  him  the 
ting  of  faith,  and  wept,  upon  bis  bosom. 
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And  yet,  during  his  brief  and  self- 
inflicted  absence  from  Sibyl  1,  this  way- 
ward and  singular  personage,  who  was 
never  weak  but  to  women,  and  ever 
weak  to  them,  felt  that  she  had  made 
herself  far  dearer  to  him  than  he  had 
at  first  supposed  it  possible.  He 
missed  that  face,  ever,  till  the  last  in- 
terview, so  confiding  in  the  uncon- 
sciously betrayed  affection.  He  felt 
how  superior  in  sweetness,  and  yet  in 
intellect,  Sibyll  was  to  Katherine ; 
there  was  more  in  common  between 
her  mind  and  his  in  all  things,  save 
one.  But  oh,  that  one  exception  ! — 
what  a  world  lies  within  it  —  the 
memory  of  the  spring  of  life  !  In  fact, 
though  Hastings  knew  it  not,  he  was 
in  love  with  two  objects  at  once ;  the 
one,  a  chimera,  a  fancy,  an  ideal,  an 
Eidolon,  under  the  name  of  Katherine ; 
the  other,  youth,  and  freshness,  and 
mind,  and  heart,  and  a  living  shape 
of  beauty,  under  the  name  of  Sibyll. 
Often  does  this  double  love  happen  to 
men  ;  but  when  it  does,  alas  for  the 
human  object!  for  the  shadowy  and 
the  spiritual  one  is  immortal, — until, 
indeed,  it  be  possessed ! 

It  might  be, perhaps,  with  a  resolute 
desire  to  conquer  the  new  love  and 
confirm  the  old,  that  Hastings,  one 
morning,  repaired  to  the  house  of  the 
Lady  Bonville,  for  her  visit  to  the 
court  had  expired.  It  was  a  large 
mansion,  without  the  Lud  Gate. 

He  found  the  dame  in  a  comely 
chamber,  seated  in  the  sole  chair  the 
room  contained,  to  which  was  attached 
a  foot-board  that  served  as  a  dais,  wnile 
around  her,  on  low  stools,  sate — some 
spinning,  others  broidering  —  some 
ten  or  twelve  young  maidens  of  good 
family,  sent  to  receive  their  nurturing 
under  the  high-born  Katherine,*  while 
two  other  and  somewhat  elder  virgins 


*  And  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  modern 
notions,  the  highest  lady  who  received  such 
pensioners  accepted  a  befitting  salary  for 
their  b<Mi 'I  and  education, 


sate  a  little  apart,  but  close  under  the 
eye  of  the  lady,  practising  the  courtly 
game  of  "prime;"  for  the  diversion 
of  cards  was  in  its  zenith  of  fashion 
under  Edward  IV.,  and  even  half  a 
century  later  was  considered  one  of 
the  essential  accomplishments  of  a 
well-educated  young  lady.  *  The  ex- 
ceeding stiffness,  the  solemn  silence 
of  this  female  circle,  but  little  accorded 
with  the  mood  of  the  graceful  visitor. 
The  demoiselles  stirred  not  at  his 
entrance,  and  Katherine  quietly  mo- 
tioned him  to  a  seat  at  some  distance. 

"  By  your  leave,  fair  lady,"  said 
Hastings,  "  I  rebel  against  so  distant 
an  exile  from  such  sw°et  company ;" 
and  he  moved  the  tabouret  close  to 
the  formidable  chair  of  the  presiding 
chieftainess. 

Katherine  smiled  faintly,  but  not 
in  displeasure. 

"  So  gay  a  presence,"  she  said, 
"  must,  I  fear  me,  a  little  disturb 
these  learners." 

Hastings  glanced  at  the  prim  de- 
mureness  written  on  each  blooming 
visage,  and  replied — 

"  You  wrong  their  ardour  in  such 
noble  studies.  I  would  wager  that 
nothing  less  than  my  entering  your 
bower  on  horseback,  with  helm  on 
head  and  lance  in  rest,  could  provoke 
even  a  smile  from  one  pair  of  the 
twenty  rosy  lips  round  which,  me- 
thinks,  I  behold  Cupido  hovering  in 
vain ! " 

The  Baroness  bent  her  stately  brows, 
and  the  twenty  rosy  lipswere  all  tightly 


*  So  the  Princess  Margaret,  daughter  of 
Henry  VII.,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  exhibits 
her  skill,  in  prime  or  trump,  to  her  be- 
trothed husband,  J;inies  IV  of  Scotland  ;  so, 
among  the  womanly  arts  of  the  unhappy 
[Catherine  of  Arragon,  it  is  mentioned  that 
she  could  play  at  "  cordis  and  dyce."  (See 
Strutt's  Games  and  Pastimes.  Hone's  edi- 
tion, p.  327.1  The  legislature  was  very 
anxious  to  keep  these  games  sacred  to  the 
aristocracy,  and  very  wroth  with  'prentices 
and  the  vulgar  for  imitating  the  ruinous 
amusements  of  their  betters. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


217 


pursed  up,  to  prevent  the  indecorous 
exhibition  which  the  wicked  courtier 
had  provoked.  But  it  would  not  do  : 
one  and  all  the  twenty  lips  broke  into 
a  smile — but  a  smile  so  tortured,  con- 
strained, and  nipped  in  the  bud.  that 
it  only  gave  an  expression  of  pain 
to  the  features  it  was  forbidden  to 
enliven. 

"  And  what  brings  the  Lord  Hast- 
ings hither!"  asked  the  baroness,  in 
a  formal  tone. 

"  Can  you  never  allow,  for  motive, 
the  desire  of  pleasure,  fair  dame  }  " 

Thai  peculiar  and  exquisite  blush, 
which  at  moments  changed  the  whole 
physiognomy  of  Katherine,  flitted 
across  her  smooth  cheek,  and  vanished. 
She  said,  gravely — 

"  So  much  do  I  allow  it  in  you,  my 
lord,  that  hence  my  question." 

"  Katherine  I"  exclaimed  Hastings, 
in  a  voice  of  tender  reproach,  and 
attempting  to  seize  her  hand,  forget- 
ful of  all  other  presence  save  that  to 
which  the  blush,  that  spoke  of  old, 
gave  back  the  ancient  charm. 

Katherine  cast  a  hurried  and  startled 
glance  over  the  maiden  group,  and 
her  eye  detected  on  the  automaton 
faces  one  common  expression  of  sur- 
prise. Humbled  and  deeply  displeased, 
the  cose  from  the  awful  chair,  and  then, 
as  suddenly  reseating  herself,  she  said, 
with  a  voice  and  lip  of  the  most  cut- 
ting irony,  "  My  lord  chamberlain 
is  it  seems,  so  habituated  to  lackey 


his  king  amidst  the  goldsmiths  and 
grocers,  that  he  forgets  the  form  ol 
language  and  respect  of  bearing  which 
a  noblewoman  of  repute  is  accustomed 
to  consider  seemly." 

Hastings  bit  his  lip,  and  his  falcon 
eye  shot  indignant  fire.  "Pardon, 
my  Lady  of  Bonrille  and  Harrington, 
1  did  indeed  forget  what  reasons  the 
dame  of  so  wise  and  so  renowned  a  lord 
hath  to  feel  pride  in  the  titles  she  hath 
won.  But  I  see  that  my  visit  hath 
chanced  out  of  season.  My  bminess, 
in  truth,  was  rather  with  my  lord, 
whose  counsel  in  peace  is  as  famous  an 
his  truncheon  in  war ! " 

"It  is  enough,"  replied  Katherine, 
with  a  dignity  that  rehuked  the  taunt, 
"  that  Lord  Bonville  has  the  name  of 
an  honest  man, — who  never  rose  at 
court." 

"  Woman,  without  one  soft  woman- 
feeling !"  muttered  Hastings,  between 
his  ground  teeth,  as  he  approached 
the  lady  and  made  his  profound  obei- 
sance. The  words  were  intended  only 
for  Katherine's  ear,  and  they  reached 
it.  Her  bosom  swelled  beneath  the 
brocaded  gorget,  and  when  the  door 
closed  on  Hastings,  she  pressed  her 
hands  convulsively  together,  and  her 
dark  eyes  were  raised  upward. 

"  My  child,  thou  art  entangling  thy 
skein,"  said  the  Lady  of  Bonville,  as 
she  passed  one  of  the  maidens,  towards 
the  casement,  which  she  opened, — 
"  The  air  to-day  weighs  heavily  1 " 


CHAPTER    VI. 

J'T    TOi*   Al>AM,    AND    HOPK    TOR    SIBTLL — AND    POPULAR    FRIAR    BUBOBT  ! 


Leaping  on   his  palfrey,  Hastings  !  "  Lord  Hastings,  I  am  ill." 

rode  back  to  the  Tower— dismounted  "  And  thy  child  not  with  thee!" 

At  the  gate — passed  on  to  the  little  "She    is  gone   to   her   grace    the 

pot-tern  in  the  innercourt, — and  paused  duchess,    to    pray    her    to   grant   me 

not  till  he  v,M-  in  Warner's  room.  leave  to  go  home,  and  waste  no  more 

"  How    now,  friend  Adam  1     Thou  life  on  making  gold." 

»rt  idle."  "Home!   Go   hence !      We    cannot 
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hear  it !  The  duchess  must  not  grant 
it.  I  will  not  suffer  the  king  to  lose 
bo  learned  a  philosopher." 

"  Then  pray  the  king  to  let  the 
philosopher  achieve  that  which  is  in 
the  power  of  lahour."  He  pointed  to 
the  Eureka.  "  Let  me  be  heard  in 
the  king's  council,  and  prove  to  suf- 
ficing judges  what  this  iron  can  do 
for  England." 

"  Is  that  all  1  So  be  it.  I  will 
speak  *o  his  highness  forthwith.  But 
promise  that  thou  wilt  think  no  more 
of  leaving  the  king's  palace." 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  If  I  may  enter  again 
into  mine  own  palace — mine  own 
royalty  of  craft  and  hope — the  court 
or  the  dungeon  all  one  to  me  ! " 

"  Father,"  said  Sibyll,  entering, 
"be  comforted.  The  duchess  for- 
bids thy  departure,  but  we  will  yet 
flee " 

She  stopped  short  as  she  saw  Hast- 
ings. He  approached  her  timidly, 
and  with  so  repentant,  so  earnest  a 
respect  in  his  mien  and  gesture,  that 
she  had  not  the  heart  to  draw  back 
the  fair  hand  he  lifted  to  his  lips. 

"  No,  flee  not,  sweet  donzell  ;  leave 
not  the  desert  court,  without  the 
flower  and  the  laurel,  the  beauty  and 
the  wisdom,  that  scent  the  hour;  and 
foretype  eternity.  I  have  conferred 
with  thy  father — I  will  obtain  his 
prayer  from  the  king.  His  mind 
shall  be  free  to  follow  its  own  impulse, 
and  thou — (he  whispered) — pardon- 
pardon  an  offence  of  too  much  love. 
Never  shall  it  wound  again." 

Her  eyes,  swimming  with  delicious 
tears,  were  fixed  upon  the  floor. 
Poor  child  !  with  so  much  love,  how 
could  she  cherish  anger  ]  With  so 
much  purity,  how  distrust  herseff! 
And  while,  at  least,  he  spoke,  the 
dangerous  lover  was  sincere.  So  from 
that  hour  peace  was  renewed  between 
Sibyll  and  Lord  Hastings.  —  Fatal 
peace  !  alas  for  the  girl  who  loves  — 
and  has  no  mother  ! 

True  to  his  word,  the  courtier  braved 


the  displeasure  of  the  Duchess  of  Bed- 
ford, in  inducing  the  king  to  consider 
the  expediency  of  permitting  Adam 
to  relinquish  alchemy,  and  repair 
his  model.  Edward  summoned  a  de- 
putation from  the  London  merchants 
and  traders,  before  whom  Adam  ap- 
peared, and  explained  his  device. 
But  these  practical  men  at  first  ridi- 
culed the  notion  as  a  madman's  fancy, 
and  it  required  all  the  art  of  Hastings 
to  overcome  their  contempt,  and  ap- 
peal to  the  native  acuteness  of  the 
king.  Edward,  however,  was  only 
caught  by  Adam's  incidental  allusions 
to  the  application  of  his  principle  to 
ships.  The  merchant-king  suddenly 
roused  himself  to  attention,  when  it 
was  promised  to  him  that  his  galleys 
could  cross  the  seas  without  sail,  and 
against  wind  and  tide. 

"  By  St.  George ! "  said  he  then, 
"  let  the  honest  man  have  his  whim. 
Mend  thy  model,  and  every  saint  in 
the  calendar  speed  thee !  Master 
Heyford,  tell  thy  comely  wife  that  I 
and  Hastings  will  sup  with  her  to- 
morrow, for  her  hippocras  is  a  rare 
dainty.  Good  day  to  you,  worshipful 
my  masters.  Hastings,  come  hither 
— enough  of  these  trifles  —  I  must 
confer  with  thee  on  matters  really 
pressing — this  damnable  marriage  of 
gentle  Georgie's ! " 

And  now  Adam  Warner  was  re- 
stored to  his  native  element  of  th  ought ; 
now  the  crucible  was  at  rest,  and  the 
Eureka  began  to  rise  from  its  ruins. 
He  knew  not  the  hate  that  he  had 
acquired,  in  the  permission  he  had 
gained  ;  for  the  London  deputies,  on 
their  return  home,  talked  of  nothing 
else  for  a  whole  week,  but  the  favour 
the  king  had  shown  to  a  strange  man, 
half-maniac,  half-conjuror,  who  had 
undertaken  to  devise  a  something 
which  would  throw  all  the  artisans 
and  journeymen  out  of  work  !  From 
merchant  to  mechanic  travelled  the 
news,  and  many  an  honest  man  cursed 
the  great  scholar,  as  he  looked  at  hi* 
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young  children,  and  wished  to  have 
one  good  blow  at  the  head  that  was 
hatching  such  devilish  malice  against 
the  poor  !  The  name  of  Adam  War- 
ner became  a  byword  of  scorn  and 
horror.  Nothing  less  than  the  deep 
ditch  and  strong  walls  of  the  Tower 
could  have  saved  him  from  the  popu- 
lar indignation ;  and  these  prejudices 
were  skilfully  fed  by  the  jealous  en- 
mity of  his  fellow-student,  the  terrible 
Friar  Bungey.  This  man,  though  in 
all  matters  of  true  learning  and 
science,  worthy  the  utmost  contempt 
Adam  could  heap  upon  him,  was  by 
no  means  of  despicable  abilities  in  the 
arts  of  imposing  upon  men.  In  his 
^^ty-A  yaauth  he  had  been  an  itinerant  mounte- 
bank, or,  as  it  was  called,  tr<geJour. 
Tie"  knew  well  all  the  curious  tricks 
of  joggling  that,  then,  amazed  the 
vulgar,  and,  we  fear,  are  lost  to  the. 
craft  of  our  modern  necromancers. 
He  could  clothe  a  wall  with  seem- 
ing vines,  that  vanished  as  you  ap- 
proached ;  lie  could  conjure  up  in 
his  quiet  cell  the  likeness  of  a  castle 
manned  with  soldiers,  or  a  forest 
tenanted  by  deer.*  Besides  these 
allusions,  probably  produced  by  more 
powerful  magic  lanterns  than  are 
now  used,  the  friar  had  stumbled 
upon  the  wondrous  effects  of  animal 
magnetism,  which  was  then  uncon- 
sciously practised  by  the  alchemists 
and  cultivators  of  white  or  sacred 
magic.  He  was  an  adeptjn  the  craft 
of  lor'une-telling  :  and  his  intimate 
acquaintance  with  all  noted  characters 
in  the  metropolis,  their  preview  his- 
tory, and  present  circumstances,  en- 
abled Die  natural  shrewdness  to  hit 
th'-  mark,  at  least,  now  and  then,  in 
his  oracular  ;iredictions.  He  had 
taken   for  safety  and   tor    bread,   the 


*  See  Chai-i  kh.  lloutt  Qf  Time.  H.„ik  iii    j 

il~.  tii.  account  kiv.ii  b_\  iuiti  i  \  Porta, 
ofhiaown  Maslcal  Heluaiona,  of  which  an 
■  i\  be  -  •  '■  Id  the  Cubmositim  hk 
I.itkrati  hk  —  Art.  •*  Drtami  nt  tit,  Daton  << 
PM  Mophp." 


friar's  robes,  and  had  long  enjoyed 
the  confidence  of  the  Duchess  of  Bed- 
ford, the  traditional  descendant  of 
the  serpent-"  itch,  Melusina.  More- 
over, and  in  this  the  friar  especially 
valued  himself,  Bungey  had,  in  the 
course  of  his  hardy,  vagrant,  early  life, 
studied,  as  shepherds  and  mariners 
do  now,  the  signs  of  the  weather,  and 
as  weather-glasses  were  then  unknown, 
nothing  could  lie  more  convenient  to 
the  royal  planners  of  a  summer  chase 
or  a  hawking  company,  than  the 
neighbourhood  of  a  skilful  predictor 
of  storm  and  sunshine.  In  fact,  there 
was  no  part  in  the  lore  of  magic  which 
the  popular  seers  found  so  useful  and 
studied  so  much  as  that  which  enabled 
them  to  prognosticate  the  humours  of 
the  sky,  at  a  period  when  the  lives  of 
all  men  were  principally  spent  in  the 
open  air. 

The  fame  of  Friar  Bungey  had  tra- 
velled much  farther  than  the  repute 
of  Adam  Warner :  it  was  known  in 
the  distant  provinces ;  and  many  a 
northern  peasant  grew  pale  as  he 
related  to  his  gaping  listeners  the 
tales  ho  had  heard  of  the  Duchess 
Jacquetta's  dread  magician. 

And  yet,  though  the  friar  was  an 
atrocious  knave,  and  a  ludicrous  im- 
postor, on  the  whole  he  was  by  no 
means  unpopular,  especially  in  the 
metropolis,  for  he  was  naturally  a 
jolly,  social  fellow  :  he  often  ventured 
boldly  forth  into  the  different  hos- 
tel ries  and  reunions  of  the  populace, 
and  enjoyed  the  admiration  he  there 
excited,  and  pocketed  the  groats  he 
there  collected.  He  had  no  pride — 
none  in  the  least,  this  Friar  Bungey  ! 
—  ami  was  as  affable,  as  a  magician 
could  be,  to  the  meanest  mechanic 
who  crossed  hie  l. mad  horn  palm.  A 
vulgar  man  is  never  unpopular  with 
the  vulgar.  Moreover,  the  friar,  who 
was  a  very  cunning  person,  wished  to 
keep  well  with  the  mob  :  he  was  fond 
of  Ins  own  impudent,  cheating,  burly 
.  and  had  the  prudenceto  fore- 
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see  that  a  time  might  come  when  his 
«oyal  patrons  might  forsake  him,  and 
a  mob  might  be  a  terrible  monster  to 
meet  in  his  path  ;  therefore  he  always 
affected  to  love  the  poor,  often  told 
their  fortunes  gratis,  now  and  then 
gave  them  something  to  drink,  and 
was  esteemed  a  man  exceedingly 
good-natured,  because  he  did  not 
always  have  the  devil  at  his  back. 

Now  Friar  Bungey  had,  naturally 
enough,  evinced,  from  the  first,  a 
great  distaste  and  jealousy  of  Adam 
Warner ;  but  occasionally  profiting 
by  the  science  of  the  latter,  he  suf- 
fered his  resentment  to  sleep  latent 
till  it  was  roused  into  fury  by  learn- 
ing the  express  favour  shown  to  Adam 
by  the  king,  and  the  marvellous 
results  expected  from  his  contrivance. 
His  envy,  then,  forbad  all  tolerance 
and  mercy  ;  the  world  was  not  large 
enough  to  contain  two  such  giants — 
Bungey  and  Warner — the  genius  and 
the  quack.  To  the  best  of  our  expe- 
rience,  the   quacks   have   the    same 


creed  to  our  own  day.  He  vowed 
deep  vengeance  upoD  his  associate, 
and  spared  no  arts  to  foment  the 
popular  hatred  against  him. — Friar 
Bungey  would  have  been  a  great  critic 
in  our  day ! 

But  besides  his  jealousy,  the  fat 
friar  had  another  motive  for  desiring 
poor  Adam's  destruction  ;  he  coveted 
his  model !  True,  he  despised  the 
model,  he  jeered  the  model,  he  ab- 
horred the  model ;  but,  nevertheless, 
for  the  model,  every  string  in  his 
bowels  fondly  yearned.  He  believed 
that  if  that  model  were  once  repaired, 
and  in  his  possession,  he  could  do — 
what  he  knew  not — but  certainly  all 
that  was  wanting  to  complete  his 
glory,  and  to  bubble  the  public. 

Unconscious  of  all  that  was  at  work 
against  him,  Adam  threw  his  whole 
heart  and  soul  into  his  labour,  and, 
happy  in  his  happiness,  Sibyll  once 
more  smiled  gratefully  upon  Hast- 
ings, from  whom  the  rapture  came. 


CHAPTER  VIL 


A    LOVE    SCENE. 


More  than  ever  chafed  against 
Katherine,  Hastings  surrendered  him- 
self, without  reserve,  to  the  charm  he 
found  in  the  society  of  Sibyll.  Her 
confidence  being  again  restored,  again 
her  mind  showed  itself  to  advantage, 
and  the  more  because  her  pride  was 
farther  roused,  to  assert  the  equality 
with  rank  and  gold  which  she  took 
from  nature  and  from  God. 

It  so  often  happens  that  the  first 
love  of  woman  is  accompanied  with  a 
bashful  timidity,  which  overcomes  the 
effort,  while  it  increases  the  desire,  bo 
shine,  that  the  union  of  love  and 
timidity  has  been  called  inseparable, 
in  the  hackneyed  language  of  every 


love-tale.  But  this  is  no  invariable 
rule,  as  Shakspeare  has  shown  us  in 
the  artless  Miranda,  in  the  eloquent 
Juliet,  in  the  frank  and  healthful 
Rosalind  ; — and  the  love  of  Sibyl]  ma 
no  common  girl's  spring-fever  of  sighs 
and  blushes.  It  lay  in  the  mind,  the 
imagination,  the  intelligence,  as  well 
as  in  the  heart  and  fancy.  It  was  a 
breeze  that  stirred  from  the  modest 
leaves  of  the  rose  all  their  diviner 
odour.  It  was  impossible  but  what 
this  j-trong,  fresh,  young  nature,  with 
its  free  gaiety  when  happy — its  earnest 
pathos  when  sad — its  various  faculties 
of  judgment  and  sentiment,  and  covert 
plav  of  innocent  wit — should  not  con- 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


221 


trast  forcibly,  in  the  niiud  of  a  man 
who  had  the  want  to  he  amused  and 
interested, —  with  the  cold  pride  of 
Katherine,  the  dull  atmosphere  in 
which  her  stiff,  unbending  virtue, 
breathed  unintellectual  air,  and  still 
more  with  the  dressed  puppets,  with 
painted  cheeks  and  barren  talk,  who 
filled  up  the  common  world,  under 
the  name  of  women. 

His  feelings  for  Sibyll,  therefore, 
took  a  more  grave  and  respectful 
colour,  and  his  attentions,  if  gallant 
ever,  were  those  of  a  man  wooing  one 
whom  he  would  make  his  wife,  and 
studying  the  qualities  in  which  he  was 
disposed  to  intrust  his  happiness ; 
and  so  pure  was  Sibyll's  affection,  that 
she  could  have  been  contented  to  have 
lived  for  ever  thus — have  seen  and 
heard  him  daily — have  talked  but  the 
words  of  friendship,  though  with  the 
thoughts  of  love;. for  some  passions 
refine  themselves  through  the  very 
fire  of  the  imagination  into  which  the 
senses  are  absorbed,  and  by  the  ideal 
purification  elevated  up  to  spirit. 
Wrapped  in  the  exquisite  happiness 
6he  now  enjoyed,  Sibyll  perceived  not, 
or,  if  perceiving,  scarcely  heeded  that 
the  admirers,  who  had  before  fluttered 
round  her,  gradually  dropped  off — 
that  the  ladies  of  the  court,  the 
damsels  who  shared  her  light  duties, 
grew  distant  and  silent  at  her  ap- 
proach— that  Btrange  looks  were  bent 
on  her—  that  sometimes,  when  she  and 
Hastings  were  seen  together,  the  stern 
frowned  and  the  godly  crossed  them- 
selves. 

The  popular  prejudices  had  reacted 
on  the  court.  The  vizard's  daughter 
Id  to  share  the  gifts  of  her  sire, 
and  the  fascination  of  beauty  was  im- 
puted to  evil  .-pell.-.  Lord  Hastings 
wait  regarded, — especially  by  all  the 
ladies  In-  bad  once  courted  and  for- 
taken,— -as  a  man  egregiously  be- 
witched ! 

One  day,  it  chanced  that  Sibyll  en- 
countered  Hastings  in  the  walk   that 


girded  the  ramparts  of  the  Tower. 
He  was  pacing  musingly,  with  folded 
arms,  when  he  raised  his  eyes  and 
beheld  her. 

"  And  whither  go  you  thus  alone, 
fair  mistress]" 

"  The  duchess  bade  me  seek  the 
queen,  who  is  taking  the  air  yonder. 
My  lady  has  received  some  tidings 
she  would  impart  to  her  highness." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  thee,  fair  damsel, 
when  thy  face  brightened  on  my 
musings,  and  I  was  comparing  thee 
to  others,  who  dwell  in  the  world's 
high  places; — and  marvelling  at  the 
whims  of  fortune." 

Sibyll  smiled  faintly,  and  answered, 
"  Provoke  not  too  much  the  aspiring 
folly  of  my  nature.  Content  is  better 
than  ambition." 

"Thou  ownest  thy  ambition]" 
asked  Hastings,  curiously. 

"  Ah,  sir,  who  hath  it  not?" 

"  But,  for  thy  sweet  sex,  ambition 
has  so  narrow  and  cribbed  a  field." 

"  Not  so,  for  it  lives  in  others. 
I  would  say,"  continued  Sibyll,  colour- 
ing, fearful  that  she  had  betrayed  her- 
self, "for  example,  that  so  long  as  my 
father  toils  for  fame,  I  breathe  in 
his  hope,  and  am  ambitious  for  his 
honour." 

"  And  so,  if  thou  wert  wedded  to 
one  worthy  of  thee,  in  his  ambition 
thou  wouldst  soar  and  dare  ] " 

"  Perhaps,"  answered  Sibyll,  coyly. 

"  But,  if  thou  wert  wedded  to  sor- 
row, and  poverty,  and  troublous  care, 
thine  ambition,  thus  struck  dead, 
would,  of  consequence,  strike  dead 
thy  love]" 

"  Nay,  noble  lord,  nay — canst  thou 
so  wrong  womanhood  in  me  unworthy  1 
for  surely  true  ambition  lives  not  only 
in  Liie  goods  of  f'  rtune.  Is  there  no 
nobler  ambition  'ban  that  of  the 
vanity!  Is  there  no  ambition  of  the 
heart  i — an  ambition  to  console,  to 
cheer  tin-  griefs ol  those  who  love  and 
trust  us  ( —  an  aintition  to  buMd  i 
happiness  out  of  the  reach  of  fate  i — • 
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an  ambition  to  soothe  some  high  soul, 
in  its  strife  with  a  mean  world — to  lull 
to  sleep  its  pain,  to  smile  to  serenity 
its  cares !  Oh,  methinks  a  woman's 
true  ambition  would  rise  the  bravest 
when,  in  the  very  sight  of  death  itself, 
the  voice  of  him  in  whom  her  glory 
had  dwelt  through  life  should  say, 
'  Thou  fearest  not  to  walk  to  the  grave, 
and  to  heaven,  by  my  side ! '  " 

Sweet  and  thrilling  were  the  tones 
iD  which  these  words  were  said — lofty 
and  solemn  the  upward  and  tearful 
look  with  which  they  closed. 

And  the  answer  struck  home  to  the 
native  and  original  heroism  of  the 
listener's  nature,  before  debused  into 
the  cynic  sourness  of  worldly  wisdom. 
JJer«r  had  Katherine  herself  more 
forcioiy  recalled  to  Hastings  the  pure 
and  virgin  glory  of  his  youth. 

"  Oli,  Sibyll ! "  he  exclaimed,  pas- 
sionately, and  yielding  to  the  impulse 
of  the  moment — "  oh,  that  for  me,  as 
to  me,  such  high  words  were  said ! 
Oh  that  all  the  triumphs  of  a  life  men 
call  prosperous  were  excelled  by  the 
one  triumph  of  waking  such  an  ambi- 
tion in  such  a  heart !  " 

Sibyll  stood  before  him  transformed 
—  pale,  trembling,  mute  —  and  Hast- 
ings, clasping  her  hand  and  covering 
it  with  kisses,  said — 

"  Oare  I  arede  thy  silence  1  Sibyll, 
thou  lovest  me  ! — Oh,  Sibyll,  speak  !" 

With  a  convulsive  effort,  the  girl's 
lips  moved,  then  closed,  then  moved 
again,  into  low  and  broken  words. 

"  Why  this  — why  this?  Thou  hadst 
promised  not  to — not  to " 

"  Not  to  insult  thee  by  unworthy 
vows !  Nor  do  I !  But  as  my  wife  " 
— he  paused  abruptly,  aJarmed  at  hjs 
own  impetuous  words,  and  scared  by 
the  phantom  of  th  world  that  rose 
like  a  bodily  thing  before  the  gene- 
rous impulse,  and  grinned  in  scorn  of 
/lis  folly. 

But  Sibyll  heard  only  that  one  holy 
word  if  Wife,  and  so  sudden  and  so 
screw  was  the  transport  it  called  forth, 


that  her  senses  grew  faint  and  dizzy, 
and  she  would  have  fallen  to  the  earth 
but  for  the  arms  that  circled  her,  and 
the  breast  upon  which,  now,  the  virgin 
might  veil  the  blush  that  did  not 
speak  of  shame. 

With  various  feelings,  both  were  a 
moment  silent.  But,  oh,  that  moment ! 
what  centuries  of  bliss  were  crowded 
into  it  for  the  nobler  and  fairer 
nature! 

At  last,  gently  releasing  herself, 
she  put  her  hands  before  her  eyes,  as 
if  to  convince  herself  she  was  awake, 
and  then,  turning  her  lovely  face  full 
upon  the  wooer,  Sibyll  said,  inge- 
nuously— 

"  Oh,  my  lord — oh,  Hastings  !  if 
thy  calmer  reason  repent  not  these 
words — if  thou  canst  approve  in  me 
what  thou  didst  admire  in  Elizabeth 
the  queen — if  thou  canst  raise  one 
who  has  no  dower  but  her  heart,  to 
the  state  of  thy  wife  and  partner — by 
this  hand,  which  I  place  fearlessly  in 
thine,  I  pledge  to  thee  such  a  lo\e  as 
minstrel  hath  never  sung.  No  !  "  she 
continued,  drawing  loftily  up  her 
light  stature, — "no,  thou  shalt  not 
find  me  unworthy  of  thy  name — 
mighty  though  it  is,  mightier  though 
it  shall  be !  I  have  a  mind  that  can 
fih..  re  »hine  objects,  I  have  pride  that  can 
exult  in  thy  power,  courage  to  partake 
thy  dangers,  and  devotion  — "  she 
hesitated,  with  the  most  charming 
blush — "  but  of  that,  sweet  lord,  thou 
shalt  judge  hereafter!  This  is  my 
dowry  ! — it  is  all !  " 

"  And  all  I  ask  or  covet,"  said 
Hastings.  But  his  cheek  had  lost 
its  first  passionate  glow.  Lord  of 
many  a  broad  land  and  barony,  victo- 
rious captain  in  many  a  foughten  field, 
wise  statesman  in  many  a  thoughtful 
stratagem,  high  in  his  king's  favour, 
and  linked  with  a  nation's  history — 
William  de  Hastings  at  that  hour  was 
as  far  below,  as  earth  is  to  heaven,  the 
poor  maiden  whom  he  already  re- 
pented   to   have    so    honoured,   and 
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irhose  sublime  answer  woke  no  echo 
from  his  heart. 

Fortunately,   as   he   deemed    it,  at, 

"hat  very  instant  he  heard  many  steps 

;ipidly  approaching, and  his  own  name 

called  aloud  by  the  voice  of  the  king's 

body  x|iiir''. 

"  Hark,  Edward  summons  me."  he 
said,  with  a  feeling  of  reprieve. 
"  Farewell,  dear  Sil.yll.  farewell  for  a 
brief  while  —  we  shall  meet  anon." 

At  this  time,  they  were  standing 
in  that  part  of  the  rampart  walk 
which  is  now  backed  by  the  barracks 
of  a  modern  soldiery,  and  before 
vhieh,  on  the  other  side  of  the  moat, 
lay  a  space  that  had  seemed  solitary  j 
and  deserted  ;  b  i\  as  Hastings,  in  | 
'peoxiag  his  adieu,  hurriedly  pressed  j 


his  lips  on  Sihyll's  forehead— from  a 
tavern  without,  the  fortress,  ami  oppo- 
site the  spot  on  which  they  stood, 
suddenly  sallied  a  disorderly  troop  of 
half  drunken  soldiers,  with  a  gang  of 
the  wretched  women  that  always  con- 
tinue the  classic  association  of  a  false 
Venus  with  a  brutal  Mars;  and  the 
last  words  of  Hastings  were  scarcely 
spoken,  before  a  loud  laugh  startled 
both  himself  and  Sibvll,  and  a  shud- 
der came  over  her  when  she  beheld 
the  tinsel  robes  ^'  the  tymbesteres 
glittering  in  the  si...,  and  heard  their 
leader  sing,  as  she  darted  from  the 
arms  of  a  reeling  soldier  : — 

"  Ha  !  death  to  the  dove 

Is  the  falcon's  hive. — 

*  ill  !  sharp  is  the  kiss  of  the  falcon 'a  &*>&  I 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THB    WHITE    LION    OP    MARCH    SHAKES    HIS    MANK. 


"  And  what  news] "  asked  Hastings, 
as  he  found  himself  amidst  the  king's 
squires ;  while  yet  was  heard  the 
laugh  of  the  tymbesteres,  and  yet, 
gliding  through  the  trees,  might  be 
Been  the  retreating  form  of  Sibyll. 

"  My  lord,  the  king  needs  you  in- 
stantly. A  courier  has  just  arrived 
from  the  North.  The  Lords  St.  John, 
Rivers,  De  Fulke,  and  Scales,  are 
already  with  his  highness." 

"  Where  ? " 

"  In  the  great  council  chamber." 

To  that  memorable  room,*  in  the 
White  Tower,  in  which  the  visitor,  on 
entrance,  is  first  reminded  of  the  name 
and  fate  of  Hastings,  strode  the  un- 
prophetic  lord. 

He  found  Edward  not  reclining  on 
cushions  and  carpets — not  womanlike 
in  loose  robes- not  with  bis  lazy  smile 
jpon  bis  sleek  beauty.  The  king  bad 
doffed  his  gown,  and  stood  erect  in 
•In  tunic,  which  gave  in  full 
perfection  the  uplendid  proportions  of 
a  frame  unsurpassed  in  activity  and 
strength.  Before  him,  on  the  lung 
table,  lay  two  or  three  open  letters 
beside  I  'lib  which  Edward 

*  It  wit-,  from  thli  room  thai  il  ml  Inm  mu 
bume*!  to  execution,  Juim-  S3,  H'i;t. 


had  cut  the  silk  that  bound  them, 
Around  him  gravely  sate  Lord  Rivers, 
Anthony  Woodville,  Lord  St.  John, 
Raoul  de  Fulke,  the  young  and  valiant 
D'Eyncourt,  and  many  other  of  the 
principal  lords.  Hastings  saw  at 
once  that  something  of  pith  and  mo- 
ment had  oecured  ;  and  by  the  fire  in 
the  king's  eye,  the  dilation  of  his  nos- 
tril, the  cheerful  and  almost  joyous 
pride  of  his  mien  and  brow,  the  expe- 
rienced co  irtier  read  the  signs  of 
War. 

"  Welcome,  brave  Hastings,"  said 
Edward,  in  a  voice  wholly  changed 
from  its  wonted  soft  affectation — loud, 
clear,  and  thrilling  as  it  went  through 
the  marrow  and  heart  of  all  who 
heard  its  stirring  and  trumpet  ac- 
cent— "  Welcome  now  to  the  field, 
as  ever  to  the  banquet !  We  ha'-e 
news  from  the  North,  that  bid  us 
brace  on  the  burgonot,  and  buckle-to 
the  brand — a  revolt  thai  requires  a 
king's  arm  to  quell.  In  Yorkshire 
fiiieen  thousand  men  are  in  arms, 
under  a  leader  they  call  Robin  ol 
Redesdale  the  pretext,  a  i brave  of 
corn  demanded  i>\  mc  Hospital  of  Si, 
Leonard's  the  true  design  that  ol 
bo  out  r.-;ilm  At  the  same 
time,  we  heaj  from  our  brother  o' 
4    -A 
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Gloucester,  now  on  the  border,  that 
the  Scotch  have  lifted  the  Lancaster 
Rose.  There  is  peril  if  these  two 
armies  meet ; — no  time  to  lose — they 
are  saddling  our  war-steeds — we  hasten 
to  the  van  of  our  royal  force.  We 
shall  have  warm  work,  my  lords.  But 
who  is  worthy  of  a  throne  that  cannot 
guard  it ! " 

"  This  is  sad  tidiDgs  indeed,  sire," 
said  Hastings,  gravely. 

"  Sad  !  Say  it  not,  Hastings  !  War 
is  the  chase  of  kings !  Sir  Raoul  de 
Fulke  ! — why  lookest  thou  brooding 
and  sorrowful?" 

"  Sire,  I  but  thought  that  had  Earl 
Warwick  been  in  England,  this " 

"  Ha! "  interrupted  Edward,  haugh- 
tily and  hastily  —  "  and  is  Warwick 
the  sun  of  heaven  that  no  cloud  can 
darken  where  his  face  may  shine  1 
The  rebels  shall  need  no  foe,  my  realm 
no  regent,  while  I,  the  heir  of  the 
Plantaganets,  have  the  sword  for  one, 
the  sceptre  for  the  other.  We  depart 
this  evening  ere  the  sun  be  set." 

"  My  liege,"  said  the  Lord  St.  John, 
gravely — "  on  what  forces  do  you  count 
to  meet  so  formidable  an  array  ! " 

"  Ail  England,  Lord  of  St.  John  !" 

"  Alack !  my  liege,  may  you  not 
deceive  yourself !  But  in  this  crisis, 
it  is  right  that  your  leal  and  trusty 
subjects  should  speak  out  and  plainly. 
It  seems  that  these  insurgents  clamour 
not  against  yourself,  but  against  the 
queen's  relations  —  yes,  my  Lord 
Rivers,  against  you  and  your  house, 
and  I  fear  me  that  the  hearts  of  Eng- 
land are  with  them  here." 

"  1 1  is  true,  sire,"  put  in  Raoul  de 
Fulke,  boldly — "  and  if  these  new  men 
are  to  head  your  armies,  the  warriors 
of  Toutou  will  stand  aloof — Raoul  de 
Fulke  serves  no  Woodville's  banner 
Frown  not,  Lord  de  Scales  !  it.  is  the 
griping  avarice  of  you  and  yours  that 
has  brought  this  evil  on  the  king. 
For  you  the  commons  have  been  pil 
laged — .for  you  the  daughters  of  our 
peers  have  been  forced  into  monstrous 


marriages,  at  war  with  birth  and  with 
nature  herself.  For  you,  the  princely 
Warwick,  near  to  the  throne  in  blood, 
and  front  and  pillar  of  our  time- 
honoured  order  of  seigneur  and  of 
knight,  has  been  thrust  from  our 
suzerain's  favour.  And  if  now  ye  are 
to  march  at  the  van  of  war — you  to  be 
avengers  of  the  strife  of  which  ye  are 
the  cause — I  say  that  the  soldiers  will 
lack  heart,  and  the  provinces  ye  pa*3 
through,  will  be  the  country  of  a  foe! " 

"  Vain  man  !  "  '  began  Anthony 
Woodville,  when  Hastings  laid  his 
hand  on  his  aim,  while  Edward, 
amazed  at  this  outburst  from  two  of 
the  supporters  on  whom  he  princi 
pally  counted,  had  the  prudence  to 
suppress  his  resentment  —  and  re- 
mained silent,  but  with  the  aspect  of 
one  resolved  to  command  obedience, 
when  he  once  deemed  it  right  to  inter- 
fere. 

"Hold,  Sir  Anthony!"  said  Hast- 
ings, who,  the  moment  he  found  him- 
self with  men,  woke  to  all  the  manly 
spirit  and  profound  wisdom  that  had 
rendered  his  name  illustrious — "  hold, 
and  let  me  have  the  word  ;  my  lords 
St.  John  and  De  Fulke,  your  charges 
are  more  against  me  than  against 
these  gentlemen,  for  /  am  a  new  man 
— a  squire  by  birth — and  proud  to 
derive  mine  honours  from  the  same 
origin  as  all  true  nobility  1  mean  the 
grace  of  a  noble  liege,  and  the  happy 
fortune  of  a  soldier's  sword.  It  may 
be,"  (and  here  the  artful  favourite,  the 
imst  beloved  of  the  whole  court,  in- 
clined himself  meekly) — "  it  may  he 
that  1  have  not  borne  those  honours 
so  mildly  as  to  disarm  blame.  In  the 
war  to  be,  let  me  atone.  My  liege, 
hear  your  servant  :  give  me  no  com- 
mand— let  me  be  a  simple  soldier, 
lighting  by  your  side.  My  example 
who  will  not  follow  > — proud  to  ride 
but  as  a  man  of  arms  along  the  tracV 
which  the  sword  of  his  sovereign  shall 
rut  through  the  ranks  of  battle  1  No! 
you,  Lord  de  Stales,  redoubtable  and 
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invincible  with  lance  and  axe;  let  us 
new  men  soothe  envy  by  our  deeds ; 
and  you,  Lords  St.  John  and  De 
Fulkc — you  shall  teach  us  how  your 
fathers  led  warriors  who  did  not  fight 
more  gallantly  than  we  will.  And 
when  rebellion  is  at  rest — when  we 
meet  again  in  our  suzerain's  hall  — 
accuse  us  new  men,  if  you  can  find  us 
faulty,  and  we  will  answer  you  as  we 
best  may  !  " 

This  address,  which  could  have 
come  from  no  man  with  such  effect  as 
from  Hastings,  touched  all  present. 
And  though  the  Woodvilles,  father 
and  son,  saw  in  it  much  to  gall  their 
pride,  and  half  believed  it  a  snare  for 
their  humiliation,  they  made  no  oppo- 
sition. Raoul  de  Fulke,  ever  generous 
as  fiery,  stretched  forth  his  hand,  and 
said — 

"  Lord  Hastings,  you  have  spoken 
well.     Be  it  as  the  king  wills." 

"  My  lords,"  returned  Edward, gaily, 
"  my  will  is  that  ye  be  friends  while  a 
foe  is  in  the  field.  Hasten,  then,  I 
beseech  you,  one  and  all,  to  raise  your 
vassals,  and  join  our  standard  at  Foth- 


eringay.      I  will   find  ye  posts  that 
shall  content  the  bravest." 

The  king  made  a  sign  to  break  up 
the  conference,  and,  dismissing  even 
the  Woodvilles,  was  left  alone  with 
Ha  ungs. 

•  Thou  hast  served  me  at  need. 
Will,"  said  the  king.  "  But  I  shall 
remember "  (and  his  eye  flashed  a 
tiger's  fire)  "  the  mouthing  of  those 
mock-pieces  of  the  lords  at  Runny- 
mede.  I  am  no  John,  to  be  bearded 
by  my  vassals.  Enough  of  them  now. 
Think  you  Warwick  can  have  abetted 
this  revolt  1 " 

"  A  revolt  of  peasants  and  yeomen ! 
No,  sire.  If  he  did  so,  farewell  for 
ever  to  the  love  the  barons  bear  him." 

"  Cm  !  and  yet  Montagu,  whom  I 
dismissed  ten  days  since  to  the  Borders, 
hearing  of  disaffection,  hath  done 
nought  to  check  it.  But  come  what 
may,  his  must  be  a  bold  lance  that 
shivers  against  a  king's  mail.  And 
now  one  kiss  of  my  Lady  Bessee,  one 
cup  of  the  bright  canary,  and  then 
God  and  St.  George  for  the  White 
Rose ! " 


CHAPTER  IL 


THE    CAMP    AT    OLNET. 


It  was  some  weeks  after  the  citizens 
of  London  had  seen  their  gallant  king, 
'     at  the  head  of  such  forces  as  were  col- 
1     ••  'i   in   haste  in  the  metropolis,  de- 
part from  their  walls  to  the  encounter 
of   the   rebels.      Surprising  and    dis- 
astrous had  been   the  tidings  in   the 
interim.     At  fust,  indeed,   there  were 
\      hopes  that  the  insurrection  bad  been 
put  down  by  Montagu,  who  had  de- 
I  ■  of  Robin  ol   Redes 

dale,   Hear   the  city  of   York,  and  was 

said  to  have  beheaded  their  leader. 
IJ.it  the  -p  tit  of  discontent  was  only 

6jjiih.i1    by    an    adver-c    wind.       The 


popular  hatred  to  the  Woodvilles  wae 
so  great,  that  in  proportion  as  Edward 
advanced  to  the  scene  of  action,  the 
country  rose  in  arms  as  Raoul  de 
Fulke  had  predicted.  Leaders  of 
lordly  birth  now  headed  the  rebellion ; 
the  sons  of  the  Lords  Latimer  and 
Fitzhugh,  (near  kinsmen  of  the  House 
of  Nevile,)  lent  their  names  to  the 
cause  ;  and  Sir  John  Coniers,  an  ex- 
perienced  soldier,  whose  claims  had 
been  disregarded  by  Edward,  gave  to 
argents  the  aid  of  a  formidable 
capacity  for  war.  In  every  mouth  was 
the  story  of  the  Duches"  of  Bedford's 
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witchcraft ;  and  the  waxen  figure  of 
the  earl  did  more  to  rouse  the  people, 
than  perhaps  the  earl  himself  could 
have  done  in  person.*  As  yet,  how- 
ever, the  language  of  the  insi  gents 
was  tempered  with  all  personal  rt  oect 
to  the  king ;  they  declared  in  tueir 
manifestoes  that  they  desired  only  the 
banishment  of  thj  W'oodville*,  and  the 
recall  of  Warwick,  whose  name  they 
used  unscrupulously,  and  whom  they 
declared  tney  were  on  their  way  to 
meet.  As  soon  as  it  was  known  that 
the  kinsmen  of  the  beloved  earl  were 
in  the  revolt,  and  naturally  supposed 
that  the  earl  himself  must  countenance 
he  enterprise,  the  tumultuous  camp 
swelled  every  hour,  while  knight  after 
knight,  veteran  after  veteran,  aban- 
doned the  royal  standard.  The  Lord 
FEyneourt,  (one  of  the  few  lords  of 
*he  highest  birth  and  greatest  follow- 
ing, over  whom  the  Neviles  had  no 
nfluence,  and  who  bore  the  Wood vi lies 
10  grudge,)  had,  in  his  way  to  Lin- 
colnshire, where  his  personal  aid  was 
accessary  to  rouse  his  vassals,  infected 
by  the  common  sedition, — been  at- 
tacked and  wounded  by  a  body  of 
marauders,  and  thus  Edward's  camp 
lost  one  of  its  greatest  leaders.  Fierce 
dispute  broke  out  in  the  king's 
councils ;  and,  when  the  witch  Jac- 
quetta's  practices  against  the  earl 
travelled  from  the  hostile  into  the 
royal  camp,  Raoul  de  Fulke,  St.  John, 
and  others,  seized  with  pious  horror, 
positively  declared  they  would  throw 
down  their  arms  and  retire  to  their 
castles,  un'ess  the  Woodvilles  were 
dismissed  from  the  camp,  and  the 
Ear'  of  Warwick  was  recalled  to  Eng- 
land. To  the  first  demand  the  king 
was  constrained  to  yiel  1 ;  with  the 
second  he  temporized.     He  marched 


*  See  Parliamentary  Rail*,  vi.  232,  for 
the  accusations  (if  witchcraft,  and  the  fabri- 
cation of  a  necromantic  iin  igeof  Lord  War- 
wick, circulated  against  the  Duchess  <>f 
Bedford.  She  herself  quotes,  and  complains 
of    them. 


from  Fotherinuay  to  Newark ;  hul 
the  signs  of  disaffection,  though  they 
could  not  dismay  him  as  a  soldier, 
altered  his  plans  as  a  captain  of  sin- 
gular military  acuteness  ;  befell  back 
on  Nottingham,  and  dispatched,  with 
his  own  hands,  letters  to  Clarence, 
the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  Warwick. 
To  the  last  he  wrote  touchingly, 
'•  We  do  not  believe"  (said  the  letter) 
"  that  ye  should  be  of  any  such  dis- 
position toward0  us,  as  the  rumoui 
here  runneth,  considering  the  trust 
and  affection  we  bear  you — and  cousin, 
ne  think  ye  shall  be  to  us  welcome."* 
But  ere  these  letters  reached  the  des- 
tination, the  crown  seemed  well  nigh 
lost.  At  Edgecote,  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke was  defeated  and  slain,  and  five 
thousand  royalists  were  left  on  the 
field.  Earl  Rivers,  and  his  son.  Sir 
John  Woodville.t  who,  in  obedience 
to  the  royal  order,  had  retired  to  the 
earl's  country  seat  of  Grafton,  were 
taken  prisoners,  and  beheaded  by  the 
vengeance  of  the  insurgents.  The 
same  lamentable  fate  befell  the  Lord 
Stafford,  on  whom  Edward  relied  as 
one  of  his  most  puissant  leaders  ;  and 
London  heard  with  dismay,  that  the 
king,  with  but  a  handful  of  troops, 
and  those  lukewarm  and  disaffected, 
was  begirt  on  all  sides  by  hostile  and 
marching  thousands. 


*  f'aston  Letters,  CCXCViii ,  (Knight's  edi- 
tion.) vol.  ii..  p.  59.  See  also  Linparrt,  vol. 
iii  ,  p.  fi-2-2,  |4 to  edition,)  note  43,  for  the 
proper  date  to  be  assigned  to  Edward'g 
letter  to  Warwick,  Ajc. 

)  This  Sir  John  Woodville  was  the  most 
obnoxious  of  the  queen's  brother!,,  and 
infamous  for  the  avarice  which  had  led  him 
to  marry  the  old  Duchess  of  Norfolk,  an 
act  which,  according  to  the  old  laws  of 
chivalry,  would  have  disabled  him  from 
entering  the  lists  of  knighthood,  for  the 
aoc  hiii  rude  disqualified  and  degraded  any 
knight  who  slinold  marry  an  old  woman  for 
her  money  !  Lord  Rivera  was  the  more 
odious  to  the  people  at  the  time  of  the 
insurrection,  because,  in  his  capacity  of 
treasurer,  he  had  lately  tampered  wilh  ihe 
coin  and  circulation 
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From  Nottingham,  however,  Ed- 
ward 11  ade  good  liis  retreat  to  a  vil- 
lage called  Olney,  whieh  chanced  at 
that  time  to  be  partially  fortified  with 
a  wall  ami  a  strong  gate.  Here  the 
rebels  pursued  him  ;  and  Edward, 
hearing  thai  sir  Anthony  Woodville, 
who  conceived  thai  the  fate  of  his 
father  and  brother  cancelled  all  mo- 
tive for  longer  absence  from  the  con- 
test, was  busy  in  collecting  a  force  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Coventry,  while 
other  assistance  might  he  daily  ex- 
pected from  London,  strengthened 
the  fortifications  as  well  as  the  time 
would  permit,  and  awaited  the  assault 
of  the  insurgents. 

It  was  at  this  crisis,  and  while 
throughout  all  England  reigned  terror 
and  commotion — that  one  day,  towards 
the  end  of  July,  a  small  troop  of  horse- 
men were  seen  riding  rapidly  towards 
the  neighbourhood  of  Olney.  As  the 
village  came  in  view  of  the  cavalcade, 
with  the  spire  of  its  church,  and  its 
grey  stone  gateway,  so,  also,  they  he- 
held,  on  the  pastures  that  stretched 
around  wide  and  far,  a  moving  forest 
of  pikes  and  plumes. 

"Holy  Mother! "said  one  of  the 
foremost  ridere,  "Good  knight  and 
strong  man  though  Edward  be,  it 
were  sharp  work  to  cut  his  way  from 
that  hamlet  through  yonder  fields  ! 
Brother,  we  were  more  welcome,  had 
we  brought  more  hills  and  bows  at 
oui   back-  !  " 

"  Archbishop,"  answered  the  stately 
ma  addressed,  ''  we  bring 
what  alone  I  and  disbands 

them — a  kamk  thai  a  People  honours  ! 
From  the  moment  the  White  Bear  is 
seen  on  yonder  archway,  side  by  side 
with  the  king's  banner— that  ann\ 
will  vanish  as  smoke  before  the  wind." 

"  Heaven  grant  it,  Warwick  '"said 
the  Ouke  of  Clarence, "  for,  though 
i  i  hath  used  us  sorely,  it  chafes 
me  as  Plan i  I    ad  as  prince,  to 

see  how  peasants  and  varlete  can  hem 
round  a  king." 


"  Peasants  and  varletsare  pawns  in 
the  chess-board,  cousin  George,"  said 
the  prelate,  "and  knight  and  bishop 
find  them  mighty  useful,  when  push- 
ing forward  to  an  attack.  Now 
knight  and  bishop  appear  themselves 
and  take  up  the  game — Warwick," 
added  the  prelate,  in  a  whisper,  un- 
heard by  Clarence,  "  forget  not,  while 
appeasing  rebellion,  that  the  king  is 
in  your  power." 

"  For  shame,  George  !  I  think  no. 
now  of  the  unkind  king;  I  think  onh 
of  the  brave  hoy  I  dandled  on  my 
knee,  and  whose  sword  I  girded  on  at 
Ton  ton.  How  his  lion  heart  must 
chafe,  condemned  to  see  a  foe  whom 
his  skill  as  captain  tells  him  it  were 
madness  to  confront !  " 

"  Ay,  Richard  Nevile  ! — ay,"  said 
the  prelate,  with  a  slight  sneer,  "play 
the  Paladin,  and  become  the  dupe — 
release  the  prince,  and  betray  the 
people  ! " 

"  No  !  I  can  he  true  to  both.  Tush! 
brother,  your  craft  is  slight  to  the 
plain  wisdom  of  hold  honesty.  You 
slacken  your  steeds,  sirs,  on — on — see. 
the  march  of  the  rebels  !  On,  for  an 
Edward  and  a  Warwick  !  "  and  spur- 
ring to  full  speed,  the  little  company 
arrived  at  the  gates.  The  loud  bugle 
of  the  new  comers  was  answered  by 
the  cheerful  note  of  the  joyous  warder, 
— while  dark,  slow,  and  solemn,  over 
the  meadows,  crept  on  the  mighty 
cloud  of  the  rebel  army. 

"  We  have  forestalled  the  insur- 
gents  "  said  the  earl,  throwing  hin. 
self  from  his  black  steed.  "  Manna 
duke  Nevile,  advance  our  banner* 
heralds,  announce  the  Duke  :f  Ci* 
rence,  the  Archbishop  of  York,  aa. 
the  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick." 
Through  the  anxious  town,  along 
the  crowded  walls  and  housetops,  into 
the  hall  of  an  old  mansion  [thai  tnen 
adjoined  the  church),  where  the  king, 
in  complete  armour,  stood  at  ha), 
with  stubborn  and  disaffected  officers, 
rolled  the  thunder  cry—  "  A  Warwick 
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—  a  Warwick  !  all  saved  !  a  War- 
wick ! " 

Sharply,  as  he  heard  the  clamour, 
he  king  turned  upon  his  startled 
jouncil.  "  Lords  and  captains  !  "  said 
he,  with  that  inexpressible  majesty 
which  he  could  command  in  his  hap- 
pier hours,  "  God  and  our  Patron 
Saint  have  sent  us  at  least  one  man 
who  has  the  heart  to  fight  fifty  times 
the  odds  of  yon  miscreant  rabble,  by 
his  king's  side,  and  for  the  honour  of 
loyalty  and  knighthood  !  " 

"  And  who  says,  sire,"  answered 
Raoul  de  Fulke,  "that  we  your  lords 
and  captains  would  not  risk  blood  and 
life  for  our  king  and  our  knighthood 
in  a  just  cause !  But  we  will  not 
butcher  our  countrymen  for  echoing 
our  own  complaint,  and  praying  your 
grace  that  a  grasping  and  ambitious 
family  which  you  have  raised  to  power 
may  no  longer  degrade  your  nobles 
and  oppress  your  commons.  We  shall 
see  if  the  Earl  of  Warwick  blame  U3 
or  approve." 

"  And  I  answer,"  said  Edward, 
loftily,  "  that  whether  Warwick  ap- 
prove or  blame,  come  as  friend  or  foe, 
I  will  sooner  ride  alone  through  yonder 
archway,  and  carve  out  a  soldier's 
grave  amongst  the  ranks  of  rebellious 
war,  than  be  the  puppet  of  my  sub- 
jects, and  serve  their  will  by  compul- 
sion. Free  am  I — free  ever  will  I  be, 
while  the  crown  of  the  Plantagenet  is 
mine,  to  raise  those  whom  I  love,  to 
defy  the  threats  of  those  sworn  to 
obey  me.  And  were  I  but  Earl  of 
March,  instead  of  king  of  England, 
this  hall  should  have  swam  with  the 
blood  of  those  who  have  insulted  the 
friends  of  my  youth — the  wife  of  my 
bosom.  Off,  Hastings  ! — I  need  no 
mediator  with  my  servants.  Nor  here, 
nor  anywhere  in  broad  England,  have 
1  my  equal,  and  the  king  forgives  or 
scorns — construe  it  as  ye  will,  my 
lords — what  the  simple  gentleman 
would  avenge." 

It  were  in  vain  to  desciibe  the  sen- 


sation that  this  speech  produced. 
There  is  ever  something  in  courage 
and  in  will  that  awes  numbers,  though 
brave  themselves.  And  what  with 
the  unquestioned  valour  of  Edward — 
what  with  the  effect  of  his  splendid 
person,  towering  above  all  present  by 
the  head,  and  moving  lightly,  with 
each  impulse,  through  the  mass  of  a 
mail  that  few  there  could  have  borne 
unsinking,  this  assertion  of  absolute 
power  in  the  midst  of  mutiny — an 
army  marching  to  the  gates — imposed 
an  unwilling  reverence  and  sullen 
silence,  mixed  with  anger,  that,  while 
it  chafed,  admired.  They  who,  in 
peace,  had  despised  the  voluptuous 
monarch,  feasting  in  his  palace,  and 
reclining  on  the  lap  of  harlot-beauty, 
felt  that  in  war,  all  Mars  seemed  living 
in  his  person.  Then,  indeed,  he  was 
a  king ;  and  had  the  foe,  now  darken- 
ing the  landscape,  been  the  noblest 
chivalry  of  France,  not  a  man  there 
but  had  died  for  a  smile  from  that 
haughty  lip.  But  the  barons  were 
knit  heart  in  heart  with  the  popular 
outbreak,  and  to  put  down  the  revolt 
seemed  to  them  but  to  raise  the  Wood- 
villes.  The  silence  was  still  unbroken, 
save  where  the  persuasive  whisper  of 
Lord  Hastings  might  be  faintly  heard 
in  remonstrance  with  the  more  power- 
ful or  the  more  stubborn  of  the  chiefs 
— when  the  tread  of  steps  resounded 
without,  and,  unarmed,  bareheaded, 
the  only  form  in  Christendom  grander 
and  statelier  than  the  king's,  strode 
into  the  Hall. 

Edward,  as  yet  unaware  what  course 
Warwick  would  pursue,  and  half  doubt- 
ful whether  a  revolt  that  had  borrowed 
his  name,  and  was  led  by  his  kinsmen, 
might  not  originate  in  his  consent, 
surrounded  by  those  to  whom  the 
earl  was  especially  dear,  and  aware 
that  if  Warwick  were  against  him  all 
was  lost,  still  relaxed  not  the  dignity 
<>f  his  mien;  and  leaning  on  his  large 
two-handed  sword,  with  such  inwaid 
resolves  as  brave  kings  and  gallant 
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gentlemen  form,  if  the  worst  should 
befall,  he  watched  the  majestic  strides 
of  his  great  kinsman,  and  said,  as  the 
earl  approached,  and  the  mutinous 
captains  louted  low — 

"  Cousin,  you  are  welcome  !  for  truly 
do  I  know  that  when  you  have  aught 
whereof  to  complain,  you  take  not  the 
moment  of  danger  and  disaster.  Aud 
whatever  has  chanced  to  alienate  your 
heart  from  me,  the  sound  of  the  rebel's 
trumpet  chases  all  difference,  and 
marries  your  faith  to  mine." 

"  Oh,  Edward,  my  king,  why  did 
you  so  misjudge  me  in  the  prosperous 
hour!"  said  Warwick,  simply,  but 
with  affecting  earnestness;  "  since 
in  the  adverse  hour  you  arede  me 
relP" 

As  he  spoke,  he  bowed  his  head, 
and,  bending  his  knee,  kissed  the 
hand  held  out  to  him. 

Edward's  face  grew  radiant,  and 
raising  the  earl,  he  glanced  proudly 
at  the  barons  who  stood  round,  sur- 
prised and  mute. 

"  Yes,  my  lords  and  sirs,  see — it  is 
not  the  earl  of  Warwick,  next  to  our 
royal  brethren,  the  nearest  subject  to  ; 
the  throne,  who  would  desert  me  in 
the  day  of  peril !  " 

"Nor  do  we.,  sire,"  retorted  Raoul 
de  Fulke  ;  "  you  wrong  us  before  our 
mighty  comrade  if  you  so  misthink 
us.  We  will  fight  for  the  king,  bul 
not  for  the  queen's  kindred;  and  this 
alone  brings  on  us  your  anger." 

"  The  gates  >hall  be  opened  to  ye. 
Go  :  Warwick  and  I  are  men  enough 
for  the  rabble  yonder." 

The  earl's  quick  eye,  and  profound 
experience  of  bis  time,  saw  at  once 
the  dissension  and  its  causes.  Nor, 
however  generous,  was  he  willing  to 
forego  the  pn  ion  for  perma- 

nently destroying  an  influence  which 
he  knew  hoBtile  t<>  himself  and  hurt- 
ful to  the  realm.  His  crag  not  the 
generosity  of  a  boy,  but  of  a  states 
man.  Accordingly, as  Raoul  de  Fulke 
!    he  took  up  the  word 


"  My  liege,  we  have  yet  an  huur 
good  ere  the  foe  can  reach  the  gates. 
Your  brother  and  mine  accompany 
me.  See,  they  enter  !  Please  you,  a 
few  minutes  to  confer  with  them  ;  and 
suffer  me,  meanwhile,  to  reason  with 
these  noble  captains." 

"Edward  paused;  but  before  the 
open  brow  of  the  earl  fled  whatever 
suspicion  might  have  crossed  the  king's 
mind. 

"  Be  it  so,  cousin  :  but  remember 
this: — to  councillors  who  can  menace 
me  with  desertion  in  such  an  hour,  I 
concede  nothing." 

Turning  hastily  away,  he  met  Cla- 
rence and  the  prelate,  midway  in  the 
hall,  threw  his  arm  caressingly  over 
his  brother's  shoulder,  and,  taking  the 
archbishop  by  the  hand,  walked  with 
them  towards  the  battlements. 

"  Well,  my  friends,"  said  Warwick, 
"  and  what  would  you  of  the  king  1 " 

"  The  dismissal  of  all  the  Wood- 
villes,  except  the  qu  en — the  revoca- 
tion of  the  grants  and  land  accorded 
to  them,  to  the  despoiling  the  ancient 
noble  —  and,  but'  for  your  presence, 
we  had  demanded  your  recall." 

"And,  failing  these,  what  your  re- 
solve 1 " 

"To  depart,  and  leave  Edward  to 
his  fate.  These  granted,  we  doubt 
little  but  that  the  insurgents  will  dis- 
band. T  ese  not  granted,  we  but 
waste  our  lives  against  a  multitude 
whose  cause  we  must  approve." 

"  The  cause  !  But  ye  know  not  the 
real  cause,"  answered  Warwick.  "I 
know  it;  for  the  sons  of  the  North 
are  familiar  to  me,  and  their  rising 
hath  deeper  meaning  than  ye  deem. 
What  :  have  they  not  decoyed  to  their 
head  my  kinsmen,  the  heirs  of  Lati- 
mer  and  Fitzhugh,  and  bold  Coniers, 
steel  casque  should  have  cir- 
cled a  wiser  brain?  Have  they  not 
taken  my  name  as  their  battle-cry  1 
And  do  ye  think  this  falsehood  veils 
nothing  bul  the  Bimple  truth  of  just 
complaint  i " 
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"  Was  their  rising,  then,"  asked  St. 
John,  in  evident  surprise,  "  wholly 
unauthorized  *>y  you  " 

"  So  help  mt,  Heaven !  If  I  would 
resort  to  arms  to  redress  a  wrong, 
think  not  that  I  myself  would 
be  absent  from  the  field?  No,  my 
lords,  friends,  and  captains  —  time 
presses ;  a  few  words  must  suffice  to 
explain  what,  as  yet,  may  be  dark  to 
you.  I  have  letters  from  Montagu 
and  others,  which  reached  me  the 
same  day  as  the  king's,  and  which 
clear  up  the  purpose  of  our  misguided 
countrymen.  Ye  know  well  that  ever 
in  England,  but  especially  since  the 
reign  of  Edward  III.,  strange,  wild 
notions  of  some  kind  of  liberty  other 
than  that  we  enjoy,  have  floated  loose 
through  the  land.  Among  the  com- 
mons, a  half  conscious  recollection 
that  the  nobles  are  a  different  race 
from  themselves,  feeds  a  secret  rancour 
and  mislike,  which  at  any  fair  occa- 
sion for  riot,  shows  itself  bitter  and 
ruthless — as  in  the  outbreak  of  Cade 
and  others.  And  if  the  harvest  fail, 
or  a  tax  gall,  there  are  never  wanting 
men  to  turn  the  popular  distress  to 
the  ends  of  private  ambition  or  state 
design.  Such  a  man  has  been  the 
true  head  and  front  of  this  commo- 
tion." 

"Speak  you  of  Robin  Redesdale, 
now  dead  ] "  asked  one  of  the  cap- 
tains. 

"  He  is  not   dead.*     Montagu  in- 


*  The  fate  of  Rubin  of  Redesdale  has 
been  as  obscure  as  most  of  the  incidents  in 
this  most  perplexed  part  of  English  history. 
While  Some  of  the  chroniclers  finish  his 
career  according  to  the  report  mentioned  in 
the  text.  Fabyan  not  only  more  charitably 
prolongs  his  life,  but  rewards  him  with  the 
king's  pardon  and  according  to  the  annals 
of  his  ancient  and  distinguished  family, 
'who  will  pardon,  we  trust,  a  licence  with 
one  of  their  ancestry  equally  allowed  by 
history  and  romance,)  as  referred  to  in 
Wotton'b  Ei'jjlisk  Biironetaiie,  (AH.,  Ilil- 
yartt.)  and  which  probably  rests  upon  the 
authority  of  the  life  of  Kichard  111.,  in 
S -in  i\  k's  Annuls,  he  is  represented   as  still 


forms  me  that  the  report  was  false. 
He  was  defeated  off  York,  and  retired 
for  some  days  into  the  woods  ;  but  it 
is  he  who  has  enticed  the  sons  ol 
Latimer  and  Fitzhugh  into  the  revolt, 
and  resigned  his  own  command  to 
the  martial  cunning  of  Sir  Johr 
Coniers.  This  Robin  of  Redesdale  ia 
no  common  man.  He  hath  had  a 
clerkly  education — he  hath  travelled 
among  the  Free  Towns  of  Italy — he 
hath  deep  purpose  in  all  he  dotb  ; 
and  among  his  projects  is  the  de> 
st  ruction  of  the  nobles  here,  as  it  was 
whilome  effected  in  Florence,  the  de- 
priving us  of  ail  offices  and  posts, 
with  other  changes,  v/ild  to  think  of, 
and  long  to  name." 

"  And  we  would  have  suffered  this 
man  to  triumph ! "  exclaimed  De 
Fulke  :  "  we  have  been  to  blame." 

"Under  fair  pretence  he  has  gathered 
numbers,  and  now  wields  an  army. 
I  have  reason  to  know  that,  had  he 
succeeded  in  estranging  ye  from  Ed- 
ward, and  had  the  king  fallen,  dead 
or  alive,  into  his  hands,  his  object 
would  have  been  to  restore  Henry  of 
Windsor,  but  on  conditions  that  would 
have  left  king  and  baron  little  more 
than  pageants  in  the  state.  I  knew 
this  man  years  ago.  1  have  watched 
him  since ;  and,  strange  though  it 
may  seem  to  you,  he  hath  much  in 
him  that  I  admire  as  a  subject  and 
should  fear  were  I  a  king.  Brief, 
thus  runs  my  counsel : —  For  our  sake 
and  the  realm's  safety  we  must  set 
this  armed  multitude  disbanded — thai 
done,  we  must  see  the  grievances  thej 
with  truth  complain  of  fairly  re 
dressed.  Think,  not,  my  lords,  1 
avenge  my  own  wrongs  alone,  when  I 
go  with  you  in  your  resolve  to  banish 
from  the  king's  councils  the  baleful 
influence  of  the  queen's  km.  Till 
that  be  compassed,  no  peace  tor  Eng. 

living  in  the  reign  of  that  king.  Hut  the 
whole  account  of  this  famous  demagogue  in 
Wotton  is  it  must  be  owned,  full  of  his- 
torical mistakes. 
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laud.  As  a  leprosy,  their  avarice 
crawl*  over  the  nobler  parts  of  the 
Btttte,  and  devours  while  it  sullies. 
I.ea\e  this  to  me;  and.  though  we 
will  redress  ourselves,  let  us  now 
assist  our  king!  " 

With  one  voice,  the  unruly  officers 
clamoured  their  assent  to  all  the  earl 
urged,  and  expressed  their  readiness 
to  sally  at  once  from  the  gates,  and 
atlac  k  the  rebels. 

"  But."  observed  an  old  veteran, 
"what  are  we  amongst  so  many? 
Here  a  handful — there  an  army  !" 

••  Fear  not,  reverend  sir,"  answered 
Warwick,  with  an  assured  smile;  "is 
it  nil',  this  army  in  part  gathered  from 
my  own  province  of  Yorkshire?  Is 
ii  inn  formed  of  men  who  "nave  eaten 
of  my  bread  and  drank  ol  my  cup! 
Let  me  see  the  man  who  will  dis- 
charge one  arrow  at  the  walls  which 
contain  Richard  Nevile  of  Warwick. 
Now  each  to  your  posts — I  to  the 
king." 

Like  the  pouring  of  new  blood  into 
a  decrepit  body  seemed  the  arrival, 
at  that  feeble  garrison,  of  the  Earl  of 
Warwick.  From  despair  into  the  cer- 
tainty of  triumph  leaped  every  heart. 
Already,  at  tin-  Bight  of  his  banner 
floating  by  the  side  of  Edward's,  the 
gunner  had  repaired  to  his  bombard 
— the  archer  had  taken  up  his  how  — 
the  village  itself,  before  disaffected, 
poured  all  its  Beauty  population — 
women,  and  iige,  and  children — to  the 
walls  And  when  the  earl  joined  the 
king  upon  the  ramparts,  he  found 
that  able  general  sanguine  and  elated, 
and  pointing  out  to  Clarence  the 
natural  defences  of  the  place.  Mean- 
while the  rebels,  no  doubl  apprised 
by  their  jcoute  of  the  new  aid,  had 
hall'  d  in  their  march,  and  I  he 
flark  -warm  might  be  Been  India 
tiiictl;.  mi. in  ere  they 

.midst   the  verdure  of  lie   plain. 

■•  \\  ell,    e — u  .  king, 

'•  have  ye  brought  I         I  [otopura  to 
i  legiance .' " 


"Sire,  yes  ;"  said  Warwick,  gravely, 
"  hut  we  have  here  no  force  to  resist 
yon  army." 

'•  Bring  you  not  succours  ?"  said 
the  king,  astonished.  "  You  mus'. 
have  passed  through  London.  H".V9 
you  left  no  troops  upon  the  road'' 

"  I  had  no  time,  sire  ;  and  London 
is  well  nigh  palsied  with  dismay.  Had 
I  waited  to  collect  troops,  I  might 
have  found  a  king's  head  blackening 
over  those  gates." 

"  Well,"  returned  Edward,  care- 
lessly, "  few  or  many,  one  gentleman 
is  more  worth  than  a  hundred  varlets. 
'  We  are  eno'  for  glory,'  a*  Henry 
said,  at  Agincourt." 

"  No,  sire  ;  you  are  too  skilful  and 
too  wise  to  believe  your  boast.  These 
men  we  cannot  conquer — we  may  dis- 
perse them." 

"  By  what  spell  ?" 

"  By  their  king's  word  to  redress 
their  complaints." 

"And  banish  my  queen?" 

"  Heaven  forbid  that  man  should 
part  those  whom  God  has  joined," 
returned  Warwick.  "  Not  my  lady, 
your  queen,  but  my  lady's  kindred." 

"  liivers  is  dead,  and  gallant  John," 
said  Edward,  sadly — "is  not  that 
enough  for  revenge?" 

"  It  is  not  revenue  that  we  require, 
but  pledges  for  the  land's  safety,"  an- 
swered Warwick.  "  And  to  lie  plain, 
without  such  a  promise  these  walla 
may  be  your  tomb." 

Edward  walked  apart,  strongly  de- 
flating within  himself.  In  his  cha- 
racter were  great  contrasts ;  no  man 
was  more  frank  in  common— «o  man 
more  false  when  it  suited — no  man 
hail  more  levity  in  wanton  love,  or 
more  firm  affection  for  those  he  once 
thoroughly  took  to  his  heart.  He 
was  the  reverse  of  grateful  for  service 
yielded,  yet  he  was  warm  in  protect- 
ing those  i,u  whom  service  was  con- 
ferred. He  was  resolved  not  to  give 
up  I  lie  W'ooih  illcs.  and,  after  a   short 

Belf-commune,  he  equally  determined 
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not  to  risk  his  crown  and  life  by  per- 
severing in  resistance  to  the  demand 
for  their  downfall.  Inly  obstinate, 
outwardly  yielding,  he  concealed  his 
falsehood  with  his  usual  soldierly 
grace. 

"  Warwick,"  he  said,  returning  to 
the  earl's  side,  "you  cannot  advise 
ine  to  what  is  misbeseeming,  and 
therefore,  in  this  strait,  I  resign  my 
conduct  to  your  hands.  I  will  not 
unsay  to  yon  mutinous  gentlemen 
what  I  have  already  said;  but  what 
you  judge  it  right  to  promise  in  my 
name  to  them,  or  to  the  insurgents, 
1  will  not  suppose  that  mine  honour 
will  refuse  to  concede.  But  go  not 
hence,  0  noblest  friend  that  ever  stood 
by  a  king's  throne  ! — go  not  hence  till 
the  grasp  of  your  hand  assures  me 
that  all  past  unkinduess  is  gone  and 
buried ;  yea,  and  by  this  hand,  and 
while  its  pressure  is  warm  in  mine, 
bear  not  too  hard  on  thy  king's  affec- 
tion for  his  lady's  kindred." 

"  Sire,"  said  Warwick,  though  his 
generous  nature  well  nigh  melted  into 
weakness,  and  it  was  with  an  effort 
that  he  adhered  to  his  purpose  — 
"  Sire,  if  dismissed  for  awhile,  they 
shall  not  be  degraded.  And  if  it  be, 
on  consideration,  wise  to  recall  from 
the  family  of  Woodville  your  grants  of 
lands  and  lordships,  take  from  your 
Warwick  —  who,  rich  in  his  king's 
love,  hath  eno'  to  spare  —  take  the 
double    )f    what    you   would    recall. 


0,  be  frank  with  me  —  be  true — be 
steadfast,  Edward,  and  dispose  of  my 
lands  whenever  you  would  content  a 
favourite." 

"  Not  to  impoverish  thee,  my  War- 
wick," answered  Edward,  smiling, 
"  did  I  call  thee  to  my  aid ;  for  the 
rest,  my  revenues  as  Duke  of  York 
are  at  least  mine  to  bestow.  Go  now 
to  the  hostile  camp — go  as  sole  mini- 
ster and  captain-generaf  of  this  realm 
— go  with  all  powers  and  honours  a 
king  can  give ;  and  when  these  dis- 
tricts are  at  peace,  depart  to  our 
Welch  provinces,  as  chief  justiciary  of 
that  principality.  Pembroke's  mourn 
ful  death  leaves  that  high  post  in  my 
gift.  It  cannot  add  to  your  greatness, 
but  it  proves  to  England  your  sove- 
reign's trust." 

"  And  while  that  trust  is  given," 
said  Warwick,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
"may  Heaven  strengthen  my  arm 
in  battle,  and  sharpen  my  brain  in 
council.  But  I  play  the  laggard.  The 
sun  wanes  westward ;  it  should  not 
go  down  while  a  hostile  army  menaces 
the  son  of  Kichard  of  York." 

The  earl  strode  rapidly  away,  reached 
the  broad  space  where  his  followers 
still  stood,  dismounted,  but  beside 
their  steeds — 

"  Trumpets  advance  —  pursuivant* 
and  heralds  go  before  —  Marmadukt. 
mount !  The  rest  I  need  not  Ws 
ride  to  the  insurgent  camp." 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE   CAMP    OF   THE    REBEM, 


The  rebels  had  halted  about  a  mile  I  Coniers  was  a  leader  of  singular  prao 
from  the  town,  and  were  already  ]  t  ice  in  reducing  men  into  the  ma 
pitching  their  tents  for  the  niirht.  It  chinery  of  war,  and  where  his  skill 
was  a  tumultuous,  clamorous,  but  nol  might  have  failed,  the  prodigious  in 
altogether   undisciplined    array  ;    Lr    fiueuce  and  energy  of  Robin  of  Redes- 
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dale  ruled  the  passions  and  united  the 
discordant  elements.  This  last  was, 
indeed,  id  much  worthy  the  respect  in 
which  Warwick  held  his  name.  In 
limes  more  ripe  for  him,  he  would 
have  been  a  mighty  demagogue  and  a 
successful  regenerator.  His  birth  was 
known  but  to  few  ;  his  education  and 
imperious  temper  made  him  vulgarly 
supposed  of  noble  origin  ;  nut  had  he 
descended  from  a  king's  loins,  Robert 
Hilyard  had  still  been  the  son  of  the 
Saxon  people.  Warwick  overrated, 
perhaps,  Hilyard's  wisdom  ;  for,  de- 
spite his  Italian  experience,  his  ideas 
were  far  from  embracing  any  clear  and 
definite  system  of  democracy.  He 
had  much  of  the  frantic  levelism  and 
jacquerie  of  his  age  and  land,  and 
could  probably  not  have  explained  to 
himself  all  the  changes  he  desired  to 
effect ;  but,  coupled  with  his  hatred 
to  the  nobles,  his  deep  and  passionate 
sympathy  with  the  poor,  his  heated 
and  fanatical  chimeras  of  a  republic, 
half-political  and  balf-religious,  —  he 
had,  withno  uncommon  inconsistency, 
linked  the  cause  of  a  dethroned  king. 
For  as  the  Covenanters  linked  with 
the  Stuarts  against  the  succeeding  and 
more  tolerant  dynasty  never  relin- 
quishing their  own  ant i  monarchic 
theories;  as  in  our  time,  the  extreme 
party  on  the  popular  side  has  leagued 
with  the  extreme  of  the  aristocratic, 
in  order  to  crush  the  medium  policy, 
as  a  common  foe  ;  so  the  bold  leveller 
united  with  his  zeal  for  Margaret  the 
very  cause  which  the  House  of  Lan- 
caster might  be  supposed  the  leasl  to 
favour.  He  expected  to  obtain  from 
a  sovereign,  dependent  upon  a  popular 
reaction  for  restoration,  greal  popular 
privileges.  And  as  the  church  had 
deserted  the  Red  Rose  for  the  White, 
he  sought  to  persuade  many  of  the 
\ollani   .  i  ly    to    show    their 

discontent,  that  Margaret  (in  rev<  nge 
on  the  hierarchy)  would  extend  the 
protection  they  had  never  found  in 
the  previous  sw#y  of  her  husband  and 


:  Henry  V.  Possessed  of  extraordinary 
craft,  and  oven  cunning  in  secula? 
intrigues — energetic,  versatile,  bold 
indefatigable,  and,  above  all,  marvel 
louslygifted  with  thearta  that  inflame 
stir  up,  and  guide  the  physical  force 
of  masses,  Robert  Hilyard  had  been, 
indeed,  the  soul  and  life  of  the  presenl 
revolt ;  and  his  prudent  moderation 
in  resigning  the  nominal,  command  to 
those  whose  military  skill  and  high 
birth  raised  a  riot  into  the  dignity  of 
rebellion,  had  given  that  consistency 
and  method  to  the  rising  which  popu- 
lar movements  never  attain  without 
aristocratic  aid. 

In  the  principal  tent  of  the  encamp- 
ment the  leaders  of  the  insurrection 
were  assembled. 

There  was  Sir  John  Coniers,  who 
had  married  one  of  the  Neviles,  the 
daughter  of  Fauconberg,  Lord  High 
Admiral,  but  who  had  profited  little 
by  this  remote  connexion  with  War- 
wick ;  for,  with  all  his  merit,  he  was  a 
greedy,  grasping  man,  and  he  had  an- 
gered the  hot  earl  in  pressing  his  claims 
too  imperiously.  This  renowned  knight 
was  a  tall,  gaunt  man,  whose  iron  frame 
sixty  winters  had  not  bowed;  there, 
were  the  young  heirs  of  Latimer  and 
Fitzhugh,  in  gay  gilded  armour  and 
scarlet  mantelirves ;  and  there,  in  a 
plain  cuirass,  trebly  welded,  and  of 
immense  weight,  but  the  lower  limbs 
left  free  and  unincumbered,  in  thick 
leathern  hose,  stood  Robin  <>f  Redes- 
dale.  Other  captains  there  were,  whom 
different  motives  had  led  to  the  com- 
mon confederacy.  There,  might  be 
Keen  the  secret  Lollard,  hating  either 
Rose,  stern  and  BOur,  and  acknowledg- 
ing no  leader  but  Hilyard,  whom  he 
knew  as  a.  Lollard's  son  ;  there  might 
be  seen  the  ruined  spendthrift,  dis- 
contented  with  fortune,  and  regarding 
civil  war  as  the  east  of  a  die — death 
for  the  forfeiture,  lordships  for  the 
fain;  there,  the  sturdy  Saxon  squire, 
the  little  baron  of  his 
province)  and  rather  hopeful  to  abase 
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a  neighbour  than  dethrone  a  king,  of 
whom  he  knew  little,  and  for  whom 
he  cared  still  less :  and  there,  chiefly 
distinguished  from  the  rest  by  griz- 
zled beard,  upturned  moustache,  erect 
mien, and  grave,  not  thoughtful  aspect, 
Wf>re  the  men  of  a  former  period — the 
soldiers  who  had  fought  against  the 
Maid  of  Arc — now  without  place,  sta- 
tion, or  hope,  in  peaceful  times,  already 
half  robbers  by  profession,  and  decoyed 
to  any  standard  that  promised  action, 
pay,  or  plunder. 

The  conclave  were  in  high  and 
ffarm  debate. 

"  If  this  be  true,"  said  Coniers,  who 
stood  at  the  head  of  the  table,  his 
helmet,  axe,  truncheon,  and  a  rough 
map  of  the  walls  of  Olney  before  him 
— "  if  this  be  true— if  our  scouts  are 
not  deceived— if  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
is  in  the  village,  and  if  his  banner 
float  beside  King  Edward's — I  say 
bluntly,  as  soldiers  should  speak,  that 
I  have  been  deceived  and  juggled  !  " 

"  And  by  whom,  Sir  Knight  and 
cousin  ! "  said  the  heir  of  Pitzhugh, 
reddening. 

"  By  you,  young  kinsman,  and  this 
hot-mouthed  dare-devil,  Robin  of 
Redesdale !  Ye  assured  me,  both, 
that  the  earl  approved  the  rising — 
that  he  permitted  the  levying  yon 
troops  in  his  name — that  he  knew  well 
the  time  was  come  to  declare  against 
the  Woodvilles,  and  that  no  sooner 
was  an  army  mustered  than  he  would 
place  himself  at  its  head ;  and:  1  say, 
if  this  be  not  true,  you  have  brought 
these  grey  hairs  into  dishonour  !  " 

"  And  what,  Sir  John  Coniers," 
exclaimed  Robin,  rudely,  "what  ho- 
nour had  your  grey  hairs  till  the  steel 
cap  covered  them?  What  honour,  I 
say,  under  lewd  Edward  and  his  lusty 
revellers]  You  were  thrown  aside, 
like  a  broken  scythe,  Sir  John  Coniers! 
You  were  forsaken  in  your  rust ! 
Warwick  himself,  your  wife's  great 
Kinsman,  could  do  nought  in  your 
favour !      You  stand   now.    leader  of 


thousands,  lord  of  life  and  death, 
master  of  Edward  and  the  throne  ! 
We  have  done  this  for  you,  and  you 
reproach  us  j" 

"  And,"  began  the  heir  of  Fitz- 
hugh,  encouraged  by  the  boldness  ol 
Hilyard,  '•  we  had  all  reason  to  believe 
my  noble  uncle,  the  Earl  of  Warwick, 
approved  our  emprise.  When  this 
brave  fellow  (pointing  to  Robin)  came 
to  inform  me  that,  with  his  own  eyes, 
he  had  seen  the  waxen  etligies  of  my 
great  kinsman,  the  hellish  misdeed  of 
the  queen's  witch-dam,  I  repaired  to 
my  Lord  Montagu ;  and,  though 
that  prudent  courtier  refused  to  de- 
clare openly,  he  let  me  see  that  war 
with  the  Woodvilles  was  not  unwel- 
come to  him." 

"  Yet  this  same  Montagu,"  observed 
one  of  the  ringleaders,  "  when  Hilyard 
was  well-nigh  at  the  gates  of  York, 
sallied  out  and  defeated  him,  sans 
ruth,  sans  ceremony." 

"  Yes,  but  he  spared  my  life,  and 
beheaded  the  dead  body  of  poor 
Hugh  Withers  in  my  stead  ;  for  John 
Nevile  is  cunning,  and  he  picks  his 
nuts  from  the  brennen  without  lesing 
his  own  paw.  It  was  not  the  hour 
for  him  to  join  us,  so  he  beat  us 
civilly,  and  with  discretion.  But 
what  hath  he  done  since?  He  stands 
aloof  while  our  army  swells — while 
the  bull  of  the  Nevilcs,  and  the 
ragged  staff  of  the  earl,  are  the  en- 
signs of  our  war — and  while  Edward 
gnaws  out  his  fierce  heart  in  yon  walla 
of  Olney.  How  say  ye,  then,  that 
Warwick,  even  if  now  in  person  with 
the  king,  is  in  heart  against  us! 
Nay,  he  may  have  entered  Olney  but 
to  capture  the  tyrant." 

"  If  so,"  said  Coniers,  "all  is  as  it 
should  be  ;  but  if  Earl  Warwick,  who, 
though  he  hath  treated  me  ill,  is  a 
stour  carle,  and  to  be  feared  if  not 
loved,  join  the  king,  I  break  this 
wand,  and  ye  will  seek  cut  another 
captain." 

'■  And  a  ?aptain  shall  be  found!" 
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cried  Robin.  "Are  we  so  poor  in 
valour  that  when  one  man  leaves  us 
we  are  headless  and  undone  ?  What 
if  Warwick  so  betray  us  and  himself 
—  he  brings  no  forces.  And  never, 
by  (Jod'.s  blessing,  should  we  separate, 
till  we  have  redressed  the  wrongs  of 
our  countrymen  !" 

"Good!"  said  the  Saxon  squire, 
winking  and  looking  wise — "not  till 
we  have  burned  to  the  ground  the 
Baron  of  Bullstock's  castle." 

"  Not,"  said  a  Lollard,  sternly — 
"  till  we  have  shortened  the  purple 
?own  of  the  churchman  —  not  till 
abbot  and  bishop  have  felt  on  their 
backs  the  whip  wherewith  they  have 
Bcourged  the  godly  believer  and  the 
humble  saint." 

"  Not,"  added  Robin,  "  till  we  have 
assured  bread  to  the  poor  man,  and 
the  filling  of  the  flesh-pot,  and  the 
law  to  the  weak,  and  the  scaffold  to 
the  evil-doer." 

"  Ail  this  is  mighty  well,"  said, 
bluntly,  Sir  Geoffrey  Gates,  the  leader 
of  the  mercenaries,  a  skilful  soldier, 
but  a  predatory  and  lawless  bravo — 
"  but  who  is  to  pay  me  and  my  tall 
fellows?" 

At  this  pertinent  question,  there 
was  a  general  hush  of  displeasure  and 
disgust. 

"  For  look  you,  my  masters,"  con- 
tinued Sir  Geoffrey— "as  long  as  I 
and  my  comrades  here  believed  that. 
the  rich  earl,  who  hath  half  England 
for  his  provant,  irae  al  the  head  or 
the  tail  of  this  matter,  we  were  con- 
tented to  wait  awhile;  but  devil  a 
groat  hath  jet  l^nc  into  my  gipsire 
and  as  for  pillage,  what  is  a  farm  or 
a  homestead  .'  an'  it  were  a  cdiurch  or 
i  ea-tle.  there  illicit  be  pickings." 

■■  There  is  much    plate  of  silver, 

>.nrt  a  Back  or  go  of  m.irk>  and  royals 

In    the  stronghold    of   the    Baron    of 

Bull-ioek,"  quoth   the   Saxon   squire, 

i |v  hounding  on  to  hi-  , 

"  You  see,  my  friends,'1  said  Coniers, 
Bitl    a     .-mil'-,     and     shrugging     his 


shoulders — "  that  men  cannot  gird 
kingdom   with    ropes  of  sand.     Su| 
pose  we  conquer  and   take  captive^ 
nay,    or    slay    King    Edward — wha 
then  1 " 

"  The  Duke  of  Clarence,  male  heir 
to  the  throne,"  said  the  heir  of 
Latimer,  "  is  Lord  Warwiek's  son-in- 
law,  and  therefore  akin  to  you,  Sir 
John." 

"  That  is  true,"  observed  Coniers, 
musingly. 

"  Not  ill  thought  of,  sir,"  said  Sir 
Geoffrey  Gates — and  my  advico  is  to 
proclaim  Clarence  king,  and  Warwick 
lord  protector.  We  have  somecaance 
of  the  angels  then." 

"  Besides,"  said  the  heir  of  Fitz- 
hugh,  "  our  purpose  once  made  clear, 
it  will  be  hard  either  for  Warwick  or 
Clarence  to  go  against  us — harder 
still  for  the  country  not  to  believe 
them  with  us.  Bold  measures  are 
our  wisest  councillors." 

"  Um  !"  said  the  Lollard — "  Lord 
Warwick  is  a  good  man,  and  hath 
never,  though  his  brother  be  a  bishop, 
abetted  the  church  tyrannies.  But 
as  for  George  of  Clarence " 

"  As  for  Clarence,"  said  Hilyard, 
who  saw,  with  dismay  and  alarm,  that 
the  rebellion  he  designed  to  turn  at 
the  fitting  hour  to  the  service  of  Lan- 
caster, might  now  only  help  to  shift, 
from  one  shoulder  to  the  other,  the 
hated  dynasty  of  York  —  "  as  for 
Clarence,  he  hath  Edward's  vices  with- 
out his  manhood  "  He  paused,  and 
seeing  that  the  crisis  hail  ripened  the 
hour  for  declaring  himself,  his  bold 
temper  pushed  at  once  to  its  object. 
"No!"  he  continued,  folding  his 
arms,  raising  his  head,  and  compre- 
hending the  whole  council  in  his 
keen  and  steady  gaze — "no!  lords 
and  gentlemen — since  speak  I  must, 
in  this  emergency,  hear  me  ealmly. 
Nothing  has  prospered  in  England 
since  we  abandoned  our  lawful  king. 
If  we  rid  ourselves  of  Edward,  let  it 
not  be  to  sink  from  a  harlot  -monger 
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to  a  drunkard.  In  the  Tower  pines 
our  true  lord,  already  honoured  as  a 
saint.  Hear  me,  I  say  —  hear  me 
out!  On  the  frontiers,  an  army  that 
keeps  Gloucester  at  bay,  hath  declared 
for  Henry  and  Margaret.  Let  us, 
after  seizing  Olney,  march  thither  at 
once,  and  unite  forces.  Maigaret  is 
already  prepared  to  embark  for  Eng- 
land. I  have  friends  in  London  who 
will  attack  the  Tower,  and  deliver 
Henry.  To  you,  Sir  John  Coniers, 
in  the  queen's  name,  I  promise  an 
earldom  and  the  garter.  To  you,  the 
heirs  of  Latimer  and  Fitzhugh,  the 
high  posts  that  beseem  your  birth  ; 
to  all  of  you  knights  and  captains, 
just  share  and  allotment  in  the  confis- 
cated lands  of  the  Woodvilles  and 
the  Yorkists.  To  yon,  brethren,"  and 
addressing  the  Lollards,  his  voice 
softened  into  a  meaning  accent,  that, 
compelled  to  worship  in  secret,  they 
yet  understood — "  shelter  from  your 
foes,  and  mild  laws ;  and  to  you, 
brave  soldiers,  that  pay  which  a  king's 
coffers  alone  can  supply.  Wherefore 
I  say,  down  with  all  subject  banners ! 
up  with  the  Red  Rose  and  the  Ante- 
lope, and  long  live  Henry  the  Sixth!" 

This  address,  however  subtle  in  its 
adaptation  to  the  various  passions  of 
those  assembled,  however  aided  by  the 
voice,spirit.  and  energy  of  the  speaker, 
took  too  much  by  surprise  those  pre- 
sent to  produce  at  once  its  effect. 

The  Lollards  remembered  the  fires 
lighted  for  their  martyrs  by  the  House 
of  Lancaster ;  and  though  blindly 
confident  in  Hilyard,  were  not  yet 
prepared  to  respond  to  his  call.  The 
young  heir  of  Fitzhugh,  who  had,  in 
truth,  but  taken  arms  to  avenge  the 
supposed  wrongs  of  Warwick,  whom 
he  idolised,  saw  no  object  gained  in 
the  rise  of  Warwick's  enemy — Queen 
Margaret.  The  mercenaries  called  to 
mind  the  woful  state  of  Henry's  ex- 
chequer in  the  former  time.  The 
Saxon  squire  muttered  to  himself — 
'  And  what  t1'**  -levil  is  to  become  of 


the  castle  of  Bullstock  .<"  But  Sii 
Henry  Nevilc  (Lord  Latimer's  son) 
who  belonged  to  that  branch  of  hi.* 
house  which  had  espoused  the  Lan 
caster  cause,  and  who  was  in  the 
secret  councils  of  Hilyard,  caught  up 
the  crv,  and  said — "  Hilyard  doth  not 
exceed  his  powers ;  and  he  who 
strikes  for  the  Red  Rose,  shall  carve 
out  his  own  lordship  from  the  manors 
of  every  Yorkist  that  he  slays  !  "  Sir 
John  Coniers  hesitated  :  poor,  long 
neglected,  ever  enterprising  and  am- 
bitious, he  was  dazzled  by  the  prof- 
fered bribe — but  age  is  slow  to  act, 
and  he  expressed  himself  with  the 
measured  caution  of  grey  hairs. 

"  A  king's  name,"  said  he,  "  is  a 
tower  of  strength,  especially  when 
marching  against  a  King;  but  this  is 
a  matter  for  general  assent  and  grave 
forethought." 

Before  any  other  (for  ideas  did  not 
rush  at  once  to  words  in  those  days) 
found  his  tongue,  a  mighty  uproar 
was  heard  without.   It  did  not  syllable 

!  itself  into  distinct  sound  ;  it  uttered 
no  name  — it  was  such  a  shout  as 
numbers  alone  could  raise,  and  to  such 
a  shout  would  some  martial  leader 
have  rejoiced  to  charge  to  battle,  so 
full  of  depth  and  fervour,  and  enthu- 
siasm, and  good  heart,  it  seemed, 
leaping  from  rank  to  rank,  from  breast 
to  breast,  from  earth  to  heaven.  With 
one  accord  the  startled  captains  macU 
to  the  entrance  of  the  tent,  and  there 
they  saw,  in  the  broad  space  before 
them,   enclosed    by    the   tents   which 

i  were  grouped  in  a  wide  semicircle, — 

\  for  the  mass  of  the  hardy  rebel  army 
slept  in  the  open  air,  and  the  tents 

.were  but  for  leaders, — they  saw,  we 
say.  in  that  broad  space,  a  multitude 
kneeling,  and  in  the  midst,  upon  his 
good  steed  Saladin,  bending  graciously 
down,  the  martial  countenance,  the 
lofty  stature,  of  the  Earl  of  Warwick. 
Those  among  the  captains,  who  kneX 
him  not  personally,  recognised  him  by 
the  ;  opular  description — by  the  Slack 


THE  LAST  t»r  THE  BAliONS. 


2* 


war-horse,  whose  legendary  fame  had 
been  hymned  by  every  minstrel;  by 
the  sensation  his  appearance  had 
Created  ;  by  the  armorial  insignia  of 
his  heralds,  grouped  behind  him,  and 
whose  gorgeous  tabards  Mazed  with 
his  cognizance  and  quartering  in 
azure,  or,  and  argent.  The  sun  was 
slowly  setting,  and  poured  its  rays 
ppon  the  bare  head  of  the  mighty 
noble,  gathering  round  it  in  the  hazy 
atmosphere  like  a  halo.  The  homage 
of  the  crowd  to  that  single  form,  un- 
armed, and  scarce  attended,  struck  a 
death  knell  to  the  hopes  of  Hilyard — 
struck  awe  into  all  bis  comrades!  The 
presence  of  that  one  man  seemed  to 
ravish  from  them,  as  by  magic,  a 
vast  army;  power  and  state,  and  com- 
mand, left  them  suddenly  to  be  ab- 
sorbed in  him  !  Captains,  they  were 
Lrooplesa  —  the  wielder  of  men's 
hearts  was  amongst  them,  and  from 
his  barb  assumed  reign,  as  from  his 
throne ! 

"Wads,  my  life!"  said  Corners, 
turning  to  his  comrades,  "  we  have 
now,  with  a  truth,  the  earl  amongst 
us  ;  but,  unless  he  come  to  lead  us  on 
to  Olney,  I  would  as  lief  see  the  king's 
provost  at  my  shoulder." 

"  Thu  crowd  separates — he  rides  this 
way!"  .-aid  the  heir  of  Fitzhugh. 
"  Shall  we  go  forth  to  meet  him  1" 

"  Not  -o  !  "  exclaimed  Hilyard,  "  we 
are  still  the  leaders  of  this  army;  let 
him  End  oa  deliberating  on  the  siege 
of  Olnej  !" 

II  V!"  said  Coniers;  "and  if 
there  come  dispute,  let  not  the  rabble 
hear  it." 

The  captains  re-entered  the  tent, 
and  in  grave  silence  awaited  the  earl's 
coming;  nor  was  this  suspense  long. 
Warwick,  leaving  the  multitude  in 
■■<■,  and  taking  only  one  of  the 
subaltern  officers  in  the  rebel  camp 
afl     hi  ;,    arrived    at, 

the  tent,  and    was  admitted   into  the 
BosnciL 
The  captains,    Hilyard   alone   ex- 
No.  <I6 


cepted,  bowed  with  great  leverence  as 
the  earl  entered. 

"  Welcome,  puissant  sir,  and  illus- 
trious kinsman!"  said  Ooniers,  who 
had  decided  on  the  line  to  be  adopted 
— "  you  are  come  at  last  to  take  the 
command  of  the  troops  raised  in  your 
name,  and  into  your  bands  I  resign 
this  truncheon." 

"  I  accept  it,  Sir  John  Coniers," 
answered  Warwick,  taking  the  place 
of  dignity;  "  and  since  yon  thus  con 
stitute  me  your  commander,  I  roceed 
at  once  to  my  stern  duties.  Howhap- 
pens  it,  knights  and  gentlemen,  that 
in  my  absence  ye  have  dared  to  make 
my  name  the  pretext  of  rebellion1? 
Speak  thou,  my  sifter's  son  ! " 

"Cousin  and  lord,"  said  the  heir  of 
Fitzhugh,  reddening  but  not  abashed, 
"  we  could  not  believe  but  what  you 
would  smile  on  those  who  have  risen 
to  assert  your  wrongs  and  defend  your 
life."  And  he  then  briefly  related  the 
tale  of  the  Duchess  of  Bedford's  waxen 
etfigies,  and  pointed  to  Hilyard  as  the 
eye-witness. 

'•  And,"  began  Sir  Henry  Nevile, 
"  you,  meanwhile,  were  banished, 
seemingly,  from  the  king's  court ; 
the  dissensions  between  you  and  Ed- 
ward sufficiently  the  land's  talk — the 
king's  vices,  the  land's  shame ! " 

"  Nor  did  we  act  without  at  least 
revealing  our  intentions  to  my  uncle 
and  your  brother,  the  Lord  Montagu," 
added  the  heir  of  Fitzhugh. 

"  Meanwhile,"  said  Robin  of  Redes- 
dale,  "the  commons  were  oppressed, 
the  people  discontented,  the  Wood- 
villcs  plundering  us,  and  the  king 
wasting  our  substance  on  concubines 
and  minimis.  We  have  had  causa 
eno'  for  our  rising  !  " 

The  earl  listened  to  each  speaker  ii» 
stern  silence. 

"  For  all  this,"  he  said  at  last,  "  you 
have,  without  my  leave  or  sanction, 
levied  armed  men  in  my  name,  and 
would  have  made  Richard  Nevile 
seem  to  Europe  a  traitor,  without  th* 
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courage  to  be  a  rebel !  Your  lives  are 
in  my  power,  and  those  lives  are  for- 
feit to  tlie  laws." 

"  If  we  have  incurred  your  disfavour 
from  our  over  zeal  for  you,"  said  the 
son  of  Lord  Fitzhugh,  touchingly. 
"  take  our  lives,  for  they  are  of  little 
worth."  And  the  young  nobleman 
unbuckled  his  sword,  and  laid  it  on 
the  table. 

"  But,"  resumed  Warwick,  not  seem- 
ing to  heed  his  nephew's  humility, 
"  I,  who  have  ever  loved  the  people  of 
England,  and  before  king  and  parlia 
ment  have  ever  pleaded  their  cause — 
I,  as  captain-general  and  first  officer  of 
these  realms,  here  declare,  that  what- 
ever motives  of  ambition  or  interest 
may  have  misled  men  of  mark  and 
birth,  I  believe  that  the  commons  at 
least  never  rise  in  arms  without  some 
excuse  for  their  error.  Speak  out 
then,  you,  their  leaders ;  and  putting 
aside  all  that  relates  to  me  as  the  one 
man,  say  what  are  the  grievances  of 
which  the  many  would  complain." 

And  now  there  was  silence,  for  the 
knights  and  gentlemen  knew  little  of 
the  complaints  of  the  populace ;  the 
Lollards  did  not  dare  to  expose  their 
oppressed  faith,  and  the  squires  and 
franklins  were  too  uneducated  to  de- 
tail the  grievances  they  had  felt.  But 
then,  the  immense  superiority  of  the 
man  of  the  people  at  once  asserted 
itself;  and  Hilyard,  whose  eye  the 
earl  had  hitherto  shunned,  lifted  his 
deep  voice.  With  clear  precision,  in 
indignant,  but  not  declamatory  elo- 
quence, he  painted  the  disorders  of 
the  time — the  insolent  exactions  of 
the  hospitals  and  abbeys — the  lawless 
violence  of  each  petty  baron — the 
weakness  of  the  royal  authority  in 
retraining  oppression  —  its  terrible 
p  jwer  in  aiding  the  oppressor  He 
accumulated  instance  on  instance  of 
misrule;  he  showed  the  insecurity  of 
property;  the  adulteration  of  the 
oin;  the  burden  of  the  imposts;  he 
bo  spoke  of  wives  and  maiden*  violated 


—of  industry  defrauded  —  of  houses 
forcibly  entered — of  barns  and  grana- 
ries despoiled — of  the  impunity  of  all. 
offenders,  if  high-born—  of  the  punish- 
ment of  all  complaints,  if  poor  and 
lowly.  '•  Tell  us  not,"  he  said,  "that 
this  is  the  necessary  evil  of  the  times, 
the  hard  condition  of  mankind  It 
was  otherwise,  Lord  Warwick,  when 
Edward  first  swayed  ;  for  yon  then 
made  yourself  dear  to  the  people  by 
your  justice.  Still  men  talk,  here- 
abouts, of  the  golden  rule  of  Earl 
Warwick  ;  but  since  you  have  been, 
though  great  in  office,  powerless  in 
deed,  absent  in  Calais,  or  idle  at  Mid- 
dleham,  England  hath  been  but  the 
plaything  of  the  Woodvilles.  and  the 
king's  ears  have  been  stuffed  with 
flattery  as  with  wool.  And."  con 
tinned  Hilyard,  warming  with  his  sub- 
ject, and,  to  the  surprise  of  the  Lol- 
lards, entering  boldly  on  their  mas- 
ter-grievance— "'and  this  is  not  all. 
When  Edward  ascended  the  throne, 
there  was,  if  not  justice,  at  least  re- 
pose, for  the  persecuted  believers 
who  hold  that  God's  word  was  given 
to  man  to  read,  study,  and  digest 
into  godly  deeds.  I  speak  plainly.  I 
speak  of  that  faith  which  your  great 
father,  Salisbury,  and  many  of  the 
house  of  York,  were  believed  to  favoui 
— that  faith  which  is  called  the  Lol- 
lard, and  the  oppression  of  which, 
more  than  aught  else,  lost  to  Lancastei 
the  hearts  of  England.  But  of  late, 
the  church,  assuming  the  power  it  evei 
grasps  the  most  under  the  most  licen- 
tious kings  (for  the  sinner  prince 
hath  ever  the  tyrant  priest!),  hath 
put  in  vigour  old  laws,  for  the  wrong- 
ing man's  thought  and  conscience;* 


*  The  Lollards  had  preatly  contributed  to 
seat  Edward  on  the  throne  ;  and  much  of 
tiir  subsequent  discontent,  no  doubt,  arose 
from  their  disappointment,  when,  asShamn 
Turner  well  expresses  it,  "bis  indolence 
allied  bun  to  the  Church,"  and  be  became 
•■  Inrrticvrum  fever iisimut  hoitu." — Caovu 
P  5W 
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On  leaving  the  camp,  Warwick 
rode  in  advance  of  his  train,  and  his 
ountcnanee  was  serious  and  full  of 
thought.  At  length, as  a  turn  in  the 
road  hid  the  little  hand  from  the  view 
jf  the  rebels,  the  carl  motioned  to 
Marmaduke  to  advai.ee  with  his  pri- 
soner. The  young  Nevile  then  fell 
oack,  and  Rohin  and  Warwick  rode 
breast  to  breast,  out  of  hearing  of  the 
rest. 

"  Master  Hi  hard,  I  am  well  con- 
tent that  my  brother,  when  you  fell 
into  his  hands,  spared  your  life,  out 
of  gratitude  for  the  favour  you  once, 
showed  to  mine." 

"  Your  noble  brother,  my  lord," 
answered  Robin,  drily — "  is.  perhaps, 
not  aware  of  the  service  I  once  ren- 
dered you.  Methiuks  he  spared  me 
rather,  because,  without  me,  an  enter- 
prise which  has  shaken  the  Wood- 
villes  from  their  roots  around  the 
throne,  and  given  back  England  to 
the  Neviles,  had  been  nipped  in  the 
bud  !  —  Your  hrolher  is  a  deep 
thinker !  " 

"  I  irrieve  to  hear  thee  speak  thus 
of  the   Lord  .Montagu.     1  know  that 

he  hath  wilier  devices   than   1>. ie, 

:n  my  eyes,  a  well-bom  knight  and  a 
sincere  man  ;  but  he  loves  his  king, 
and  his  ends  are  juster  than  his 
means.  Master  Hilyunl,  enough.*of 
the  past  evil.  Some  months  after 
the  field  of  Hcxhain.J  chanced  to  fall, 
when  alone,  aino...  ,1  a  hand  of  roving 
and  fierce  Lancastrian  outlaws.  Thou, 
their  leader,  recognising  the  ci 
my  helm,  and  mi.idl'iil  of  some  Klighl 
Indulgence  once  shown  to  t  hj 
notions  of  republican  liberty,  didst 
■are  me  from  the  m\ord-*  of  thy  fol- 


lowers :  from  that  time  I  have  sought 
in  vain  to  mend  thy  fortunes.  Thou 
hast  rejected  all  mine  offers,  and  I 
know  well  that  tjmu  hast  lent  thy 
service  to  the  fatal  cause  of  Lancaster 
Many  a  time  I  might  have  given  thee 
to  the  law,  but  gratitude  for  thy  aid 
in  the  needful  strait,  and  to  speak 
sooth,  my  disdain  of  all  individual 
efforts  to  restore  a  fallen  house,  made 
me  turn  my  eyesfiom  transgressions, 
which  om,e  made  known  to  the  king, 
had  placed  the*  beyond  pardon.  I 
see  now  that  thou  art  a  man  of  head 
and  arm  to  bring  great  danger  upon 
nations;  and  though  this  time  War- 
wick bids  the-;  escape  and  live, — if 
once  more  thou  offend,  know  me  only 
as  the  king'r"  minister.  The  debt 
between  us  if  now  cancelled.  Yonder 
lies  the  pato  that  conducts  to  the 
forest.  Farewell.  Yet  stay! — poverty 
may  have  led  thee  into  treason." 

"  Poverty,"  interrupted  Uiiyard — ■ 
"poverty  Lr.rd  Warwick,  leads  meD 
to  sympathise  with  the  poor,  and 
therefore  I  have  done  with  riches." 
He  paused,  and  his  breast  heaved. 
"  Yet,"  ne  added,  sadly,  "  now  that  " 
have  seen  the  cowardice  and  tngrati 
tude  rf  men,  my  calling  seems  over, 
am!  uy  spirit  crushed." 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Warwick,  "  whether 
mar.  he  rich  or  poor,  ingratitude  '^ 
the  vice  of  men  :  and  you,  who  have 
felt  i*,  from  the  mob,  menace  me  with 
it  frmi  a  king.  But  each  mist  earn 
out  his  own  way  through  th  -  earU 
virhoul  over  care  for  applause  01 
blaise  :  and  the  tomb  is  the  8016  judge 
of  mortal  memory  I  " 

Robin  looked  bard  at  the  earl's  face. 

which    w;is    dark    and   gloomy,  as   he 
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the  grimed  brow,  and  the  leather 
jerkin,  to  expect  succour  from  knight 
and  noble  ! " 

So  saying,  he  bounded  from  the 
tent,  and  rushed  towards  the  multi- 
tude at  the  distance. 

"Ye,  knights  and  lords,  men  of 
blood  and  birth,  were  but  the  tools  of 
i  manlier  and  wiser  Cade  ! "  said  War- 
wick, calmly.     "  Follow  me  !  " 

The  earl  strode  from  the  tent, 
sprang  on  his  steed,  and  was  in  the 
midst  of  the  troops  with  his  heralds 
by  his  side,  ere  Hilyard  had  been 
enabled  to  begin  the  harangue  he 
had  intended.  Warwick's  trumpets 
sounded  to  silence ;  and  the  earl 
himself,  in  his  loud  clear  voice, 
briefly  addressed  the  immense 
audience.  Master,  scarcely  less  than 
Hilyard,  of  the  popular  kind  of  elo- 
quence, which — short,  plain,  generous 
and  simple  —  cuts  its  way  at  once 
through  the  feelings  to  the  policy, 
Warwick  briefly  but  forcibly  recapi- 
tulated to  the  commons  the  promises 
he  had  made  to  the  captains;  and  as 
soon  as  they  heard  of  taxes  removed, 
the  coinage  reformed,  the  corn  thrave 
abolished,  the  Woodvilles  dismissed, 
and  the  earl  recalled  to  power,  the 
rebellion  was  at  an  end.  They  an- 
swered with  a  joyous  shout  his  order 
to  disperse  and  retire  to  their  homes 
forthwith.  But  the  indomitable  Hil- 
yard, ascending  a  small  eminence, 
began  his  counter  agitation.  The 
carl  saw  his  robust  form  and  waving 
hand — he  saw  the  crowd  sway  towards 
him  ;  and  too  well  acquainted  with 
mankind  to  suffer  his  address,  he 
=purred  to  the  spot,  and  turning  to 
Jlarmaduke,  said,  in  a  loud  voice, 
"  Marmaduke  Nevile,  arrest  that  man 
in  the  king's  name  !  " 

Marmaduke  sprang  from  his  steed, 
and  laid  nig  hand  on  Hilyard's 
shoulder.  Not  one  of  the  multitude 
stirred  on  behalf  of  thek  demagogue 


As  before  the  sun  recede  the  stars,  all 
lesser  lights  had  died  in  the  blaze  of 
Warwick's  beloved  name.  Hilyard 
griped  his  dagger,  and  struggled  an 
instant ;  but  when  he  saw  the  awe 
and  apathy  of  the  armed  mob  a 
withering  expression  of  disdain  passed 
over  his  hardy  face. 

"  Do  ye  suffer  this  1 "  he  said.  "  Do 
ye  suffer  me,  who  have  placed  swords 
in  your  hands,  to  go  forth  in  bond* 
and  to  the  death  1" 

"  The  stout  earl  wrongs  no  man," 
said  a  single  voice,  and  the  populace 
echoed  the  word.' 

"  Sir,  then,  I  care  not  for  life,  since 
liberty  is  gone.  1  yield  myself  your 
prisoner." 

"A  horse  for  my  captive!"  said 
Warwick,  laughing — "and  hear  me 
promise  you,  that  he  shall  go  un- 
scathed in  goods  and  in  limbs.  God 
wot,  when  Warwick  and  the  people 
meet,  no  victim  should  be  sacrificed  1 
Hurrah  for  King  Edward  and  fair 
England ! " 

He  waved  his  plumed  cap  as  he 
spoke,  and  within  the  walls  of  Olney 
was  heard  the  shout  that  answered. 

Slowly  the  earl  and  his  scanty 
troop  turned  the  rein  :  as  he  receded, 
the  multitude  broke  up  rapidly,  and 
when  the  moon  rose,  that  camp  was  a 
solitude !  * 

Such,  for  our  nature  is  ever  grander 
in  the  individual  than  the  mass, — such 
is  the  power  of  man  above  mankind ! 


*  The  dispersion  of  the  rehels  at  Olney  is 
forcibly  narrated  by  a  few  sentences,  graphic 
from  their  brief  simplicity,  in  the  Pictorial 
History  of  England,  Hook  v  ,  p.  lilt  "  They 
(Warwick,  &0.)  repaired  in  a  very  friendly 
in-inner  to  Olney,  where  they  found  Edward 
in  a  most  unhappy  condition  ;  his  friendg 
wire  dead  or  scattered  flying  for  their  lives, 
or  hiding  themselves  in  remote  places  :  the 
insurgents  were  almost  upon  him.  A  word 
from  Warwick  sent  the  insurgents  quie'J 
back  to  the  Ifurth." 
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On  leaving  the  cainp,  Warwick 
rode  in  advance  of  his  train,  and  his 
countenance  was  serious  and  full  of 
thought.  At  length, aa  a  turn  in  the 
road  hid  the  little  band  from  the  view 
of  the  rebels,  the  earl  motioned  to 
Maruiadukc  to  advai.ee  with  his  pri- 
soner. The  young  Nevile  then  fell 
back,  and  Robin  ai.d  Warwick  rode 
breast  to  breast,  out  of  hearing  of  the 

"  Master  Hilyard,  I  am  well  con- 
tent that  my  brother,  when  you  fell 
into  his  hands,  spared  your  life,  out 
of  gratitude  for  the  favour  you  once. 
d  to  mine." 
"  Your  noble  brother,  my  lord," 
answered  Robin,  drily — "  is.  perhaps, 
not  aware  of  the  service  1  once  ren- 
dered you.  Methiuks  he  spared  me 
rather,  because,  wi  hout  me,  an  enter- 
prise which  has  shaken  the  Wood- 
villes  from  their  roots  around  the 
throne,  and  given  back  England  to 
the  Neviles,  had  been  nipped  in  the 
bud  !  —  Your  brother  is  a  deep 
thinker!  " 

ieve  to  hear  thee  speak  thus 
of  the    Lord  Montagu.      1  know  that 
he  hath  wilier  devices  than    I 
bo  my  eyes,  a  well  born  knight  and  a 
man  :  but  he  loves  his   king, 
and    his    ends    are    juster    than    his 
Hilyard,  enough- of 
the   past    '.•'■  il.     Some   months  afti  r 
Id  of  Hexham^l  chanced  to  fall, 
when  alone,  atno...  -t  a  Land  of  roving 
anil  Get  ,  Thou, 

their  lea  lei .  ig  the  cres)  on 

my  belui,  and  miudful  ol  sou 
iwliil  Iiown  to  thy  rttrunge 

notion-  of  republican   liberty,  didst 
■are  me  from   the   nuoid^  of  thy  fol- 


lowers: from  that  time  I  have  sougnt 
in  vain  to  mend  thy  fortunes.  Thou 
hast  rejected  all  mine  offers,  and  I 
know  '.veil  that  t^iou  hast  lent  thy 
service  to  the  fatal  cause  of  Lancaster 
Many  a  time  1  might  have  given  thee- 
to  the  law,  but  gratitude  for  thy  aid 
in  the  needful  strait,  and  to  speak 
sooth,  my  disdain  of  all  individual 
efforts  to  restore  a  fallen  house,  made 
me  turn  my  eyesfioin  transgressions, 
which  oiiee  made  known  to  the  king, 
had  placed  the:  beyond  pardon.  I 
see  now  that  thou  ait  a  man  of  head 
and  arm  to  bring  great  danger  upon 
nations;  and  though  this  time  War- 
wick bids  the-;  ftscape  and  live, — if 
once  more  theu  offend,  know  me  only 
as  the  king>  minister.  The  debt 
be  ween  us  if  now  cancelled.  Yonder 
lies  the  pato  that  conducts  to  the 
forest.  Farewell.  Yet  stay  ! — poverty 
may  have  Kd  thee  into  treason." 

"  Poverty,"  interrupted  Hilyard— 
"poverty  L*  id  Warwick,  leads  men 
to  sympathise  with  the  poor,  and 
therefore   I    have   done  with    riches." 

He    paused,  and   his   breast    heaved. 

"  Yet,"  ue  added,  sadly,  "  now  that  ' 

have  seen  the  cowardice  and  ingrati 
tmle  rf  men,  my  calling  seems  over, 
and  i.iy  spirit  crushed." 

"  Alas  :  "  said    Warwick,  "  whether 

mar  be  rich  or  poor,  ingratitude  '^ 

of  men  ;  and  you,  who  'iave 

j  felt  I',  from  tin   mob,  menace  me  with 

i  it  IV  on  a  king.     Lot  each  must  cam 

I  out  bis  own  way   through   this  card 

without    over  eare    for  applause  o\ 

blame  ;  ami  the  tomb  is  the  soie  judge 

oi  mortal  memory  ! " 

Robin  looked  hard  al  the  earl's  face. 

'which    was    dark    and    gloomy,  as    he 
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thus  spoke,  and  approaching'  nearer, 
fie  sai<l — "  Lord  Warwick,  1  take  from 
you  liberty  and  life  the  more  willingly, 
because  a  voice  I  cannot  mistake  tells 
me,  and  hath  long  told,  that,  sooner 
or  later,  time  will  bind  us  to  each 
«ther.  Unlike  other  nobles,  you  have 
owed  your  power  not  so  much  to  lord- 
ship, land,  and  birth,  and  a  king's  smile, 
as  to  the  love  you  have  nobly  won  ; 
you  alone,  true  knight  and  princely 
Christian — you  alone,  in  war,  have 
spared  the  humble^-you  alone,  stal- 
wart and  resistless  champion,  have 
directed  your  lance  against  your 
equals,  and  your  order  hath  gone 
forth  to  the  fierce  of  heart — '  Never 
smite  the  commons  ! '  In  peace,  you 
alone  have  stood  up  in  your  haughty 
parliament  for  just  law  or  for  gentle 
mercy ;  your  castle  hath  had  a  board 
for  the  hungry,  and  a  shelter  for  the 


houseless;  your  pride,  which  lutli 
bearded  kings  and  humbled  upstarts, 
hath  never  had  a  taunt  for  the  lowly; 
and  therefore  I — son  of  the  people — 
in  the  peoples  name,  bless  you  living, 
and  sigh  to  ask  whether  a  people's 
gratitude  will  mourn  you  dead  !  Be- 
ware Edward's  false  smile— beware 
Clarence's  fickle  faith — beware  Glou- 
cester's inscrutable  wile.  Mark,  the 
sun  sets! — and  while  we  speak,  yon 
dark  cloud  gathers  over  your  plume-.' 
head." 

He  pointed  to  the  heavens  as  he 
ceased,  and  a  low  roll  of  gathering 
thunder  seemed  to  answer  his  omi 
nous  warning.  Without  tarrying  for 
the  earl's  answer,  llilyard  shook  the 
reins  of  his  steed,  and  disappeared  in 
the  winding  of  the  lane  through  which 
he  took  his  way. 


CHAPTER  V. 


WHAT    FAITH    BDWARD    IV.  PURPOSETH    TO    KEEP    WITH    EARL    AND    PEOPUL 


Edward  received  his  triumphant 
jnvoy  with  open  arms  and  profuse 
expressions  of  gratitude.  He  exerted 
himself  to  the  utmost  in  the  banquet 
that  crowned  the  day,  not  only  to 
conciliate  the  illustrious  new  comers, 
but  to  remove  from  the  minds  of 
Raoul  de  Fulke  and  his  officers  all 
memory  cf  their  past  disaffection. 
No  gift  is  rarer  or  more  successful  in 
the  intrigues  of  life  than  thkt  which 
Edwaro  trainently  possessed — viz. 
the  hyj>Ofrisy  vf frankness.  Dissimula- 
tion is  often  humble — often  polished 
— often  grave,  sleek,  smooth,  deco- 
rous ;  but  it  is  rarely  gay  and  jovial, 
%  hearty  laugher,  a  merry,  cordial, 
froon  companion.  Such,  however, 
was  the  felicitous  craft  of  Edward  IV . ; 
and,  indeed,  his  spirits  were  naturally 
go  high — his  good  humour  so  flowing 


— that  this  joyous  hypocrisy  cost  him 
no  effort.  Elated  at  the  dispersion  ol 
his  foes  —  at  the  prospect  of  his 
return  to  his  ordinary  life  of  pleasure 
— there  was  something  so  kindly  and 
so  winning  in  his  mirth,  that  he  sub- 
jjugated  entirely  the  fiery  tempei  of 
Raoul  de  Fulke  and  the  steadier  sus- 
picions of  the  more  thoughtful  St. 
John.  Clarence,  wholly  reconciled  to 
Edward,  gazed  on  him  with  eyes 
swimming  with  affection,  and  soon 
drank  himself  into  uproariousjoviality. 
The  archbishop,  more  reserved,  still 
animated  the  society  by  the  dry  and 
epigrammatic  wit  not  uncommon  to 
his  learned  and  subtle  mind;  but 
Warwick,  in  vain,  endeavoured  to 
shake  off  an  uneasy,  ominous  gloom, 
lie  was  not  satisfied  with  Edward V 
avoidance   of    discussion    upon    the 
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grave  matters  involved  in  the  earl's 

promise    to  the  insurgents,  and  his 

I  masculine  spirit  regarded  with  some 

disdain,  and  more  suspicion,  a  levity 

I  that  he  considered  ill-suited  to  the 

I  emergence. 

The  banquet  was  over,  and  Edward, 

having  dismissed  his  other  attendants, 

I  was  in  his  chamber  with   Lord  Has- 

I tings,    whose   office  always  admitted 

I  him  to  the  wardrobe  of  the  king. 

Edward's  smile  had  now   left  his 
I  lip  ;  he  paced  the  room  with  a  hasty 
[Stride,  and   then  suddenly    opening 
(the  casement,  pointed  to  the    land- 
scape without,  which  lay   calm  and 
suffused  in  moonlight. 

"  Hastings,''  said   he,  abruptly,  "a 

!  few  hours   since,  and  the  earth  grew 

i  spears !     Behold  the  landscape  now  !" 

"  So    vanish    all    the    king's   ene- 

!  mies !" 

"  Ay,  man,  ay — if  at  the  king's 
word,  or  before  the  ';ing's  battle-axe  ; 

;  but  at  a  subject's  command .  No, 

I  am  not  a  king,  while  another  scat- 
tersaruiiesin  my  realm, at  his  bare  will, 
'Fore  Heaven,  this  shall  not  last!" 

Hastings  regarded  the  countenance 
«f  Edward,  changed  from  affable 
beauty  into  terrible  fierceness,  with 
teflectiona  suggested  by  his  profound 
and  mournful  wisdom.  "How  little 
a  man's  virtues  profit,  him  in  the  eyes 
of  men!"  thought  he.  "  The  subject 
saves  the  crown,  and  the  crown's 
wearer  never  pardons  the  presump 
tion  ' " 

"  You  do  not  speak,  sir  ! "  exclaimed 
BdwarU,  irritated  and  impatient. 
"  Why  ga/.e  you  thus  on  me  t" 

"  Btau  sire,"  returned  the  favou- 
rite, calmly,  "  I  was  seeking  to  dis- 
cover if  your  pride  spoke,  or  your 
nobler  nature."  * 

'•  Tush  !  "  said  the  king,  petu- 
lantly— "  the  noblest  part  of  a  king's 
nature  is  his  pride  ;us  king!"  Again 
he  strode   the    chamber,   and    again 

halted.  "But  the  curl  hath  fallen 
Into    his  own   snare  —  he    hath  pro- 


mised in  my  name  what  I  will  not 
perform.  Let  the  people  learn  that 
their  idol  hath  deceived  them.  He 
asks  me  to  dismiss  from  the  court  the 
queen's  mother  and  kindred  !" 

Hastings,  who  in  this  went  tho 
roughly  with  the  earl  and  the  populai 
feeling,  and  whose  only  enemies  in 
England  were  the  Woodvilles,  replied 
simply  — 

"  These  are  cheap  terms,  sire,  for  a 
king's  life,  and  the  crown  of  England." 

Edward  started,  and  his  eyes  flashed 
that  cold,  cruel  firo,  which  makes  eyes 
of  a  light  colouring  so  far  more  ex- 
pressive of  terrible  passions  than  the 
quicker  and  warmer  heat  of  dark 
orbs.  "  Think  you  so,  sir  *  By  God's 
blood,  he  who  proffered  them  shall 
repent  it  in  every  vein  of  his  body ! 
Harkye,  William  Hastings  de  Hast- 
ings, I  know  you  to  be  a  deep  and 
ambitious  man;  but  better  for  you, 
had  you  covered  that  learned  brain 
under  the  cowl  of  a  mendicant  friar, 
than  lent  one  thought  to  the  councils 
of  the  Earl  of  Warwick." 

Hastings,  who  felt  even  to  fondness 
the  affection  which  Edward  gene- 
rally inspired  in  those  about  his  per- 
son, and  who,  far  from  sympathising, 
except  in  hate  of  the  Woodvilles,  with 
the  earl,  saw  that  beneath  th.it  mighty 
tree  no  new  plants  could  push  into 
their  fullest  foliage,  reddened  with 
anger  at  this  imperious  menace. 

"  My  liege,''  said  he,  with  becoming 
dignity  and  spirit,  "  if  you  can  thue 
address  your  most  tried  confidant  anc 
your  leal  est  friend,  your  most  dange: 
oue  enemy  is  yourself." 

"  Stay,  man,"  said  the  king,  Soften 
ing,  "  1  was  over  warm,  but  the  wile 
heist  within  me  is  chafed.  Would 
Gloucester  were  here!" 

"  1  can  tell  you  what  would  be  the 
counsels  of  that  wise  young  prince, 
for  1  know  his  mind,"  answered 
Has  tings. 

••  Ay,  he  and  you  love  each  other 
well.     Speak  out." 
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"  Prince  Richard  is  a  great  reader 
of  Italian  lere.  He  saith  that  those 
small  states  are  treasuries  of  all  ex- 
perience. From  that  lere  Prince 
Richard  would  say  to  you — '  where  a 
subject  is  so  great  as  to  be  feared,  and 
too  much  beloved  to  be  destroyed,  the 
sing  must  remember  how  Tarpeia 
was  crushed.' " 

"  I  remember  nought  of  Tarpeia, 
and  I  detest  parables." 

"  Tarpeia,  sirej  (it  is  a  story  of  old 
Rome),  was  crushed  under  the  weight 
of  presents.  Oh,  my  liege,"  continued 
Hastings,  warming  with  that  interest 
which  an  able  man  feels  in  his  own 
superior  art,  "were  I  king  for  a  year, 
by  the  end  of  it  Warwick  should  be 
the  most  unpopular  (and  therefore 
the  weakest)  lord  in  England  !" 

"  And  how,  0  wise  in  thine  own 
conceit1?" 

"  Beau  sire,"  resumed  Hastings, 
not  heeding  the  rebuke — and  strange- 
ly enough  he  proceeded  to  point  out, 
as  the  means  of  destroying  the  earl's 
influence,  the  very  method  that  the 
archbishop  had  detailed  to  Montagu, 
as  that  which  would  make  the  influ- 
ence irresistible  and  permanent,  — 
"  Beau  sire,"  resumed  Hastings, 
"  Lord  Warwick  is  beloved  by  the 
people,  because  they  consider  him 
maltreated ;  he  is  esteemed  by  the 
people,  because  they  consider  him1 
above  all  bribe ;  he  is  venerated  by 
the  people,  because  they  believe  that 
in  all  their  complaints  and  struggles 
he  is  independent  (he  alone)  of  the 
king.  Instead  of  love,  I  would  raise 
envy ;  for  instead  of  cold  countenance 
I  would  heap  him  with  grace.  Instead 
of  esteem  and  veneration  I  would 
raise  suspicion,  for  I  would  so  knit 
him  to  your  house,  that  he  could  not 
stir  hand  or  foot  against  you  ;  I  would 
make  his  heirs  your  brothers.  The 
Duke  of  Clarence  hath  married  one 
daughter  —  wed  the  other  to  Lord 
Richard.  Betroth  your  young  prin- 
cess to  .Montagu's  son,  the  represent- 


ative of  all  the  Neviles.  The  earl's 
immense  possessions  must  thus  ulti- 
mately pass  to  your  own  kindred. 
The  earl  himself  wdl  be  no  longer  a 
power  apart  from  the  throne,  but  a 
part  of  it.  The  barons  will  chafe 
against  one  who  half  ceases  to  be  of 
their  order,  and  yet  monopolises  their 
dignities;  the  people  will  no  longer 
see  in  the  earl  their  champion,  but  a 
king's  favourite  and  deputy.  Neither 
barons  nor  people  will  flock  to  his 
banner." 

"  All  this  is  well  and  wise,"  said 
Edward,  musing  ;  "  but  meanwhile 
my  queen's  blood — am  I  to  reign  in  a 
solitude  1 — for  look  you,  Hastings,  you 
know  well  that,  uxorious  as  fools  have 
deemed  me,  I  had  purpose  and  design 
in  the  elevation  of  new  families,  I 
wished  to  raise  a  fresh  nobility  to 
counteract  the  pride  of  the  old,  and 
only  upon  new  nobles  can  a  new  dy- 
nasty rely." 

"  My  lord,  I  will  not  anger  you 
again  ;  but  still,  for  awhile,  the  queen's 
relations  will  do  well  to  retire." 

"  Good  night,  Hastings,"  inter- 
rupted Edward,  abruptly,  "my  pillow 
in  this  shall  be  my  counsellor." 

Whatever  the  purpose  solitude  and 
reflection  might  ripen  in  the  king's 
mind,  he  was  saved  from  immediate 
decision  by  news,  the  next  morning, 
of  fresh  outbreaks.  The  commons 
had  risen  in  Lincolnshire  and  th3 
county  of  Warwick ;  and  Anthony 
Woodville  wrote  word  that,  if  the  king 
would  but  show  himself  i.mong  the 
forces  he  had  raised  near  Coventry, 
all  the  gentry  around  would  rise 
against  the  rebellious  rabble.  Seizing 
advantage  of  these  tidings,  "borne  to 
him  by  his  own#couriers,  and  eager  to 
escape  from  the  uncertain  soldiery 
quartered  at  Olney.  Edward,  without 
waiting  to  consult  even  with  the  earl, 
sprang  to  horse,  and  his  trumpets 
were  the  first  signal  of  departure  that 
he  deigned  to  any  one. 

This  want  of  ceremony  dispieased 
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the  pride  of  Warwick  ;  but  he  made 
no  eomplaiut,  and  took  his  place  by 
the  king's  side,  when  Edward  said, 
shortly, 

"  Dear  cousin,  this  is  a  time  that 
needs  all  our  energies.  I  ride  towards 
Coventry,  to  give  head  and  heart  to 
the  tow  recruits  I  shall  find  there;  but 
I  pray  you  and  the  archbishop  to  use 
all  means,  in  this  immediate  district, 
to  raise  fresh  troops ;  for  at  your 
name  armed  men  spring  up  from  pas- 
ture and  glebe,  dyke  and  hedge.  Join 
what  troops  you  can  collect  in  three 
days  with  mine  at  Coventry,  and,  ere 
the  sickle  is  in  the  harvest,  England 
shall  be  at  peace.  God  speed  yon  ! 
Ho!  there,  gentlemen,  away!  —  & 
franc  etrier  !" 

W.thout  pausing  for  reply — for  he 
wished  to  avoid  all  questioning,  lest 
Warwick  might  discover  that  it  was 
to  a  Woodville  that  he  was  bound — 
the  king  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and, 
while  his  men  were  yet  hurrying  to 
and  fro,  rode  on  almost  alone,  and 
was  a  good  mile  out  of  the  town  before 
the  force  led  by  St.  John  and  Raoul 
de  Fulke,  and  followed  by  Hastings, 
who  held  no  command,  overtook  him. 

"  I  misthink  the  king,"  said  War- 
wick, gloomily,  "but  my  word  is 
pledged  to  the  people,  and  it  shall  be 
kept ! " 

"  A  man's  word  is  best  kept  when 
his  arm  is  the  strongest,"  said  the  sen- 
tentious archbishop;  "yesterday,  you 
dispersed  an  army  ;  to-day,  raise  one  I" 

Warwick  answered  not,  but,  after 
a  moment's  thought,  beckoned  to 
Karmaduke 


"  Kinsman,"  said  he,  "spur  on,  with 
ten  of  my  little  company,  to  join  the 
king.  Report  to  me  if  any  of  the 
Woodvilles  be  in  his  camp  near  Co- 
ventry." 

"  Whither  shall  I  send  the  report  T 

"  To  my  castle  <  "  Warwick  !  " 

Marmaduke  bo*  .id  his  head,  and 
accustomed  to  the  brevity  of  the  earl's 
speech,  proceeded  to  the  task  enjoined 
him.  Warwick  next  summoned  his 
second  squire. 

"  My  lady  and  her  children,"  said 
he,  "are  on  their  way  to  Middleham. 
This  paper  will  instruct  you  of  their 
progress.  Join  them  with  all  the  rest 
of  my  troop,  except  my  heralds  and 
trumpeters  ;  and  say  that  I  shall  meet 
them  ere  long  at  Middleham." 

"It  is  a  strange  way  to  raise  an 
army,"  said  the  archbishop,  drily,  "  to 
begin  by  getting  rid  of  all  the  force 
one  possesses ! " 

"  Brother,"  answered  the  earl.  "  I 
would  fain  show  my  son-in-law,  who 
may  be  the  father  of  a  line  of  kings, 
that  a  general  may  be  helpless  at  the 
head  of  thousands,  but  that  a  man 
may  stand  alone  who  has  the  love  of  a 
nation." 

'  May  Clarence  profit  by  the  les- 
son !     Where  is  he  all  this  while?" 

"Abed,"  said  the  stout  earl,  with  a 
slight  accent  of  disdain  ;  and  then,  in 
a  softer  voice,  he  added — "youth  is 
ever  luxurious.  Better  the  slow  man 
than  the  false  one." 

Leaving  Warwick  to  discharge  the 
duty  enjoined  him,  we  follow  the  dis- 
simulating king. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


WHAT    BEFALLS    KING    EDWARD   ON    HIS    ESCAPE    FROM    OLKBT. 


As  soon  as  Edward  was  out.  of  sight 
of  the  spire  of  Olncy  he  slackened  his 
speed,  and  beckoned  Hastings  to  his 
side. 

"  Dear  Will,"  said  the  king,  "  I 
have  thought  over  thy  counsel,  and 
will  find  the  occasion  to  make  experi- 
ment thereof.  But,  lnethinks,  thou 
wilt  agree  with  me,  that  concessions 
come  best  from  a  king  who  has  an 
army  of  his  own.  'Fore  Heaven !  in 
the  camp  of  a  Warwick  I  have  less 
power  than  a  lieutenant !  Now  mark 
me.  I  go  to  head  some  recruits  raised 
in  haste  near  Coventry.  The  scene 
of  contest  must  be  in  the  northern 
counties.  Wilt  thou,  for  love  of  me, 
ride  night  and  day,  thorough  brake 
thorough  brier,  to  Gloucester  on  the 
*&  borders  ?  Bid  him  march,  if  the  Scot 
will  let  him,  back  to  York  ;  and  if  lie 
cannot  himself  quit  the  borders,  let 
him  send  what  men  can  be  spared, 
under  thy  banner.  Failing  this,  raise 
through  Yorkshire  all  the  men-at- 
arms  thou  canst  collect.  But,  above 
all,  see  Montagu.  Him  and  his  army 
secure  at  all  hazards.  If  he  demur, 
tell  him  his  son  shall  marry  his  king's 
daughter,  and  wear  the  coronal  of  a 
duke.  Ha !  ha !  a  large  bait  for  so 
large  a  fish !  I  see  this  is  no  casual 
outbreak,  but  a  general  convulsion  of 
the  realm  ;  and  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
must  not  be  the  only  man  to  smile  or 
to  frown  back  the  angry  elements." 

"  In  this,  beau  sire,"  answered 
Hastings,  "you  speak  as  a  king  and 
a  warrior  should,  and  I  will  do  my 
best  to  assert  your  royal  motto  — 
' Modus  et  ordo.'  If  I  can  but  promise 
that  your  highness  has  for  awhile  dis- 


missed the  Woodville  lords,  rely  upon 
it,  that  ere  two  months  I  will  place 
under  your  truncheon  an  army  worthy 
of  the  liege  lord  of  hardy  England." 

"  Go,  dear  Hastings,  I  trust  all  to 
tbee  !  "  answered  the  king. 

The  nobleman  kissed  his  sovereign's 
extended  hand,  closed  his  visor,  and, 
motioning  to  his  body  squire  to  follow 
him,  disappeared  down  a  green  lane, 
avoiding  such  broader  thoroughfares 
as  might  bring  him  in  contact  with 
the  officers  left  at  Olney. 

In  a  small  village  near  Coventry, 
Sir  Anthony  Woodville  had  collected 
about  two  thousand  men ;  chiefly 
composed  of  the  tenants  and  vassals 
of  the  new  nobility,  who  regarded  the 
brilliant  Anthony  as  their  head.  The 
leaders  were  gallant  and  ambitious 
gentlemen,  as  they  who  arrive  at  for- 
tunes above  their  birth  mostly  are — 
but  their  vassals  were  little  to  be 
trusted.  For  in  that  day  clanship 
was  still  strong,  and  these  followers 
had  been  bred  in  allegiance  to  Lan- 
castrian lords,  whose  confiscated 
estates  were  granted  to  the  Yorkist 
iiivourites.  The  shout  that  welcomed 
the  arrival  of  the  king  was  therefore 
feeble  and  lukewarm  —  and,  discon- 
certed by  so  chilling  a  reception,  he 
dismounted,  in  less  elevated  spirits 
than  those  in  which  he  had  left  Olney, 
at  the  pavilion  of  his  brother-in  law. 

The  mourning  dress  of  Anthony, 
his  countenance  saddened  by  the  bar- 
barous execution  of  his  father  and 
brother,  did  not  tend  to  cheer  the 
king. 

But  Woodville's  account  of  the 
queen's  grief  and  horror  at  the  afflic- 
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tions  of  her  house,  and  of  Jacquetta's 
indignation  at  the  foul  language  which 
the  report  of  her  practices  put  into 
the  popular  mouth,  served  to  endear 
to  the  king's  mind  the  family  that  he 
considered  unduly  persecuted.  Even 
in  the  coldest  breasts  affection  is 
fanned  by  opposition,  and  the  more 
the  queen's  kindred  were  assailed,  the 
more  obstinately  Edward  clung  to 
them.  By  suiting  his  humour,  by 
winking  at  his  gallantries,  by  a  sub- 
missive sweetness  of  temper,  which 
soothed  his  own  hasty  moods  and 
contrasted  with  the  rough  pride  of 
Warwick  and  the  peevish  fickleness  of 
Clarence,  Elizabeth  had  completely 
wound  herself  into  the  king's  heart. 
And  the  charming  graces,  the  elegant 
accomplishments,  of  Anthony  Wood- 
ville,  were  too  harmonious  with  the 
character  of  Edward,  who  in  all — ex- 
cept truth  and  honour — was  the  per- 
fect model  of  the  g&j  gentilhomnu  of 
the  time,  not  to  have  become  almost 
a  necessary  companionship.  Indolent 
natures  may  be  easily  ruled — but  they 
grow  stubborn  when  their  comforts 
and  habits  are  interfered  with.  And 
the  whole  current  of  Edward's  merry, 
easy  life,  seemed  to  him  to  lose  flow 
and  sparkle,  if  the  faces  he  loved  best 
were  banished  or  even  clouded. 

He  was  yet  conversing  with  Wood- 
ville. and  yet  assuring  him,  that  how- 
ever he  might  temporise,  he  would 
never  abandon  the  interests  of  his 
queen's  kindred — when  a  gentleman 
entered  aghast,  to  report  that  the 
Lords  St.  John  and  de  Fulke,  on 
-  that  Sir  Anthony  Woodville 
was  in  command  of  the  forces,  had, 
without  even  dismounting,  left  the 
camp,  and  carried  with  them  their 
retainers,  amounting  to  more  than 
half  of  the  little  troop  that  rode  from 
(  lney. 

"  Let  them  go,"  said  Edward,  fr  own- 
ing ;  "  a  day  shall  dawn  upon  their 
headless  trunk-  '" 

"  Oh,  my  king,''  said  Anthony,  now 


Earl  of  Rivers, — who,  by  far  the  least 
selfish  of  his  house,  was  struck  with 
remorse  at  the  penalty  Edward  paid 
for  his  love  marriage, —  "now  that 
your  highness  can  relie\e  me  of  my 
command,  let  me  retire  from  the 
camp.  I  wou  d  fain  go,  a  pilgrim  to 
the  shrine  of  Compostella,  to  pray  foi 
my  father's  sins  and  my  sovereign'^ 
weal/' 

"  Let  us  first  see  what  forces  arrivt 
from  London,"  answered  the  king 
"Richard  ere  long  will  be  on  the 
march  from  the  frontiers,  and  what- 
ever Warwick's  resolves,  Montagu, 
whose  heart  I  hold  in  my  hand,  will 
bring  his  army  to  my  side.  Let  us 
wait." 

But  the  next  day  brought  no  rein- 
forcements, nor  the  next;  and  the 
king  retired  betimes  to  his  tent,  in 
much  irritation  and  perplexity  ;  when 
at  the  dead  of  the  night,  he  was 
startled  from  slumber  by  the  tramp 
of  horses,  the  sound  of  horns,  the 
challenge  of  the  sentinels — and,  as  he 
sprang  from  his  couch,  and  hurried 
on  his  armour  in  alarm,  —  the  Earl 
of  Warwick  abruptly  entered.  The 
earl's  face  was  stern,  but  ca'm  and 
sad;  and  Edward's  brave  hea  t  beat 
loud  as  he  gazed  on  his  fornddable 
subject. 

"  King  Edward,"  said  Warwick, 
slowly  and  mournfully,  "  vou  have 
deceived  me  !  I  promised  to  the 
commons  the  banishment  of  the 
Woodvilles,  and  to  a  Woodville  you 
have  flown." 

"  Your  promise  was  given  to  rebels, 
with  whom  no  faith  can  be  held  ;  and 
I  passed  from  a  den  of  mutiny  to  the 
camp  of  a  loyal  soldier." 

"  We  will  not  now  waste  words, 
king,"  answered  Warwick.  "  Please 
you  to  mount,  and  ride  northward. 
The  Scotch  have  trained  great  advan- 
tages on  the  marches.  The  Duke  of 
Gloucester  is  driven  backwards.  All 
the  Lancastrians  in  the  North  have 
risen.     Maigaret  of  Anjou  is  on  the 
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coast  of  Normandy,*  ready  to  set  sail 
at  the  first  decisive  victory  of  her 
adherents." 

"  I  am  with  you,"  answered  Ed- 
ward ;  "  and  I  rejoice  to  think  that 
at  last  I  may  m<e t  a  foe.  Hitherto  it 
seems  as  if  I  had  been  chased  by 
shadows.  Now  may  I  hope  to  grasp 
the  form  and  substance  of  danger  and 
of  battle." 

"  A  steed  prepared  for  your  grace 
awaits  you." 

"  Whither  ride  we  first?" 

"  To  my  castle  of  Warwick,  hard 
by.  At  noon  to-morrow  all  will  be 
ready  for  our  northward  march." 

Edward,  by  this  time,  having  armed 
himself,  strode  from  the  tent  into  the 
open  air.  The  scene  was  striking — 
the  moon  was  extremely  bright  and 
the  sky  serene,  but  around  the  tent 
stood  a  troop  of  torch-bearers,  and  the 
red  glare  shone  luridly  upon  the  steel 
of  the  serried  horsemen  and  the  ban- 
ners of  the  earl,  in  which  the  grim 
white  bear  was  wrought  upon  an 
ebon  ground,  quartered  with  the  dun 
bull,  and  crested  in  gold,  with  the 
eagle  of  the  Monthermers.  Far  as 
the  king's  eye  could  reach,  he  saw 
but  the  spears  of  Warwick;  while  a 
confused  hum  in  his  own  encamp- 
ment told  that  the  troops  Anthony 
Woodville  had  collected  were  not  yet 
marshalled  into  order — Edward  drew 
back. 

"  And  the  Lord  Anthony  of  Scales 
and  Rivers,"  said  he,  hesitatingly. 

"  Choose,  king,  between  the  Lord 
Anthony  of  Scales  and  Rivers,  and 
Richard  Nevile!"  answered  Warwick, 
in  a  stern  whisper. 

Edward  paused,  and  at  that  mo- 
ment Anthony  himself  emerged  from 
his  tent  (which  adjoined  the  king's) 
in  company  with  the  Archbishop  of 
York,  who  had  rode  thither  in  War- 
wick's train." 

"My  liege."  said  that  gallant  knight, 

*  At  tliis  time,  Margaret  was  at  Horflt  ur. 
-W«u  .  Wyrb. 


putting  his  knee  to  the  ground,  "I 
have  heard  from  the  archbishop  th« 
new  perils  that  await  your  highness, 
and  1  grieve  sorely  that,  in  this  strait, 
your  counsellors  deem  it  meet  to  for- 
bid me  the  glory  of  fighting  or  falling 
by  your  side !  I  know  too  well  the 
unhappy  odium  attached  to  my  house 
and  name  in  the  northern  parts,  to 
dispute  the  policy  which  ordains  my 
absence  from  your  armies.  Till  thest 
feuds  are  over,  I  crave  your  royal  leave 
to  quit  England,  and  perform  my 
pilgrimage  to  the  sainted  shrine  ol 
Compostella." 

A  burning  flush  passed  over  the 
king's  face,  as  he  raised  his  brother- 
in-law,  and  clasped  him  to  his  bosom. 

"  Go  or  stay,  as  you  will,  Anthony  1" 
said  he,  "  but  let  these  proud  men 
know  that  neither  time  nor  absence 
can  tear  you  from  your  king's  heart. 
But  envy  must  have  its  hour!  Lord 
Warwick,  I  attend  you,  but,  it  seems, 
ratheras  your  prisoner  than  your  liege." 

Warwick  made  no  answer:  the  king 
mounted,  and  waived  his  hand  to 
Anthony.  The  torches  tossed  to  and 
fro,  the  horns  sounded,  and  in  a 
silence, moody  and  resentful  on  either 
part,  Edward  and  his  terrible  subject 
rode  on  to  the  towers  of  Warwick. 

The  next  day  the  king  beheld,  with 
astonishment,  the  immense  force  that, 
in  a  time  so  brief,  the  earl  had  col- 
lected round  his  standard. 

From  his  casement,  which  com- 
manded that  lovely  slope  on  which  so 
many  a  tourist  now  gazes  with  an  eye 
that  seeks  to  call  back  the  stormy  and 
chivalric  past,  Edward  beheld  the  earl 
on  his  renowned  black  charger,  re- 
viewing the  thousands  that,  file  on 
file,  and  rank  on  rank,  lifted  pike  and 
lance  in  the  cloudless  sun. 

"After  all,"  muttered  the  king,  "  I 
can  never  make  a  new  noble  a  great 
baron!  And  if  in  peace  a  great  baron 
overshadows  the  throne,  in  time  of 
war  a  great  baron  is  a  throne's  bul- 
wark I     Gramercy,  1  had  been  mad  to 
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rast  away  such  an  army — an  army  fit  i  ful  in  the  martial  art  than  I — an< 
for  a  king  to  lead  !  They  serve  War-  soldiers,  like  hounds,  love  hest  tht 
wick  now — but  Warwick  is  less  skil-  |  most  dexterous  huntsman  I  " 


CHAPTER  VII. 


HOW    KINO    RDWARD    ARRIVES    AT    TUE    CASTLE    OF    MIDDLEHAM. 


On  the  ramparts  of  feudal  Middle- 
Lam,  in  the  same  place  where  Anne 
had  -onfessed  to  Isabel  the  romance  of 
her  childish  love,  again  the  sisters 
stood,  awaiting  the  coming  of  their 
father  and  the  king.  They  had  only, 
with  their  mother,  reached  Middleham 
two  days  before,  and  the  preceding 
nighl  an  advanced  guard  had  arrived 
at  the  castle  ti  announce  the  approach 
of  the  earl  witti  his  royal  comrade  and 
visitor.  From  the  heights,  already. 
they  beheld  the  long  array  winding  in 
glorious  order  towards-the  mighty  pile. 

"  Look  !"  exclaimed  Isabel.  "  look  ! 
already  methinks  I  see  the  white  steed 
of  Clarence.  Yes  !  it  is  he  !  it  is  my 
George — my  husband  !  The  banner 
borne  before,  shows  his  device." 

"Ah!  happy  Isabel!"  said  Anne, 
sighing,  "  what  rapture  to  await  the 
coming  of  him  one  loves!" 

"  My  sweet  Anne,"  returned  Isabel,  | 
passing  her  arm  tenderly  round  her  | 
sister's  slender  waist,  "  when  thou 
hast  conquered  the  vain  folly  of  thy 
childhood,  thou  wilt  find  a  Clarence  of 
thine  own.  And  yet,"  added  the 
young  duchess,  smiling,  "  it  must  be 
the  opposite  of  a  Clarence,  to  be  to  thy 
heart  what  a  Clarence  is  to  mine.  I 
love  George's  gay  humour — thou 
lovest  a  melancholy  brow.  I  love  that 
charming  weakness  which  supples  to 
my  woman  will — thou  lovest  a  proud 
nature  that  may  command  thine  own. 
I  do  not  respect  George  less,  because 
1  know  my  mind  sironger  than  his 
own ;  but  thou  (like  my  gentle 
mother)  wouidst  have  thy  p^ate,  lord 


and  chief  in  all  things,  and  live  from 
his  life  as  the  shadow  from  the  sun. 
But  where  left  you  our  mother]" 

"  In  the  oratory,  at  prayer  !" 

"  She  has  been  sad  of  late." 

"  The  dark  times  darken  her  ;  and 
she  ever  fears  the  king's  falseness  or 
caprice  will  stir  the  earl  up  to  some 
rash  emprise.  My  father's  letter, 
brought  last  night  to  her,  contains 
something  that  made  her  couch 
sleepless." 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  duchess, 
eagerly,  "my  mother  confides  in  thee 
more  than  me.     Saw  you  the  letter?" 

"No." 

"Edward  will  make  himself  unfit 
to  reign."  said  Isabel,  abruptly.  "  The 
barons  will  call  on  him  to  resign  ;  nnd 
then — and  then,  Anne — sister  Anne, 
— Warwick's  daughters  cannot  be 
born  to  be  simple  subjects ! " 

"  Isabel,  God  temper  your  ambition ! 
Oh  !  curb  it — crush  it  down  !  Abuse 
not  your  influence  with  Clarence. 
Let  not  the  brother  aspire  to  the 
brother's  crown." 

"  Sister,  a  king's  diadem  covers  all 
the  sins  schemed  in  the  head  that 
wins  it ! " 

As  the  duchess  spoke,  her  eye» 
flashed  and  her  form  dilated.  Her 
beauty  seemed  almost  terrible. 

The  gentle  Anne  gazed  and  shud- 
dered ;  but  ere  she  found  words  to 
rebuke,  the  lovely  shape  of  the 
countess-mother  was  seen  moving 
slowly  towards  them.  She  was  dressed 
in  her  robes  of  state  to  receive  he- 
kingly  guest;  the  vest  fitting  high  '? 
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the  throat,  where  it  joined  the  ermine 
tippet,  and  thickly  sown  with  jewels; 
the  sleeves  tight,  with  the  second  or 
over  sleeves,  that,  loose  and  large, 
hung  pendent  and  sweeping  even  to 
the  ground  ;  and  the  gown,  velvet  of 
'rainousin,  trimmed  with  ermine, 
nade  a  costume  not  less  graceful  than 
magnificent,  and  which,  where  com- 
pressed, set  off  the  exquisite  symmetry 
of  a  form  still  youthful,  and  where 
flowing,  added  majesty  to  a  beauty 
naturally  rather  soft  and  feminine 
than  proud  and  stately  As  she  ap- 
proached her  children,  she  looked 
rather  like  their  sister  than  their 
mother,  as  if  Time,  at  least,  shrunk 
from  visiting  harshly  one  for  whom 
such  sorrows  were  reserved  ! 

The  face  of  the  countess  was  so  sad 
in  its  aspect  of  calm  and  sweet  resig- 
nation, that  even  the  proud  Isabel 
was  touched  ;  and  kissing  her  mother's 
hand,  she  asked,  •"  If  any  ill  tidings 
ireceded  her  father's  coming?'' 

"  Alas,  my  Isabel,  the  times  them- 
selves are  bad  tidings  !  Your  youth 
scarcely  remembers  the  days  when 
brother  fought  against  brother,  and 
the  son's  sword  rose  against  the 
father's  breast.  But  I,  recalling 
them,  tremble  to  hear  the  faintest 
murmur  that  threatens  a  civil  war." 
She  paused,  and  forcing  a  smile  to  her 
lips,  added,  "  Our  woman  fears  must 
not,  however,  sadden  our  lords  with 
an  unwelcome  countenance  ;  for  men, 
returning  to  their  hearths,  have  a 
right,  to  a  wife's  smile  ;  and  so,  Isabel, 
thou  and  I,  wives  both,  must  forget 
the  moTow  in  today.  Hark  !  the 
trumpets  sound  near  and  nearer — let 
u-j  to  the  hall." 

Before,  however,  they  had  reached 
the  castle,  a  shrill  blast  rang  at  the 
outer  gate.  The  portcullis  was  raised  ; 
the  young  Duke  of  Clarence,  with  a 
bridegroom's  impatience,  spurred 
alone  through  the  gloomy  arch,  and 
Isabel,  catching  sight  of  his  counte- 
nance,   lifted  towards   the  ramparts, 


uttered  a  cry  and  waived  hor  hamx 
Clarence  heard  and  saw,  leapt  from 
his  steed,  and  had  clasped  Isabel  to 
his  breast,  almost  before  Anne  or  the 
countess  had  recognised  the  new 
comer. 

Isabel,  however,  always  stately,  re- 
covered in  an  instant  from  the  joy  she 
felt  at  her  lord's  return,  and  gently 
escaping  his  embrace,  she  glanced 
with  a  blush  towards  the  battlements 
crowded  with  retainers ;  Clarence 
caught  and  interpreted  the  look. 

"  vV:ll.  bMemh-'-"  he  said,  turning 
l,o  the  countess—"  and  if  .yon  faithful 
followers  du  witness  with  what  glee  a 
fair  bride  inspires  a  returning  bride- 
groom— is  there  cause  for  shame  in 
this  cheek  of  damascene  ? " 

"  Is  the  king  still  with  my  father?" 
asked  Isabel  hastily,  and  interrupting 
the  countess's  reply. 

"  Surely,  yes  ;  and  hard  at  hand. 
And  pardon  me  that  I  forgot,  dear 
lady,  to  say  that  my  royal  brother 
has  announced  his  intention  of  ad- 
dressing the  principal  officers  of  the 
army  in  Middleham  Hall.  This  news 
gave  me  fair  excuse  for  hastening  to 
you  and  Isabel." 

"  All  is  prepared  for  his  highness," 
said  the  countess,  "  save  our  own 
homage.  We  must  quicken  our  steps 
— come  Anne." 

The  countess  took  the  arm  of  the 
younger  sister,  while  the  duchess  made 
a  sign  to  Clarence, — he  lingered  be- 
hind, and  Isabel  drawing  him  aside, 
asked — 

"  Is   my  father  reconciled  to  Ed- 
ward ! " 
"  No — nor  Edward  to  him." 
"  Good  !     The  king  has  no  soldiers 
of  his  own  amidst  yon  armed  train?" 
"  Save  a  few  of  Anthony  Woodville's 
recruits — none.     Raoul  de  Pulke  and 
St.  John  have  retired  to  their  towers 
in  sullen  dudgeon.     But  have  you  no 
softer  questions  for  my  return,  bella 
mia  ?" 

"  Pardon  me- many — my  king." 
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"  King."' 

"  What  other  name  should  the  suc- 
cessor of  Edward  IV.  hear  !" 

'■  Isnl >el,"  said  Clarence,  in  great 
emotion,  "  what  is  it  you  would  tempt 
me  to  i  Edward  IV.  spares  the  life 
of  Henry  VI.,  and  shall  Edward  IV.'s 
brother  conspire  against  his  own?" 

"  Saints  forefend  !"  exclaimed  Isa- 
bel— "can  you  so  wrong  my  honest 
meaning?  O  George!  can  you  con- 
ceive that  your  wife  —  Warwick's 
daughter — harbours  the  thought  of 
murder?  No!  surely  the  career  be- 
fore you  seems  plain  and  spotless ! 
Can  Edward  reign  i     Deserted  by  the 


barons,  and  wearing  away  even  my 
father's  long  credulous  love;  odious! 
except  in  luxurious  and  unwarlike 
London,  to  all  the  commons —  how 
reign  ?  What  other  choice  left '  none 
—  save  Henry  of  Lancaster  or  George 
of  York." 

"  Were  it  so,"  said  the  weak  duke, 
and  yet  he  added,  falteringly — "  be- 
lieve me,  Warwick  meditates  no  such 
changes  in  my  favour." 

"  Time  is  a  rapid  ripener,"  an- 
swered Isabel — "  but  hark,  they  are 
lowering  the  drawbridge  for  our 
guests." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE    AXCIENTS    RIGHTLY    GAVE    TO    THE    GOMiESS    OF    ELOQUENCE — A    CROWN. 


The  lady  of  Warwick  stood  at  the 
threshold  of  the  porch,  which  in  the 
inner  side  of  the  bread  quadrangle, 
admitted  to  the  apartments  u^eA  by 
the  family  ;  and,  heading  the  mighty 
train  that,  line  after  line,  einerg  d 
through  the  grim  jaws  of  the  arch, 
came  the  earl  on  bis  black  destrier, 
.ikI  t  he  young  king. 

Even   where  she  stood,  the  anxious 

'UUelaine  beheld  the  moody  and 
g.oomy  air  with  which  Edward  glanced 
around  the  strong  walls  of  the  fortress, 
and  up  to  the  battlements  that  bristled 
with  the  pike*  and  Ballets  of  armed 
men,  who  looked  on  the  pomp  below, 
in  the  silence  of"  military  discipline. 

"  ( Mi.  Anne  .' "  Bhe  »  hispered  to  her 
youngest  daughter,  who  stood  beside 
her — "  what  are  women  worth  in  the 
strife  of  men  I  Would  that  our  smiles 
could  heal  the  wounds  which  a  taunt 
ean  make  in  a  proud  man's  heart!" 

Anne,  affected  and  interested  by 
her  mother's  words,  and  with  a  secret 
curiosity  I..  gaze  npon  the  man  who 
ruled  on  the  throne  uf  the  prince  she 


loved,  came  nearer  and  more  in  front, 
and  suddenly,  as  he  turned  hi.-  head. 
the  king's  regard  rested  upon  her  in- 
tent eyes  and  blooming  face. 

"  Who  is  that  fair  don/.ell,  cousin  ol 
Warwick  I"  he  asked. 
"  My  daughter,  sire." 
"  Ah  !  your  youngest ' — I  have  not 
j  seen  her  since  she  was  a  child." 

Edward  reined  in  his  charger,  and 
I  the  earl  threw  himself  from  bis  selle, 
and   held    the   kitiLr-   stirrup    to   dis- 
>  mount.    Em  he  did  so  with  ■•  haughty 
i  and  unsmiling  visage.     "  1  would   be 
I  the  first,  she,"  ba-id  he,  with  a  slight 
emphasis,  and  as  if  excusing  to  him- 
self bis  condescension—"  to  welcome 
to    Middleham    the    son    of    Duke 
Richard." 

"And  your  suzerain,  my  lord  carl," 
added  Edward,  with  no  less  proud  a 
meaning,  and  leaning  hi-  hand  lightly 
on  Warwick '8  shoulder,  be  dismounted 
slowlv.  "  Rise,  lady,"  he  said,  raising 
the  countess,  who  kndt  at  the  porch 
—  "and     you     too.     fair    demoiselle. 

Pardieu, — we  envy  the  knee  that  hath 
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knelt  to  you."  So  saying,  with  roya. 
graciousness,  he  took  the  countess's 
hand,  ami  they  entered  the  hall  as 
the  musicians,  in  the  gallery  raised 
ibove,  rolled  forth  their  stormy  wel- 
come. 

The  archhisliop,  who  had  followed 
close  to  Warwick  and  the  king,  whis- 
pered now  to  bis  brother — 

"  Why  would  Edward  address  the 
captains  \" 
"  I  know  not." 

"He  hat!  made  himself  familiar 
with  many  in  the  march." 

"  Familiarity  with  a  steel  casque 
better  becomes  a  king  than  waisall 
with  a  greasy  flat-cap." 

"  You  do  not  fear  lest  he  seduce 
from  I  he  White  Bear  its  retainers?" 

"  As  well  fear  that  he  can  call  the 
stars  from  their  courses  around  the 
sun." 

While    these    words    were    inter- 
changed, the  countess  conducted  the 
king  to  a  throne-chair,  raised   upon 
the  dais,  by  the  side  of  which  were 
placed  two  seats  of  state,  and,  from 
the  dais  at  the  same  time,  advanced 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Clarence.  ! 
The  king  prevented  their  kneeling, 
and  kissed  Isabel  slightly  and  gravely  ] 
on  the  forehead.     "  Thus,  noble  laay, 
I  greet  the  entrance  of  the  Duchess  I 
of  Clarence  into  the  royalty  of  Eng- 
land." 

Without  pausingfor  reply,  he  passed 
on  and  sealed  himself  on  the  throne, 
while  Isabel  ami  her  husband  took 
possession  of  the  state  chairs  on  either 
hand.  At  a  gesture  of  the  king's,  the 
countess  and  Anne  placed  themselves 
>n  seats  less  raised,  but  still  upon  the 
lais.  But  now  as  Edward  sate,  the 
hall  grew  gradually  full  of  lords  and 
knights  who  commanded  in  War- 
wick's train,  while  the  earl  and  the 
archbishop  stood  mute  in  the  centre, 
the  one  tinned  cap  d-pie,  leaning  on 
his  sword,  the  other  with  his  arms 
folded  in  his  long  robes. 

The  king's  eye,  clear;  steady,  and 


majestic,  roved  round  that  martia 
audience,  worthy  to  be  a  monarch' 
war-council,  and  not  one  of  whon 
marched  under  a  monarch's  banner 
Their  silence,  their  discipline,  the 
splendour  of  their  arms,  the  greater 
splendour  of  their  noble  names,  con- 
trasted painfully  with  the  little  muti- 
nous camp  of  Olney,  and  the  surly 
untried  recruits  of  Anthony  Wood- 
ville.  But  Edward,  whose  step,  whose 
form,  whose  aspect,  proclaimed  the 
man  conscious  of  his  rights  to  be  lord 
of  all,  betrayed  not  to  those  around 
him  the  kingly  pride,  the  lofty  grief 
that  swelled  within  his  heart.  Still 
seated,  he  raised  his  left  hand  to  com- 
mand silence ;  with  the  right  he 
replaced  his  plumed  cap  upon  his 
brow. 

"  Lords  and  gentlemen,"  he  said 
(arrogating  to  himself  at  once,  as  a 
thing  of  course,  that  gorgeous  follow- 
ing), "  we  have  craved  leave  of  our 
host  to  address  to  you  some  words — 
words  which  it  pleases  a  king  to  utter, 
and  which  may  not  be  harsh  to  the 
ears  of  a  loyal  subject.  Nor  will  we, 
at  this  great  current  of  unsteady  for- 
tune, make  excuse,  noble  ladies,  to 
you,  that  we  speak  of  war  to  knight- 
hood, which  is  ever  the  sworn  defender 
of  the  daughter  and  the  wife  : — the 
daughters  and  the  wife  of  our  cousin, 
Warwick,  have  too  much  of  hero- 
blood  in  their  blue  veins  to  grow  pale 
at  the  sight  of  heroes.  Comrades  in 
arms!  thus  far  towards  our  foe  upor 
the  frontiers  we  have  marched,  with 
out  a  sword  diawn  or  an  arro* 
launched  from  an  archer's  bow.  W 
believe  that  a  blessing  settles  on  tb> 
bead  of  a  true  king,  and  that  the 
trumpet  of  a  good  angel  goes  before 
bis  path,  announcing  the  victory 
which  awaits  him.  Here,  in  the  ball 
of  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  our  captain- 
general,  we  thank  you  for  your  cheer- 
ful countenance,  and  your  loyal  ser- 
vice; and  here,  as  befits  a  king,  we 
promise  to  you  those  honours  a  king 
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alorif  worthily  can  bestow."  He 
paused,  and  his  keen  eye  glanced 
from  chief  to  chief  as  he  resumed  : 
"  We  are  informed  that  certain  mis- 
guided and  trait'.)'-  lords  have  joined 
the  Rose  of  Lancaster  Whoever  so 
doth  is  i'.cainted,  life  and  line,  ever- 
more! His  lands  and  dignities  are 
forfeit  to  enrich  and  to  ennoble  the 
msn  who  strike  for  me.  Heaven 
grant  I  may  have  foes  eno'  to  reward 
all  my  friends  !  To  every  baron  who 
owns  Edward  IV.  king,  (ay,  and 
not  kiinr  in  name — king  in  ban- 
quet Mid  in  bower — but  leader  and 
laptain  in  the  war,)  I  trust  to  give  a 
new  barony — to  every  knight  a  new 
knight's  fee — to  every  yeoman  a  byde 
of  land — to  every  soldier  a  year's  pay. 
What  more  I  can  do,  let  it  be  free  for 
any  one  to  suggest — for  my  domains 
of  York  are  broad,  and  my  heart  is 
larger  still  !" 

A  murmur  of  applause  and  reve- 
rence went  round.  Vowed,  as  those 
warriors  were,  to  the  earl,  they  felt 
hat  a  monarch  was  amongst  them. 

'"  What  say  you,  then  ?  We  are 
ripe  for  glory.  Three  days  will  we 
halt  at  Middlebam,  guest  to  our  noble 
subject." 

'•  Three  days,  sire  !  "  repeated  War- 
wick, in  a  voice  of  surprise. 

"  Yes  :  and  this,  fair  cousin,  and  ye, 
lord-  and  gentlemen,  is  my  reason  lor 
the  delay.  I  have  dispatched  Sir 
William,  Lord  de  Hastings,  to  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  with  command  to 
j"in  us  her* — (the  archbishop  starte  I. 
but  instantly  resumed  his  earnest, 
placid  aspects — to  the  Lord  Montagu, 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  to  muster 
all  the  vassals  of  our  shire  of  York. 
As  three  streams  that  dash  into  the 
ocean,  shall  our  triple  army  mi 
rush  to  the  war.  Not  even,  gentle- 
men, do!  1 1 ■  ii  to  i  e  '-■••  -at  Earl  of 
Warwick  will  Edward  IV.  be  so  be- 
holden for  roiaulme  and  renown,  :b 
to  march  but  a  companion  to  U 
quesL    If  ve  were  raised  in  Warwick's 


name,  not  mine — why,  be  it  so  !  I  envy 
him  such  friends  ;  but  1  will  have  an 
army  of  mine  own,  to  show  mine  Eng- 
lish soldiery  how  a  Plantagenet  batt'ea 
for  his  crown.  Gentlemen,  ye  are  dis- 
missed to  your  repose.  In  three  days 
we  march  !  and  if  any  of  you  know  in 
these  fair  realms  the  man,  be  lie  of 
York  or  Lancaster,  more  fit  to  com- 
mand brave  subjects  than  be  who 
now  addresses  you,  I  say  to  that  man — 
turn  rein,  and  leave  us!  Let  tyrants 
and  cowards  enforce  reluctant  service, 
my  crown  was  won  by  the  hearts 
of  my  people!  Girded  by  those 
hearts,  let  me  reign — or,  mourned 
by  them,  let  me  fall  !  So  God  and 
St.  George  favour  me  as  I  speak  the 
truth!" 

A  nd  as  the  king  ceased,  he  uncovered 
his  head,  ami  kissed  the  cross  of  his 
sword.  A  thrill  went  through  the  audi- 
ence. Many  were  there,  disaffected 
to  his  person,  and  whom  Warwick's 
influence  alone  could  have  roused  to 
arms  ;  but,  at  the  close  of  an  address. 
spirited  and  royal  in  itself,  and  bor- 
rowing thousand-fold  effect  by  the 
voice  and€  mien  of  the  speaker,  no 
feeling  but  that  of  enthusiastic  loyalty, 
of  almost  tearful  admiration,  was  left 
in  those  steel  clad  breasts. 

As  the  king  lifted  on  high  the  cros* 
of  his  sword,  every  blade  leapt  from 
its  scabbard,  and  glittered  in  the  air; 
and  the  dusty  banners  in  the  hall 
waved,  as  to  a  mighty  blast,  when, 
amidst  the  rattle  of  armour,  burst 
forth  the  universal  cry — "Long  live 
Edward  IV.  !     Long  live  the  king  !  " 

The  sweet  countess,  even  amidst  the 
ent,  kept  her  eyes  anxiously 
fixed  on  Warwick,  whose  countenance, 
however,  shaded  by  the  black  plumel 
of  bis  casque,  though  the  visor  was 
raised,  revealed  nothing  of  bis  mind. 
Her  daughters  wen  more  powerfully 
affected  ;  for  Isabel's  intellect  was  not 
so  blinded  by  her  ambition,  bul  that 
the  king  I  Idward  forci 

upon   her  with   a   might   and 
•  17 
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weight,  winch  crushed,  for  the  mo- 
ment, her  aspiring  hopes — Was  this 
ihe  man  unfit  to  reign  I  'This  the  man 
voluntarily  to  resign  a  crown  1  This 
the  nan  whom  George  of  Clarence, 
wilj.  .-it  fratricide,  could  succeed  !  No! 
— there,  spoke  fbe<onl  of  the  First  and 
'he  Third  bid-ward:  7here, shook  the 
mine,  and  there,  glowed  the  eye,  of 
he  indomitable  lion  of  the  august 
:-)!aiii:i..,ii',i  -  !  And  the  same  convic- 
tion, rousing  softer  and  holier  sorrow, 
sate  on  the  heart  of  Anne:  she  saw, 
as  for  the  first  time,  clearly  before 
her,  the  awful  foe  with  whom  her  ill- 
-mened  and  beloved  prince  had  to 
struggle  for  his  throne.  In  contrast 
•cside  that,  form,  in  the  prime  of 
aianly  yontli — a  giant  in  its  strength, 
a  god  in  its  beauty  -  rose  the  delicate 
shape  of  the  melancholy  boy  who,  afar 
in  exile,  coupled  in  his  dreams  the 
sceptre  and  the  bride  !  By  one  of 
those  mysteries  which  magnetism 
seeks  to  explain,  in  the  strong  in- 
tensity of  her  em  tions,  in  the  tremor 
of  her  shaken  nerv  s,  fear  seemed  to  I 
grow  prophetic.  A  stream  as  of  olood  ! 
rose  up  from  the  dizzy  floors.  The 
image  of  her  young  prince,  bound  and 
friendless,  stood  before  the  throne  of 
that  warrior-king.  In  the  waving 
glitter  of  the  eountle-s  swords  raised 
on  high,  she  saw  the  murderous  blade 
against  the  boy-heir  of  Lancaster  de- 
scend—  descend  '  Her  passion,  her 
terror,  at  the  snectre  which  fancy  thus 
evoked,  seized  aod  overcame  her  ;  and 
ere  the  last  hurrah  sent  its  hollow 
echo  to  the  raftered  roof,  she  sank 
from  her  chair  to  the  ground,  hueless 
and  insensible  as  the  death 

The  king  had  not  without  design 
permitted  the  unwonted  presence  of 
the  women  in  this  warlike  audience. 
Partly  because  he  was  not  unaware  of 
the  ambitious  spirit  of  Isabel,  partly 
because  lit  sounted  on  the  affection 
shown  to  his  boyhood  by  the  countess, 
who  was  said  to  have  singular  influence 
over  her  lord,  but  principally  because  in 


Buch  a  presence  be  trusted  to  avoid  all 
discussion  and  all  questioning,  and  to 
leave  the  effect  of  his  eloquence,  in 
which  he  excelled  all  his  contempora- 
ries, (ilouce.-ter  alone  excepted,  single 
and  unimpaired  ;  and,  theref"re,  as  he 
rose,  and  returned  with  a  majestic 
bend  the  acclamation  of  the  warriors, 
his  eye  now  turned  toward-  the  chain- 
where  the  ladies  sat.  and  he  whs  the 
first  to  perceive  the  -woon  of  tne  .air 
Anne. 

With  the  tender  grace  thai  alwayh 
characterised  bis  service  In  women.  Ire 
descended  promptly  from  \.\>  throne, 
and  raised  the  lifeless  form  in  his  stal- 
wart arms  :  and  Anne,  as  he  bent  over 
her,  looked  so  strangely  lovely,  in  her 
marble  stillness,  that  even  in  that 
hour  a  sudden  thrill  shot  through  a 
heart  always  susceptible  to  beauty,  ae 
the  harp  string  to  the  breeze. 

"  It  is  but  the  beat,  lady,"  said  he 
to  the  alarmed  countess,  "  and  let  me 
hope  that  interest  which  my  fair  kins- 
woman may  take  in  the  fortunes  of 
Warwick  and  of  York,  hitherto  linked 
together " 

"  May  they  ever  be  so  !"  said  War- 
wick, who,  on  seeing  his  daughter's 
state,  had  advanced  hastily  to  the 
dais;  and,  moved  by  the  king's  words, 
his  late  speech,  the  evils  that  sur- 
rounded bis  throne,  the  gentleness 
shown  to  the  beloved  Anne,  forgetting 
resentment  and  eeremoi\  alike,  he 
held  out  his  mailed  hand.  The  king, 
as  he  resigned  Anne  to  hci  mother's 
arms,  grasped  with  soldierly  frank- 
ness, and  with  the  ready  wit  of  the 
cold  intellect  which  reigned  heneu'h 
the  warm  manner,  the  hand  thus  ex- 
tended, and  holding  still  that  iron 
gauntlet,  in  his  own  ungloved  and 
jewelled  fingers,  he  advanced  to  the 
verge  of  the  dais,  to  which,  in  the 
confusion  occasioned  by  Anne's  swoon, 
the  principal  officers  had  crowded, 
and  cried  aloud  — 

"  Heboid  !  Warwick  and  Edward, 
thus   hand    in    hand,  as  they   stood 
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when  the  clarions  sounded  the  charge 
at  Touton  !  and  that  link,  what  swords, 
forged  on  a  mortal's  anvil,  can  lend 
or  sever  I" 

In  an  instant,   every   knee,  there, 


knelt;  and  Edward exultingly beheld, 
that  what  before  had  been  allegiance 
to  the  earl  was  now  only  homage  to 
the  king  ■ 


CHAPTER  IX. 


WEDDED    rtONFIDENCE    AND    LOVE — THE    EARL    AND    THE    PRELiTE — THE    PPELATB 

AND    THE    KING SCHEMES WILES — AND    THE    BIRTH    OF    A    DARK    THoUOHl 

DESTINED    TO    ECLIPSE    A    SUN. 


While,  preparatory  to  the  ban- 
quet, Edward,  as  was  then  the  daily 
classic  custom,  relaxed  his  fatigues, 
mental  or  bodily,  in  the  hospitable 
kath,  the  archbishop  .-.ought  the  closet 
of  the  earl. 

'•  Brother,"  said  he,  throwing  him- 
self with  some  petulance  into  the 
,n\y  chair  the  room,  otherwise  splen- 
did, contained — '-"  when  you  left  me, 
to  seek  Edward  in  the  camp  of  An- 
thony Woodville,  what  was  the  un- 
derstanding between  us]" 

"  I  know  of  none,"  answered  the 
earl,  who,  having  doffed  his  armour, 
and  dismissed  his  squires,  leaned 
thoughtfully  against  the  wall,  dressed 
for  the  banquet,  with  the  exception 
of  the  short  surcoat,  which  lay  glitter- 
ing on  the  tabouret. 

"  You  know  of  none?  Reflect! 
Have  you  brought  hither  Edward  as 
a  guesl  or  *s  a  prisoner?" 

The  ear!  knit  his  brows — "  A  pri- 
soner, archbishop  !" 

The  prelate  regarded  him  with  a 
cold  >rnile. 

"  Warwick,  you  who  would  deceive 
no  other  man,  now  seek  to  deceive 
yourself."  The  earl  drew  back,  and 
his  hardy  countenance  grew  a  shade 
palbr.  The  prelate  rammed—"  You 
have  curried  Edward  from  hi-  camp, 
and  Bevered  him  from  li i >-  troops; 
y  n  have  placed  him  in  the  m 
j'.ur    own    followers  —  you    have   led 


him,  chafing  and  resentful  all  the 
way,  to  this  impregnable  keep ;  and 
you  now  pause,  amazed  by  the  gran- 
deur of  your  captive  a  man  who  leads 
to  his  home  a  tiger  —  a  spider  who 
has  entangled  a  hornet  in  its  web  ! — " 

"  Nay,  reverend  brother,"  said  the 
earl,  calmly,  "ye  churchmen  never 
know  what  passes  in  the  hearts  of 
those  who  feel  and  do  not  scheme. 
When  I  learned  that  the  king  had 
fled  to  the  Woodvilles — that  he  was 
bent  upon  violating  the  pledge  given 
in  his  name  to  the  insurgent  com- 
mons ;  1  vowed  that  he  should  redeem 
my  honour  and  his  own,  or  that  for 
ever  I  would  quit  his  service.  Am1 
here,  within  these  walls  which  sheltere 
his  childhood  I  trusted,  and  trust 
still,  to  make  one  last  appeal  to  hi« 
better  reason." 

"  For  all  that,  men  now,  and  his 
tory  hereafter,  will  consider  Edward 
as  your  captive." 

"  To  living  men,  my  words  and 
deeds  can  clear  themselves  ;  and  as  for 
history,  let  clerks  and  scholars  fool 
themselves  in  the  lies  of  parchment 
He  who  has  acted  history,  despises  the 
gownsmen  who  sit  in  cloistered  ease, 
and  write  about  what  they  know  not." 
The  earl  paused,  and  then  continued 
— "  I  confess,  however,  that  1  have 
had  a  scheme.  I  have  wished  to  con- 
vince the  king  how  little  his  mush- 
room   lords  can   bestead   him  in  tho 
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storm  ;  and  that  he  holds  his  crown 
only  from  liis  barons  and  his  people." 

"  That  is,  from  the  Lord  Warwick!" 

"  Perhaps  I  am  the  personation  of 
both  seignorie  and  people  ;  but  I  de- 
sign this  solely  for  his  welfare  Ah. 
the  gallant  prince — how  well  he  bore 
himself  to-day  ! " 

"  Ay,  when  stealing  all  hearts  from 
(hee  to  him." 

"  A  nd,  Vive  Dieu,  I  never  "loved 
Mm  so  well  as  when  he  did!  Me- 
thinks  it  was  for  a  day  like  this  that 
I  reared  his  youth  and  achieved  his 
»rown.  Oh,  priest  —  priest,  thou 
mistakcst  mo.  I  am  rash,  hot, 
haughty,  hasty ;  and  I  love  not  to 
bow  my  knees  to  a  man  because  they 
call  him  !  ing,  if  his  life  be  vicious 
<md  bis  word  be  false.  But,  could 
Edward  be  ever  as  to-day,  then  indeed 
should  I  hail  a  sovereign  whom  a 
baron  may  reverence  and  a  soldier 
serve ! " 

Before  the  archbishop  could  reply, 
the  door  gently  opened,  and  the 
countess  appeared.  Warwick  seemed 
glad  of  the  interruption  ;  lie  turned 
quickly — "  And  how  fares  my  child  ?" 

"  Recovered  from  her  strange  swoon, 
and  ready  to  smile  at  thy  return.  Oh, 
Warwick,  thou  art  reconciled  to  the 
king ! " 

"  That  glads  thee,  sister  ? "  said  the 
archbishop. 

"Surely.  Is  it  not  for  my  lord's 
honour?" 

"  May  he  find  it  so  !  "  said  the  pre- 
late, and  he  left  the  room. 

"  My  priest-brother  is  chafed,"  said 
<he  earl,  smiling.  "  Pity  he  was  not 
born  a  trader,  he  would  have  made  a 
shrewd  hard  bargain.  —  Verily  our 
priests  burn  the  Jews  out  of  envy  ! 
Ah,  m'amie,  how  fair  thou  art  to-day. 
Methinks  even  Isabel's  check  less 
blooming."  And  the  warrior  drew 
ihe  lady  towards  him  and  smoothed 
her  hair,  and  tenderly  kissed  her 
brow.  "My  letter  vexed  thee,  I 
know,  for  thou   lovest  Edward,  and 


blamest  me  not  for  my  love  to  him 
It  is  true  that  he  hath  paltered  with 
me,  and  that  I  had  stern  resolves,  not 
against  his  crown,  but  to  leave  him  to 
his  fate,  and  in  these  halls  to  resign 
my  charge.  But  while  he  spoke,  and 
while  he  looked,  methought  I  saw  his 
mother's  face,  and  heard  his  dear 
father's  tones,  and  the  past  rushed 
over  me,  and  all  wrath  was  uone. 
Sonless  myself,  why  would  i.e  not  be 
my  son?"  The  earl's  voice  trembled, 
and  the  tears  stood  in  his  dark  eyes. 

"  ^[teak  thus,  dear  lord,  to  Isabel, 
for  I  fear  her  over-vaulting  spirit " 

"Ah— had  Isabel  been  his  wife!" 
he  paused  and  moved  away.  Then, 
as  if  impatient  to  escape  the  thoughts 
that  tended  to  an  ungracious  recol- 
lection, he  added — •"  and  now,  sweet- 
heart—  these  slight  fingers  have  oft- 
times  buckled  on  my  mail,  let  them 
place  on  my  breast  this  badge  of  St. 
George's  chivalry  ;  and,  if  angry 
thoughts  return,  it  shall  remind  me 
that  the  day  on  which  I  wore  it  first, 
Richard  of  York  said  to  his  young 
Edward,  'Look  to  that  star,  boy,  if 
ever,  in  cloud  and  trouble,  thou 
wouldst  learn  what  safety  dwells  in 
the  heart  which  never  knew  deceit!'  " 

During  the  banquet,  the  king,  at 
whose  table  sate  only  the  Duke  of 
Clarence  and  the  earl's  family,  was 
gracious  as  day  to  all,  but  especiallj 
to  the  Lady  Anne;  attributing  hei 
sudden  illness  to  some  cause  not  un- 
flattering to  himself,  her  beauty, 
which  somewhat  resembled  that  of 
the  queen,  save  that  it  had  more  ad- 
vantage of  expression  and  of  youth, 
was  precisely  of  the  character  he  mo  t 
admired.  Kven  her  timidity,  and  the 
reserve  with  which  she  answered  him, 
had  their  charm  ;  for  like  many  men, 
themselves  of  imperious  nature  and 
fiery  will,  he  preferred  even  imbecility 
in  a  woman  to  whatever  was  energetic 
or  determined  ;  and  hence,  perhaps, 
his  indifference  to  the  more  dazzling 
beauty  of  Isabel.     After  the  feast,  the 
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numerous  demoiselles,  highborn  and 
fair,  who  swelled  the  more  than  regal 
train  of  the  countess,  wore  assembled 
in  the  ibng  gallery,  wh  ch  was  placed 
in  the  third  story  of  the  castle,  and 
served  for  the  principal  state  apart- 
ment. The  dance  began  ;  but  Isabel 
excused  herself  from  the  Pavon,  and 
the  king  led  out  the  reluctant  and 
melancholy  Anne. 

The  proud  Isabel,  who  had  never 
forgiven  Edward's  slight  to  herself, 
d  deeply  his  evident  admira- 
tion of  her  sister,  and  conversed  apart 
with  the  archbishop,  wlm.se  subtle 
craft  easily  drew  from  her  lips  confes- 
sions of  an  ambition  higher  even  than 
his  own.  He  neither  encouraged  nor 
dissuaded  ;  he  thought  there  were 
things  more  impossible  han  the 
accession  of  Clarence  to  the  throne, 
but  he  was  one  who  never  plotti  d,~ 
save  for  himself  and  for  the  church. 

As  the  revel  waned,  the  prelate 
Approached  the  eari,  who,  with  that 
remarkable  coiirtesv  which  charmed 
those  below  his  rank,  and  contrasted 
with  his  haughtiness  to  bis  peers,  had 
well  played  amongst  his  knights  the 
part  of  host,  and  said,  in  a  whisper, 
"  Edward  is  in  a  happy  mood — let  us 
lose  it  not.  Will  yuu  trust  me  to 
settle  all  differences,  ere  he  si  ep  ! 
Two  proud  men  never  can  agree  with- 
out a  third  of  a  gentler  temper." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Warwick, 
smiling,  "yet  the  danger  is,  that  I 
should  rather  concede  too  much,  than 
be  too  s  ubborn.  But  look  you  ;  all  j 
ad  is.  satisfaction  to  mine  own 
owu  honour,  and  faith  to  the  army  I 
disbanded  in  the  king's  name." 

"  A U !"  muttered  the  archbishop, 
&S  he  turned  away,  "  hut  that  all  IS 
everything  to  provoke  quarrel  for 
roil,  and  nothing  to  bring  power  to 
vie  !  " 

The   earl    and    the  archbishop  at- 
i'  ttded  tie-   kirn.'  to  his  cliaml" 
;:!ter     Edward    was    .-envd    with    the 
1  artjng  refection,  or  livery,   the  carl 


said,  with  his  most  open  smile  — 
"Sire,  there  are  yet  affairs  between 
us ;  whom  will  you  confer  with — me 
or  the  archbishop  !  " 

"  Oh  !  the  archbishop,  by  all  means 
fair  cousin,"  cried  Edward,  no  lcs 
frankly,  "for  if  you  and  I  are  left 
tdone,  the  Saints  help  both  of  us  f — 
when  flint  and  steel  meet,  fire  flies, 
and  the  house  may  burn." 

The  earl  half  smiled  at  the  candout 
—half  sighed  at  the  levity—  of  the 
royal  answer,  and  silently  left  the 
room.  The  king,  drawing  round  him 
his  loose  dressing  robe,  threw  himself 
upon  the  gorgeous  coverlid  of  the 
bed,  am;  lying  at  lazy  length,  mo- 
tioned to  the  prelate  to  seat  himself 
at  the  foot.  The  archbishop  obeyed. 
Edward  raised  himself  on  his  elbow, 
ami,  by  the  light  of  seven  gigantic 
tapers,  sei  in  scone  s  of  massive  silver, 
the  priest  and  the  king  gravely  gazef 
on  each  other,  without  speaking. 

At  last,  Edward,  bursting  into 
his  hale,  clear,  silvery  laugh,  said, 
"  Confess,  dear  sir  and  cousin — con- 
fess that  we  are  like  two  skilful 
masters  of  Italian  fence,  each  fearing 
to  lay  himself  open  by  commencing 
the  attack."  . 

"  Certes,"  quoth  the  archbishop, 
"  your  grace  over  estimates  my  vanity, 
in  opining  that  I  deemed  myself 
equal  to  so  grand  a  duello.  If  there 
were  dispute  between  us,  I  should 
only  win  by  baring  my  bosom." 

The  kind's  bow-like  lip  curved  with 
a  slight  sneer,  quickly  replaced  by  a 
serious  and  earnest  expression — "  Let 
us  leave  word-making,  and  to  the 
point,  George.  Warwick  isdispleised 
because  1  will  not  abandon  my  wife's 
kindred  ;  you.  with  more  reason, 
1  have  taken  from  your  binds 

the  chancellor's  great  seal " 

"For  my-elf,  1  humbly  answer  thai 
your  grace   errs.      I    never  coveted 
her    honours    than    those   of    the 
church." 

"  .\y,"  said  Edward,  keenlv  examin- 
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ing  the  young  prelate's  smooth  face, 
"is  it  so  ]  Yes,  now  I  begin  to  com- 
prehend thee.  What  offence  have  I 
given  to  the  church  ?  Have  1  suf- 
fered the  law  too  much  to  sleep 
against  the  Lollards  1  If  so,  blame 
Warwick." 

"  On  the  contrary,  sire,  unlike 
other  priests,  I  have  ever  deemed 
that  persecution  heals  no  schism. 
Blow  not  dying  embers.  Rather  do 
I  think  of  late  that  too  much  severity 
hath  helped  to  aid,  by  Lolla'd  bows 
and  pikes,  the  late  rising.  My  lady, 
the  queen's  mother,  unjustly  accused 
of  witchcraft,  hath  sought  to  dear 
herself,  and  perhaps  too  zealously,  in 
exciting  your  grace  against  that 
invisible  giant — ycleped  heresy." 

"  Pass  on,"  said  Edward.  "  It  is 
not  then  indifference  to  the  ecclesia 
that  you  complain  of.  Is  it  neglect 
of  the  ecclesiastic  !  Ha  '  ha  !  you 
and  I,  though  young,  know  the 
colours  that  make  up  the  patch" ork 
world.  Archbishop,  1  love  an  easy 
life,  it  your  brother  and  his  friends 
will  but  give  me  that,  let  them  take 
all  elac  Again,  !  say,  to  the  point, 
—  1  cannot  banish  my  lady's  kindred, 
but  I  wiil  bind  your  house  still  more 
to  mine.  I  have  a  daughter,  failing 
male  issue,  the  heiress  to  my  crown. 
I  will  betroth  her  to  your  nephew,  my 
beloved  Montagu's  son.  They  are 
children  yet,  but  their  ages  not,  un- 
suited.  And  when  I  return  to  Lon- 
don, young  Nevile  shall  he  Duke  of 
Bedford,  a  tit  e  hitherto  reserved  to 
the  royal  race.*  Let  that  be  a  pledge 
of  peace  between  the  queen's  mother, 
bearing  the  same  honours,  and  the 
house  of  Nevile,  to  which  they  pass." 

The  cheek  of  the  archbishop  flushed 
with  proud  pleasure  ;  he  bowed  his 
head,    and    Edward,    ere    he    could 


•  And  indeed  there  Wan  but  one  Yorkist 
duke  then  in  England  out  of  tin-  royal 
family — viz..  the  yining  boy,  Buckingham, 
who  afterward*  vainly  nought   to  bend   (lie 

Ulys»cs  bow  of  Warwick  aijiiiust  Richard  111 


answer,  went  on,  —  '"Warwick  ie 
already  so  high  that,  pardie,  I  have 
no  other  step  to  give  him  save  my 
throne  itself,  and  God's  truth,  1 
would  rather  be  Lord  Warwick  than 
King  of  England!  But  for  you — 
listen — our  only  English  cardinal  is 
old  and  sickly — whenever  he  pass  to 
Abraham's  bosom,  who  but  you 
should  have  the  suffrage  of  the  holy 
college?  Thou  knowest  that  I  am 
somewhat  in  the  good  favour  of  the 
sovereign  pontiff.  Command  me  to 
the  utmost.  Now,  George,  are  we 
friends?" 

The  archbishop  kissed  the  gracious 
hand  extended  to  him,  and.  surprised 
to  find,  as  by  magic,  all  his  schemes 
frustrated  by  sudden  acquiescence  in 
the  objects  of  them  all,  his  voice  fal- 
tered with  real  emotion  as  he  gave 
vent  to  his  gratitude.  But  abruptly 
he  checked  himself,  his  brow  lowered, 
ami  with  a  bitter  remembrance  of  his 
brother's  plain,  blunt  sense  of  honour, 
he  said,  "  Yet,  alas,  my  liege,  in  all 
this  there  is  nought  to  satisfy  our 
Stubborn  host." 

"  My  dear  Saint  George  and  my 
father's  head!"  exclaimed  Edward, 
reddening,  and  starting  to  his  feet. 
"  what  would  the  man  have!" 

"  You  know,"  answered  the  arch- 
bishop, "  that  Warwick's  pride  is  only 
roused  when  he  deems  his  honour 
harmed.  Unhappily,  as  he  thinks, 
by  your  grace's  full  consent,  he 
pledged  himself  to  the  insurgents  of 
Oluey  to  the  honourable  dismissal  of 
the  lords  of  the  Woodville  race.  And 
unless  this  be  conceded,  I  fear  me 
that  all  else  he  will  reject,  and  the 
love  between  ye  can  be  but  hollow  !  ' 

Edward  took  but  three  strides  across 
the  chamber,  and  then  halted  opposite 
'the  archbishop,  and  lad  hot!-  hands 
on  his  shoulders,  as.  looking  him  full 
in  the  face,  he  said,  "Answer  me 
frankly ,  am  I  a  prisoner  in  these  towers, 
or  not  I" 

"  Not,  sire." 
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"You  palter  with  me.  priest.  I  "Ah!  cunning  prelate,  tin  uknowest 
have  been  led  hither  against  my  will,  how  my  proud  mother  hates  the  Wood- 
lam  aluio<t  without  an  armed  retinue,  villes — thou  knowest  how  her  judg- 
I  am  at  the  carl's  mercy.  This  cham-  ment  will  decide." 
her  iii  icht  he  my  giave,  and  this  couch  "Perhaps  bo;  but  at  least  youi 
my  bed  of  death."  grace  will  be  spared  all  pain  and  all 

"  Ho!)  mother!    Can  you  think  so  abasement." 

of  Warwick.]     Sire,   you    freeze   my  "  Will  Warwick  consent  to  this !" 

Mood."  "  I  trust  so." 

'  Well,  then,  if  I  refuse  to  satisfy  "Learn,  and  report  tome.  Enough 

Warwick's  pride,  and  disdain  to  give  for  to-night's  conference." 

up  h'\a'  servants  to  rebel  insolence,  Edward  was  left  alone,  and  his  mimt 

w:.a.    will    Warwick  do]     Speak  out,  ran  rapidly  over  the  field  of  action 

aichbisnop."  open  to  him." 

"  1  fear  me.  sire,  that  he  will  resign  "  I  have  half  won  the  earl's  army" 

all  office,  whether  of  peace  or  war.     I  he  thought;  "  but  it  would  be  to  losv 

fear  me  that  the  goodly  army  now  at  all  hold  in  their  hearts  again,  if  they 

sleep  within  and   around  these  walls  knew  that  these  unhappy  Woodvilles 

will    vanish    into   air.  and   that  your  were    the    cause   of  a  second    breach 

highness  will  stand  alone  amidst  new  between  us.    Certes,  the  Lancastrians 

men,  and  against  the  disaffection  of  are  making  strong  head  !     Certes,  the 

the  whole  land  ! "  times   must  be  played   with  and  ap- 

Edward's  firm  hand  trembled.  The  peased  !  And  yet  tuose  poor  gentle- 
prelate  continued,  with  a  dry,  caustic  men  love  me  after  my  own  fashion, 
smile —  and  not  with  the  bear's  hug  of  that 

'•  Sire,  Sir  Anthony  Woodville,  now  intolerable  earl.     How  came  the  grim 

Lord   Rivers,  has  relieved  you  of  all  man  by  so  fair  a  daughter?     Sweet 

embarrassment;  no  doubt,  my  Lord  Anne!     I  caught  her  eye  often  fixed 

Dorset  and  hi*  kinsmen  will  be  cheva-  on  me,  and  with  a  soft  fear  which  my 

hers   enough    to  do  the  same.     The  heart  beat  loud  to  read  aright.  Verily, 

Duchess  of  Bedford  will  but  suit  the  this  is  the  fourth  week  I  have  passed 

decorous  usage  to  retire  awhile  into  without  hearing  a  woman's  sigh!  What 

privacy,  to    mourn    her    widowhood,  marvel  that,  so  fair  a  face  enamours 

And  when  a  year  is  told,  if  these  noble  me  !     Would  that  Warwick  mae'e  her 

persons  re-appear  at  court,  your  word  his  ambassador  j  and  yet  it  were  all 

and  the  earl's  "ill  at  least  have  been  over  with  the  Woodviiles  if  he  did! 

kept."  These  men  know  not  how  to  manage 

'■  i  understand  thee,"  said  the  king,  me,  and  well  a  day,  that  task  is  eiu»y 

naif  laughing;  "  but  1  have  my  pride  eno'  to  women  !" 

as  well  as  Warwick.     To  concede  this  He  laughed  gaily  to  himself  as  he 

point  is  to  i.umble  the  conceder."  thus    concluded     his    sc'iioquy,    and 

"  1   lave  thought  how  to  soothe  all  extinguished    the    tapers.       But   rest 

things,  and  without  huinhlinir  either  did  not  come  to  his  pillow:  and  after 

party.     Four  grace's  mother  is  dearly  tossing  to  and  fro  f».    some  tine  in 

beluveu  o\  Warwick,  and  revered  by  vain  search   for   sleep,   he    rose  and 

all.     Since   yonr  marriage   she  hath  opened  hie  casement  to  cool  the  ait 

lived  secluded  from  all  Btate  affairs,  which  the  tapers  had  overheated.     It 

As   bo    nearly  akin    to    Warwick — so  a  Bingle  casement,  in  a  broad  turret 

deeply  interested  in  your  grace — she  projecting  from  an  angle  in  the  build 

is  a  fitting  mediator  in  all  disputes,  ing.  —  below  the  tower  in  which  his 

Be  they  left  to  her  to  arbitrate."  chamber  was  placed,  the  king  saw  a 
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solitary  ligl>«  burning  steadily.  A 
sight  so  unusual  at  such  an  hour,  sur- 
prised him.  "  Peradventure,  the  wily 
prelate,"  thought  he.  "  Cunning  nerer 
sleeps."  But  a  second  look  showed 
him  the  very  form  that  chased  his 
slumbers.  Beside  the  casement,  which 
was  partially  open,  he  saw  the  soft 
profile  of  the  Lady  Anne;  it  was  bent 
downwards ;  and  what  with  the  clear 
moonlight,  and  the  lamp  within  her 
chamber,  he  could  see  distinctly  that 
buc  was  weeping.  "  Ah !  Anne," 
muttered  the  amorous  king,  "  would 


that  I  were  by  to  kiss  away  those  tears'  * 
While  yet  the  unholy  wish  murmured 
on  his  lips,  the  lady  rose.  The  fair 
hand,  that  seemed  almost  transparent 
in  the  moonlight,  closed  the  case- 
ment ;  and  though  the  light  lingered 
for  some  minutes  ere  it  left  tne  darK 
walls  of  the  castle  without  othe.  sign 
of  life  than  the  step  of  the  sentry, 
Anne  was  visible  no  more. 

"  Madness  —  madness — madness  !" 
again  murmured  the  king.  "  These 
Neviles  are  fatal  to  me  in  all  ways — 
in  hatred  or  in  love  I " 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE    LADY    ANNE    VISITS    THE    COURT. 


It  was  some  weeks  after  the  date  of 
the  events  last  recorded.  The  storm 
that  hung  over  the  destinies  of  King 
Edward  was  dispersed  for  the  hour, 
though  the  scattered  clouds  still  dark- 
ened the  horizon  :  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick had  defeated  the  Lancastrians  on 
the  frontier,*  and  their  leader  had 
perished  on  the  scaffold,  but  Edward's 
mighty  sword  had  not  shone  in  the 
battle.  Chained  by  an  attraction  yet 
more  powerful  than  slaughter,  he 
had  lingered  at  Middleham,  while 
Warwick  led  his  army  to  York ;  and 
when  the  earl  arrived  at  the  capital 
of  Edward's  ancestral  duchy,  he  found 
that  the  aide  and  active  Hastings — 
having  heard,  even  before  he  reached 
the  Duke  of  Gloucester's  camp,  of 
Edward's  apparent  seizure  by  the  earl 
and  the  march  to  Middleham — nad 
I  it  best  to  halt  at  York,  and 
i"  BunmoD  ir.  all  haste  a  council  of 
such  of  the  knights  and  barons,  as 
either  love  to  the  king  or  envy  to 
Warwick  could  collect.  The  report 
was  ir'  neral  that  Edward  was  detained 
!n-  will  at  Middleham, and  this 
rumonr  Hastings  gravely  demanded 
Warwick,  on  the  arrival  of  the  latter 

•  Croyl.  552. 


at  York,  to  disprove.  The  earl,  to 
clear  himself  from  a  suspicion  that 
impeded  all  his  military  movements, 
dispatched  Lord  Montagu  to  Middle- 
ham, who  returned  not  only  with 
the  king,  but  the  countess  and  her 
daughters,  whom  Edward,  undo*  pre- 
tence of  proving  the  complete  amity 
that  existed  between  Warwick  ana 
himself,  carried  in  his  train.  The 
king's  appearance  at  York  recon- 
ciled all  differences.  But  he  suffered 
Warwick  to  march  alone  against  the 
enemy,  and  not  till  after  the  decisive 
victory,  which  left  his  reign  for  awhile 
without  an  open  foe,  did  he  return  to 
London. 

Thither  the  earl,  by  the  advice  of 
his  friends,  also  repaired,  and  in  a 
council  of  peers,  summoned  for  the 
purpose,  deigned  to  refute  the  ru- 
mours still  commonly  circulated  by 
his  foes,  and  not  disbelieved  by  the 
vulgar,  whether  of  his  connivance  at 
the  popular  rising,  or  his  forcible  de- 
tention of  the  king  at  Middleham.  To 
this,  agreeably  to  the  council  of  the 
archbishop,  succeeded  a  solemn  inter- 
view of  the  heads  of  the  houses  of 
York  and  Warwick,  in  which  the  once 
fair  Rose  of  Kaby  (the  king's  mother) 
acted  as  mediator  and  arbiter.     The 
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earl's  word  to  the  commons  at  Olney 
was  ratified.  Edward  consented  to  the 
temporary  retirement  of  the  Wood- 
villes,  though  the  gallant  Anthony 
yet  delayed  his  pilgrimage  to  Com- 
postella.  The  vanity  of  Clarence  was 
contented  by  the  government  of  Ire- 
land, but,  under  various  pretences, 
Edward  deferred  his  brother's  depar- 
ture to  that  important  post.  A  gene- 
ral amnesty  was  proclaimed,  a  parlia- 
ment summoned,  for  the  redress  of 
popular  grievances,  and  the  be- 
trothal, of  the  king's  daughter  to 
Montagu's  heir  was  proclaimed  :  the 
latter  received  the  title  of  Duke  of 
Bedford ;  and  the  whole  land  re- 
joiced in  the  recovered  peace  of  the 
realm,  the  retirement  of  the  Wood- 
villes  and  the  reconciliation  of  the 
young  kingwith  his  all-beloved  subject. 
Never  had  the  power  of  the  Neviles 
seemed  so  secure  —  never  did  the 
throne  of  Edward  appear  so  stable. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  the  king 
prevailed  upon  the  earl  and  his  coun- 
tess to  permit  the  Lady  Anne  to  ac- 
company the  Duchess  of  Clarence  in 
a  visit  to  the  palace  of  the  Tower. 
The  queen  had  submitted  so  graci- 
ously to  the  humiliation  of  her  family, 
that  even  the  haughty  Warwick  was 
touched  and  softened ;  and  the  visit 
of  his  daughter  at  such  a  time  be- 
came a  homage  to  Elizabeth,  which 
it  suited  his  chivalry  to  render.  The 
public  saw  in  this  visit,  which  was 
made  with  great  state  and  ceremony, 
the  probability  of  a  new  and  popular 
alliance.  The  archbishop  had  suf- 
fered the  rumour  of  Gloucester's  at- 
tachment to  the  Lady  Anne  to  get 
abroad,  and  the  young  prince's  return 
from  the  north  was  anxiously  ex- 
pected by  the  gossips  of  the  day. 

It  was  on  this  occasion  that  War- 
wick showed  his  gratitude  for  Mar- 
maduke  Nevile's  devotion.  "  My 
dear  and  gallant  kinsman,"  he  said, 
"  I  forget  not  that  when  thou  didst 
leave  the  king  and  the  court  for  the  , 


discredited  minister  and  his  gloomy 
hall  —  I  forget  not  that  thou  didst 
tell  me  of  love  to  some  fair  maiden, 
which  had  not  prospered  according 
to  thy  merits.  At  least  it  shall  not 
be  from  lack  of  lands,  or  of  the  gold 
spur,  which  allows  the  wearer  to  ride 
by  the  side  of  king  or  kaisar,  that 
thou  canst  not  choose  thy  bride  as 
the  heart  bids  thee.  I  pray  thee, 
sweet  cousin,  to  attend  my  child 
Anne  to  the  court,  where  the  king 
will  show  thee  no  ungracious  counte- 
nance ;  but  it  is  just  to  ra"ompense 
thee  for  the  loss  of  thy  t*,*  in  his 
highness's  chamber.  I  hold  the  king's 
commission  to  make  knights  of  such 
as  can  pay  the  fee,  and  thy  lands 
shall  suffice  for  the  dignity.  Kneel 
down,  and  rise  up,  Sir  Marmaduke 
Nevile,  Lord  of  the  Manor  of  Borro- 
daile,  with  its  woodlands  and  its 
farms,  and  may  God  and  our  lady 
render  thee  puissant  in  battle  and 
prosperous  in  love !" 

Accordingly,  in  his  new  rank,  and 
entitled  to  ruffle  it  with  the  bravest, 
Sir  Marmaduke  Nevile  accompanied 
the  earl  and  the  Lady  Anne  to  the 
palace  of  the  tower. 

As  Warwick,  leaving  his  daughter 
amidst  the  brilliant  circle  that  sur- 
rounded Elizabeth,  turned  to  address 
the  king,  he  said,  with  simple  and 
affected  nobleness — 

"  Ah,  my  liege,  if  you  needed  a 
hostage  of  my  faith,  think  that  my 
heart  is  here,  for  verily  its  best  blood 
were  less  dear  to  me  than  that  slight 
girl,  —  the  likeness  of  her  mother, 
when  her  lips  first  felt  the  touch  of 
mine ! " 

Edward's  bold  brow  fell,  and  he 
blushed  as  he  answered,"  My  Elizabeth 
will  hold  her  as  a  sister.  But,  cousin, 
part  you  not  now  for  the  north  V 

"  By  your  leave,  I  go  first  to  War- 
wick." 

"  Ah  I  you  do  not  wish  to  approve 
of  my  seeming  preparations  against 
France  V 
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*  Nay,  your  highness  is  not  in 
earnest.  I  promised  the  commons 
that  you  would  need  no  supplies  for 
so  thriftless  a  war." 

"Thou  knowest  I  mean  to  fulfil  all 
thy  pledges.  But  the  country  so 
swarms  with  disbanded  soldiers,  that 
it  is  politic  to  hold  out  to  them  a 
hope  of  service,  and  so  let  the  clouds 
gradually  pass  away." 

"  Alack  my  liege  ! "  said  Warwick, 
gravely,    "  I    suppose    that    a   crown  i 
teaches    the    brow    to    scheme ;    but ' 
hearty  peace  or  cpen  war  seems  ever 
the  best  to  me." 

Edward  smiled,  and  turned  aside. 
Warwick  glanced  at  his  daughter, 
whom  Elizabeth  flatteringly  caressed, 
stifled  a  sigh,  and  the  air  seemed 
lighter  to  the  insects  of  the  court  as 
his  proud  crest  bowed  beneath  the 
doorway,  and,  with  the  pomp  of  his  j 
long  retinue,  he  vanished  from  the  ' 
scene. 

"  And  choose,  fair  Anne,"  said  the 
queen,  "choose  from  my  ladies,  whom 
you  will  have  for  your  special  train. 
We  would  not  that  your  attendance 
should  be  less  than  royal." 

The  gentle  Anne  in  vain  sought  to 
excuse  herself  from  an  honour  at 
once  arrogant  and  invidious,  though 
too  innocent  to  perceive  the  cunning 
so  characteristic  of  the  queen ;  for 
under  the  guise  of  a  special  compli- 
ment, Anne  had  received  the  royal 
request  to  have  her  female  attendants 
chosen  from  the  court,  and  Elizabeth 
now  desired  to  force  upon  her  a  selec- 
tion which  could  not  fail  to  mortify 
those  not  preferred.  But  glancing 
timidly  round  the  circle,  tho  noble 
damsel'*  eye  rested  on  one  fair  face, 
and  in  that  face  there  was  so  much 
that  awoke  her  own  interest,  and 
stirred  up  a  fond  and  sad  remem- 
brance, that  .she  passed  involuntarily 
tothe  stranger's  side,  and  artlessly  tools 
her  hand.  The  high-born  maidens, 
grouped  around,  glanced  at  each  other 
with  a  sneer,  and  slunk  back.     Even 


the  queen  looked  surprised,  but  reco- 
vering herself,  inclined  her  head  gra- 
ciously, and  said,  "  Do  we  read  your 
meaning  aright,  Lady  Anne,  and 
would  you  this  gentlewoman,  Mistress 
Sibyll  Warner,  as  one  of  your  cham- 
ber"? " 

"  Sibyll,  ah,  I  knew  that  my  memory 
failed  me  not,"  murmured  Anne; 
and,  after  bowing  assent  to  the  quacn, 
she  said,  "  Do  you  not  also  recall,  fair 
demoiselle,  our  meeting,  when  chil- 
dren, long  years  ago  •" 

"  Well,  noble  dame,"*  answered 
Sibyll.  And  as  Anne  turned,  with 
her  air  of  modest  gentleness,  yet  of 
lofty  birth  and  breeding,  to  explain 
to  the  queen  that  she  had  met  Sibyli 
in  earlier  years,  the  king  approached 
to  monopolise  his  guest's  voice  and 
ear.  It  seemed  natural  to  all  present 
that  Edward  should  devote  peculiar 
attention  to  the  daughter  of  Warwick 
and  the  sister  of  the  Duchess  of 
Clarence ;  and  even  Elizabeth  sus- 
pected no  guiltier  gallantry  in  the 
subdued  voice,  the  caressing  manner, 
which  her  handsome  lord  adopted 
throughout  that  day,  even  to  the  close 
of  the  nightly  revel, — towards  a  demoi- 
selle too  high  \it  might  well  appear) 
for  licentious  homage. 

But  Anne  herself,  though  too  guile- 
less to  suspect  the  nature  of  Edward's 
courtesy,  yet  shrunk  from  it  in  vague 
terror.  All  his  beauty,  all  his  fasci- 
nation, could  not  root  from  hpr  mind 
the  remembrance  of  the  exiled  prince 
— nay,  the  brilliancy  of  his  qualities 
made  her  the  more  averse  to  him 
It  darkened  the  prospects  of  Edward 
of  Lancaster  that  Edward  of  York 
should  wear  so  gracious  and  so  popidar 
a  form.  She  hailed  with  delight  the 
hour  when  she  was  conducted  to  her 
chamber,  and  dismissing  gently  the 
pompous  retinue  allotted  to  her,  found 


*  The  title  of  Diimo  wuh  at  that  time 
applied  Indiscriminately  to  ladies,  wbetlief 
married  or  bingle,  if  of  higli  hirlta 
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herself  alone  with  the  young  maiden 
whom  she  had  elected  to  her  special 
service. 

"  And  you  remember  me,  too,  fair 
Sibyll?"  said  Anne,  with  her  dulcet 
and  endearing  voice. 

"  Truly,  who  woukl  not  ?  for  as  you, 
then,  noble  lady,  glided  apart  from 
the  other  children,  hand  in  hand  with 
the  young  prince,  in  whom  all  dreamed 
to  see  their  future  king — I  heard  the 
universal  murmur  of — a  false  pro- 
phecy ! " 

"  Ah  !  and  of  what  ?"  asked  Anne. 

"  That  in  the  hand  the  prince 
clasped,  with  his  small  rosy  fingers — 
the  hand  of  great  Warwick's  daughter 
— lay  the  best  defence  of  his  father's 
throne." 

Anne's  breast  heaved,  and  her  small 
foot  began  to  mark  strange  characters 
on  the  floor. 

"  So,"  she  said,  musingly,  "  so, 
even  here,  amidst  a  new  court,  you 
forget  not  Prince  Edward  of  Lancas 
ter.  Oh,  we  shall  find  hours  to  talk 
of  the  past  days.  But  how,  if  your 
childhood  was  spent  in  Margaret's 
court,  does  your  youth  find  a  welcome 
in  Elizabeth's?" 

"  Avarice  and  power  had  need  of 
my  father's  science.  He  is  a  scholar 
of  good  birth,  but  fallen  fortunes — 
even  now,  and  ever  while  night  lasts, 
he  is  at  work.  I  belonged  to  the 
train  of  her  grace  of  Bedford,  but 
when  the  duchess  quitted  the  court, 
and  the  king  retained  my  father  in 
his  own  royal  service,  her  highness 
the  queen  was  pleased  to  receive  me 
among  l»er  maidens.  Happy  that  my 
father's  home  is  mine — who  else  could 
tend  him  !" 

"Thou  art  his  only  child? — He 
must  love  thee  dearly  ?" 

"  Yet  not  as  1  love  him — he  lives 
in  a  life  apart  from  all  else  that  live. 
But,  after  all,  peradventure  it  is 
sweeter  to  love  than  to  be,  loved." 

Anne,  whose  nature  was  singularly 
tender  and  womanlike,    was  greatly 


affected  by  this  answer ;  she  drew 
nearer  to  Sibyll ;  she  twined  her  arm 
round  her  slight  form,  and  kissed  her 
forehead. 

"Shall  1  love  thee,  Sibyll?"  she 
said,  with  a  girl's  candid  simplicity, 
"and  wilt  thou  love  me?" 

"  Ah,  lady !  there  are  sc  many  to 
love  thee ;  father,  mother,  sister — all 
the  world  ; — the  very  sun  shines  more 
kindly  upon  the  great  ! " 

"  Nay ! "  said  Anne,  with  that 
jealousy  of  a  claim  to  suffering,  to 
which  the  gentler  natures  are  prone, 
"  I  may  have  sorrows  from  which  thou 
art  free.  I  confess  to  thee,  Sibyll,  that 
something,  I  know  not  how  to  ex 
plain,  draws  me  strangely  towards  thy 
sweet  face.  Marriage  has  lost  me  my 
only  sister — for  since  Isabel  is  wed, 
she  is  changed  to  me — would  that  her 
place  were  supplied  by  thee  !  Shall  I 
steal  thee  from  the  queen,  when  I 
depart?  Ah!  my  mother-- at  least 
thou  wilt  love  her  !  for,  verily,  to  love 
my  mother  you  have  but  to  breathe 
the  same  air.     Kiss  me,  Sibyll." 

Kindness,  of  late,  had  been  strange 
to  Sibyll,  especially  from  her  own  sex, 
one  of  her  own  age ;  it  came  like 
morning  upon  the  folded  blossom. 
She  threw  her  arms  round  the  new 
friend  that  seemed  sent  to  her  from 
heaven  ;  she  kissed  Anne's  face  aud 
hands  with  grateful  tears. 

"Ah!"  she  said,  at  last,  wVn  <-he 
could  command  a  voice  still  oroken 
with  emotion — "  if  I  could  ever  serve 
—  ever  repay  thee  —  though  those 
gracious  words  were  the  last  thy  lips 
should  ever  deign  to  address  to  me!" 

Anne  was  delighted  ;  she  had  never 
yet  found  one  to  protect;  she  had 
never  yet  found  one  in  whom  tho- 
roughly to  confide.  Gentle  as  her 
mother  was,  the  distinction  between 
child  and  parent  was,  even  in  the 
fond  family  she  belonged  to,  so  great 
in  that  day,  that  she  could  never  have 
betrayed  to  the  countess  the  wild 
weakness  of  her  young  heart. 
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TJie  wish  to  communicate — to  reveal 
— is  ro  natural  to  extreme  youth,  and 
in  Anne  that  disposition  was  so  in- 
creased by  a  nature  at  once  open  and 
inclined  to  lean  on  others,  that  she 
had,  as  we  have  seen,  sought  a  conn 
dant  in  Isabel  ;  but  with  her,  even  at 
the  first,  she  found  but  the  half  con- 
temptuous pity  of  a  strong  and  hard 
mind ;  and  lately,  since  Edward's 
visit  to  Middleham,  the  Duchess  of 
Clarence  bad  been  so  wrapt  in  her 
own  imperious  egotism  and  discon- 
tented ambition,  that  the  timid  Anne 
had  ii"i  even  dared  to  touch,  with  her, 
upon  those  secrets  which  it  flushed 
her  own  bashful  cheek  to  recall  And 
this  visit  to  the  court — this  new,  un- 
familiar scene  —  this  estrangement 
from  all  the  old  accustomed  affections, 
had  produced  in  her  that  sense  of 
loneliness  which  is  so  irksome,  till 
grave  experience  of  real  life  accustoms 
us  to  the  common  lot.  So  with  the 
exaggearted   and    somewhat  morbid 


sensibility  that  belonged  to  her,  she 
turned  at  once,  and  by  impulse,  to 
this  sudden,  yet  graceful  friendship. 
Here  was  one  of  her  own  age,  one  who 
had  known  sorrow,  one  whose  voice 
and  eyes  charmed  her  one  who  would 
not  chide  even  folly,  one,  above  all, 
who  had  seen  her  beloved  prince,  one 
associated  with  her  fondest  memories 
one  who  might  have  a  thousand  tales 
to  tell  of  the  day  when  the  outlaw-bo; 
was  a  monarch's  heir.  In  the  child 
ishness  of  her  soft  years,  she  almos 
wept  at  another  channel  for  so  mud" 
natural  tenderness.  It  was  half  thi 
woman  gaining  a  woman-friend — half 
the  child  clinging  to  a  new  playmate. 

"  Ah,  Sibyll !"  she  whispered,-  "do 
not  leave  me  to-night — this  strange 
place  daunts  me,  and  the  figures  on 
the  arras  seem  so  tall  and  spectre-like 
— and  they  say,  the  old  tower  w 
haunted. — Stay,  dear  Sibyll  1" 

And  Sibyll  stayed. 
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While  these  charming  girls  thus 
innocently  conferred;  while,  Amies 
sweet  voice  running  on  in  her  artless 
fancies,  they  helped  each  other  to  un- 
dress; while  hand  in  band  they  knelt 
in  prayer  by  the  crucifix  in  the  dim 
recess;  while  timidly  they  extinguished 
the  light,  and  stole  to  rest ;  while, 
conversing  in  whispers,  gro*  bag  gradu- 
ally mor  faint  ami  low,  they  auk  into 
guileless  sleep;  —  the  unholy  king 
paced  his  solitary  chamber,  parched 
with  'he  fever  of  the  sudden  and  fran- 
tic passion  that  swept  away  from  a 
heai  i,  in  which  every  impulse  was  a 
giant,  all  the  memories  ol  bonour, 
gratitude,  and  law. 

The  mechanism  cf  this  strong  man's 


nature  was  that  almost  unknown  to 
the  modern  time ;  it  belonged  to 
those  earlier  days  which  furnish  to 
Greece  the  terrible  legends  Ovid  has 
clothed  in  gloomy  fire,  which  a  similar 
civilisation  produced  no  less  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  whether  of  Italy  or  the 
North — that  period  when  crime 
took  a  grandeur  from  its  excess — 
when  power  was  so  great  and  absolute, 
that  its  girth  burst  the  ligaments 
of  conscience  —  when  a  despot  wa» 
but  the  incarnation  of  will  —  when 
honour  was  indeed  a  religion,  but 
lis  faith  was  valour,  and  it  wrote  its 
decalogue  with  the  point  of  a  fearless 
sword. 

The    youth    of    Edward    IV.    hiu 
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«a  the  youth  of  an  ancient  Titan 
— of  an  Italian  Borgia ;  through  its 
reins  the  hasty  hlood  rolled  as  a 
devouring  flame.  This  impetuous  and 
fiery  temperament  -was  rendered  yet 
more  fearful  hy  the  indulgence  of 
every  intemperance ;  it  fed  on  wine 
and  lust:  its  very  virtues  strengthened 
its  vices— its  courage  stifled  every 
whisper  of  prudence  —  its  intellect 
uninured  to  all  discipline,  taught,  it 
to  disdain  every  ohstacle  to  its  desires. 
Edward  could,  indeed,  as  we  have 
seen,  he  false  and  crafty — a  tempor- 
iser — a  dissimulator — hut  it  was  only 
as  the  tiger  creeps,  the  better  to  spring, 
undetected,  on  its  prey.  If  detected, 
the  cunning  ceased,  the  daring  rose, 
and  the  mighty  savage  had  fronted 
ten  thousand  foes,  secure  in  its  fangs 
and  talons,  its  bold  heart,  and  its 
deadly  spring.  Hence,  with  all  Ed- 
ward's abilities,  the  astonishing  levities 
and  indiscretions  of  his  younger  years. 
It  almost  seemed,  as  we  have  seen  him 
play  fast  and  loose  with  the  might  of 
Warwick,  and  with  that  power,  whe- 
ther of  barons  or  of  people,  which  any 
other  prince  of  half  his  talents  would 
have  trembled  to  arouse  against  an 
unrooted  throne  ;■ — it  almost  seemed 
as  if  he  loved  to  provoke  a  danger,  for 
the  pleasure  it  gave  the  brain  to  baffle, 
or  the  hand  to  crush  it.  His  whole 
nature  coveting  excitement,  nothing 
was  left  to  the  beautiful,  the  luxurious 
Edward,  already  wearied  with  pomp 
and  pleasure,  but  what  was  unholy  and 
forbidden.  In  his  court  were  a  hun- 
dred ladies,  perhaps  not  less  fair  than 
Anne,  at  least  of  a  beauty  more  com- 
manding the  common  nonage,  but 
these  he  had  only  to  smile  on,  with 
ease  to  win.  No  awful  danger,  no 
inexpiable  guilt,  attended  those  vulgar 
frailties,  and  therefore  they  ceased  .to 
tempt.  But  here  the  virgin  guest,  the 
daughter  of  his  mightiest  subject,  the 
beloved  treasure  of  the  man  whose 
hand  had  built  a  throne,  whose  word 
had    dispersed   an   army, — here,   the 


more  the  reason  warned,  the  conscience 
started,  the  more  the  hell  born  passion 
was  aroused  ! 

Like  men  of  his  peculiar  constitu- 
tion, Edward  was  wholly  incapable  of 
pure  and  steady  love.  His  affection 
for  his  queen  the  most  resembled  that 
diviner  affection  :  but  when  analysed, 
it  was  composed  of  feelings  widely 
distinct.  Prom  a  sudden  passion,  not 
otherwise  to  be  gratified,  he  had  made 
the  rashest  sacrifices  for  an  unequal 
marriage.  His  vanity,  and  something 
of  original  magnanimity,  despite  his 
vices,  urged  him  to  protect  what  he 
himself  had  raised, —  to  secure  the 
honourof  the  subject'who  was  honoured 
by  the  king.  In  common  with  most 
rude  and  powerful  natures,  he  was 
strongly  alive  to  the  affections  of  a 
father,  and  the  faces  of  his  children 
helped  to  maintain  the  irfluence  of 
the  mother.  But  in  all  this,  we  need 
scarcely  say,  that  that  true  love,  which 
is  at  once  a  passion  and  i.  ievotion, 
existed  not.  Love  with  him  oared  not 
for  the  person  loved,  but  solely  for  its 
own  gratification  ;  it  was  desire  for 
possession — nothing  more.  But  that, 
desire  was  the  will  of  a  king  who  never 
knew  fear  or  scruple  ;  and,  pampered 
by  eternal  indulgence,  it  was  to  the 
feeble  lusts  of  common  men  what  the 
storm  is  to  the  west  wind.  Yet  still, 
as  in  the  solitude  of  night  he  paced 
his  chamber,  the  shadow  of  the  irreat 
crimeadvancing  upon  his  soul  appalled 
even  that  dauntless  conscience.  He 
gasped  for  breath — his  cheek  flushed 
crimson,  and  the  next  moment  grew 
deadly  pale.  He  heard  the  loud  beat- 
ing of  his  heart.  He  stopped  still. 
He  flung  himself  on  a  seat,  and  hid 
his  face  with  his  hands,  then  starting 
up,  he  exclaimed — "  No — no  '  I  can- 
not shut  out  that  sweet  lace,  those 
blue  eyes,  from  my  gaze.  They  haunt 
me  to  my  destruction  and  her  own. 
Yet  why  say  destruction.'  If  she  love 
me,  win.  shall  know  the  deed  ;  if  sha 
love  me  not,  will  she  dare  to  reveal 
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her  shame  1  Shame  ! — nay,  a  king's 
embrace  never  dishonours.  A  king's 
bastard  is  a  house's  pride.  All  is  still 
— the  very  moon  vanishes  from  hea- 
\en.  The  noiseless  rushes  in  the  gallery 
give  no  ocho  to  the  footstep.  Fie  on 
me!  3an  a  Plantagenet  know  fear]" 
He  allowed  himself  no  further  time  to 
pau6e  ;  he  opened  the  door  gently,  and 
"tole  along  the  gallery.  He  knew  well 
the  chamber,  for  it  was  appointed  by 
his  command  ;  and,  besides  the  usual 


heard  the  regular  breathing  which 
the  dreams  of  guilt  never  kn:,~,  ar.d 
then,  when  he  saw  that  pure  and  in- 
terlaeed  embrace  —  the  serene  yet 
somewhat  melancholy  face  of  Siby'l, 
which  seemed  huclcss  as  marble  in 
the  moonlight — bending  partially 
over  that  of  Anne,  as  if,  even  in  sleep, 
watchful, —  both  charming  forms  so 
linked  and  woven  that  the  two  seemed 
as  one  life,  the  very  breath  in  each 
rising  and  ebbing  with  the  other,  th 


door  from  the  corridor,  a  small  closet  dark  ringlets  of  Sibyll  mingling  with 
conducted  to  a  secret  panel  behind  the  auburn  gold  of  Anne's  luxuriant 
the  arras.  It  was  the  apartment  occu- ;  hair,  and  the  darkness  and  the  gold, 
pied,  in  her  visits  to  the  court,  by  the  tress  within  tress,  falling  impartially 
rival,  the  Lady  Elizabeth  Lucy,  over  either  neck,  that  gleamed  like 
Be  passed  into  the  closet — be  lifted  ivory  beneath  that  common  veil, — 
the  arras — he  stood  in  that  chamber  when  he  saw  this  twofold  loveliness, 
which  gratitude,  and  chivalry,  and  the  sentiment — the  conviction  of  that 
hospitable  faith,  should  have  made  mysterious  defence  which  exists  in 
Bacred  as  a  shrine.  And  suddenly,  as  purity — thrilled  like  ice  through  his 
he  entered,  the  moon,  before  hid  be-  burning  veins.  In  all  his  might  of 
neath  a  melancholy  cloud,  broke  forth  monarch  and  of  man,  he  felt  the 
in  awful  splendour,  and  her  lighl  rushed  awe  of  that  unlooked-for  protection — 
through  the  casement  opposite  his  eye,  maidenhood  sheltering  maidenhood — 
and  bathed  the  room  with  the  beams  innocence  guarding  innocence.  The 
of  a  ghostlier  day.  double   virtue  appalled    and  baffled 

The  abruptness  of  the  solemn   and    him  ;  and  that  slight  arm   which  en- 
mournful  glory  scared  him  as  the  re-   circled  the  neck  he  would  have  perilled 
buking  face  of  a  living  thing;  a  pre-    his  realm  to  clasp,  shielded  his  victim 
as   if  not  of  earth  seemed  to   more  effectually  than  the  bucklers  of 
ween  i he  victim  and  the    all  the  warriors   that  ever  gathered 
guilt.      It    was,    however,    but    for    a    round   the  banner  of  the  lofty  War. 
i    that    his    step   halted.       He    wiek.      Night   and   the  occasion    be- 

advan 1:  he  drew  aside  the  folds  of  friended   him ;   but   in  vain.     WhiU 

the  curtain  heavy  v.  it li  tissue  of  gold,    Sibyll    was    there,    Anne    was   saved. 

and    the    ileeping    face  of   Anne  lay    He  ground  his  teeth,  and  muttered 

hashed  before  him.     It  looked  pale  in    to  himself.     At  that    moment  Anne 

lit,   but    ineffably  serene,    turned    restlessly.      This   movement 

and  the  smile  on  its  lips  seemed  still    disturbed  the  light  sleep  of  her  com- 

•weeter  than  that  which  it  wore  awake,   panion.     She  spoke   half  inaudibly, 

so  ardently  did   but   the   sound    was   as   the  hoot  of 

his  whole  heart  and  being  feed  through    ghame  in  the  ear  of  the  guilty  king 

-  upon  thai  exquisite  picture    He  let  fall  the  curtain,  and  was  gone. 

of  iunocence  and  youth,  thai   he  did    And  if  one  who  lived  afterwards  to 

moments  thai    the    hear,  and   to  credit,   the   murderous 

Suddenly  an    doom    which,     unless    history     lies, 

;      his    lips      he   closed  the  male  line  of  Edward,  had 

clenched  his  Land  in  jealous  agony       beheld    the  king  stealing,  felon-like. 

pproached— he    bent    over— he   from  the  chamber,  his  step  reeltag  tt 
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and  fro  the  gallery  floors — his  face 
distorted  by  stormy  passion— his  lips 
white  and  murmuring — his  beauty 
»nd  his  glory  dimmed  and  humbled — 
he  spectator  might  have  half  believed 
that  while  Edward  gazed  upon  those 
larmless  sleepers,  a  vision  op  the 
tragedy  to  couE  had  stricken  down 


his  thought  of  guilt,  and  filled  up  ita 
place  with  horror, — a  vision  of  a  sleep 
as  pure — of  two  forms  wrapped  iD  an 
embrace  as  fond— of  intruders  medi- 
tating a  crime  scarce  fouler  than  his 
own;  and  the  sins  of  the  father  start- 
ing into  grim  corporeal  shapes,  to 
become  the  deathsmen  of  the  sons ! 


CHAPTER   III. 


DANGERS     TO     THE      HOUSE      OF    YORK — .1ND     THE     KINGS      HEART 
ITSELF    WITH    REBELLION    AGAINST    THE    KING'S    THRONE. 


Oh  !  beautiful  is  the  love  of  youth 
to  youth,  and  touching  the  tenderness 
of  womanhood  to  woman  ;  and  fair 
in  the  eyes  of  the  happy  sun  is  the 
waking  of  holy  sleep,  and  the  virgin  kiss 
upon  virgin  lips  smiling  and  murmur- 
ing the  sweet  "  Good  morrow  !  " 

Anne  was  the  first  to  wake  ;  and  as 
the  bright  winter  morn,  robust  with 
frosty  sunbeams,  shone  cheerily  upon 
Sihyll's  face,  she  was  struck  with  a 
beauty  she  had  not  su  fficiently  observed 
the  day  before  ;  for  in  the  sleep  of  the 
young  the  traces  of  thought  and  care 
vanish,  the  aching  heart  is  lulled  in 
the  body's  rest,  the  hard  lines  relax 
into  flexile  ease,  a  softer,  warmer 
bloom  steals  over  the  cheek,  and,  re- 
lieved from  the  stiff  restraints  of 
dress,  the  rounded  limbs  repo-e  in  a 
more  alluring  grace !  Youth  seems 
younger  in  its  slumber,  and  beauty 
more  beautiful,  and  purity  more  pure. 
Long1  and  dark,  the  fringe  of  the  eye- 
lash rested  upon  the  white  lids,  and 
the  freshness  of  the  parting  pouted 
lips  invited  the  sister  kiss  that  wakened 
up  the  sleeper. 

'•  Ah !  lady,"  said  Sibyll,  parting 
her  tresses  from  her  dark  blue  eyes, 
"  you  are  here — you  are  safe! — blessed 
be  the  saints  and  Our  Lady — for  I  had 
i  dream  in  the  night  that  startled  and 
appalled  me." 


'•'And  my  dreams  were  all  blithe 
and  golden,"  said  Anne.  "  What  was 
thine  1 " 

"  Methought  you  were  asleep  and 
in  this  chamber,  and  I  not  by  your 
side,  but  watching  you,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance ;  and,  lo !  a  horrible  serpent 
glided  from  yon  recess,  and,  crawling 
to  your  pillow,  I  heard  its  hiss,  and 
strove  to  come  to  your  aid,  but  in 
vain ;  a  spell  seemed  to  chain  my 
limbs.  At  last  I  found  voice — I  cried 
aloud — I  woke ;  and  mock  me  not,  but 
I  surely  heard  a  parting  footstep,  and 
the  low  grating  of  some  sliding  door." 

"  It  was  the  dream's  influence,  en- 
during beyond  the  dream.  I  have 
often  felt  it  so — nay,  even  last  night; 
for  I,  too,  dreamt  of  another,  dreamt 
that  I  stood  by  the  altar  with  one  fat 
away,  and  when  I  woke — for  I  woke 
also — it  was  long  before  I  could  be- 
lieve it  was  thy  hand  I  held,  and  thine 
arm  that  embraced  me." 

The  young  friends  rose,  and  their 
toilet  was  scarcely  ended,  when  again 
appeared  in  the  chamber  all  the  state- 
liness  of  retinue  allotted  to  the  Lady 
Anne.  Sibyll  turned  to  depart.  "And 
whither  go  you  !"  asked  Anne. 

"  To  visit  my  father;  it  is  my  first 
task  on  rising,"  returned  Sibyll,  in  a 
whisper. 

"  You  must  let  me  visit  him,  too, 
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at  a  later  hour.  Find  me  h  ire  an  hour 
before  noon,  Sibyll." 

The  early  morning  was  passed  by 
Anne  in  the  queen's  company.  The 
refection,  the  embroidery  frame,  the 
closheys,  filled  up  the  hours.  The 
Pitches?  of  Clarence  had  left  the 
palace  with  her  lord  to  visit  the  king's 
mother  at  Baynard's  Castle ;  and 
A nm's  timid  spirits  were  saddened 
by  the  strangeness  of  the  faces  round 
her,  and  Elizabeth's  habitual  silence. 
There  was  something  in  the  weak  and 
ill-fated  queen  that  ever  failed  to  con- 
ciliate friends.  Though  perpetually 
striving  to  form  and  create  a  party, 
she  never  succeeded  in  gaining  con- 
fidence or  respect.  And  no  one  raised 
so  high  was  ever  left  so  friendless  as 
Elizabeth,  when,  in  her  awful  widow- 
hood, her  dowry  home  became  the 
sanctuary.  All  her  power  was  but 
the  shadow  of  her  husband's  royal 
sun,  and  vanished  when  the  orb  pre- 
maturely set ;  yet  she  had  all  gifis  of 
person  in  her  favour,  and  a  sleek 
smoothness  of  manner  that  seemed  to 
the  superficial  formed  to  win  ;  but  the 
voice  was  artificial,  and  the  eye  cold 
and  stealthy.  About  her  formal  pre- 
cision there  was  an  eternal  conscious- 
ness of  self — a  breathing  egotism. 
Her  laugh  was  displeasing — cynical, 
not  mirthful  ;  she  had  none  of  that 
fbrgetfulness  of  self,  that  warmth 
when  gay,  that  earnestness  when  sad, 
which  create  sympathy.  Her  beauty 
was  without  loveliness — her  character 
without  charm  ;  every  proportion  in 
her  form  might  allure  the  sensualist  ; 
but  there  stopped  the  fascination. 
The  mind  "as  trivial,  though  cunning 
and  dissimulating;  and  the  very 
ivenness  of  her  temper  seemed  but 
the  clockwork  of  a  heart  insensible  to 
its  own  movements.  Vain  in  pros- 
Parity,  what  wonder  that  she  was  so 
abject  in  misfortunel     What  wonder 

that  even  while,  in  later  and  gloomier 

years,*  accusing  Richard  III,  of  the 

•  Grafton,  80S. 


murder  of  her  royal  *ons,  and  knowing 
him,  at  least,  the  executioner  of  her 
brother,  and  her  child  by  the  bride- 
groom of  her  youth,*  she  consented  to 
send  her  daughters  to  his  custody; 
though  subjected  to  the  stain  of  ille- 
gitimacy, and  herself  only  recognise 
as  the  harlot  ? 

The  king,  meanwhile,  had  ridden 
out  betimes  alone,  and  no  other  of 
the  male  sex  presumed  in  his  absence 
to  invade  the  female  circle.  It  was 
with  all  a  girl's  fresh  delight,  that 
Anne  escaped  at  last  to  her  own  cham- 
ber, where  she  found  Sibyl  1,  and,  with 
her  guidance,  she  threaded  the  gloomy 
mazes  of  the  Tower.  "  Let  me  see," 
she  whispered,  "  before  we  visit  you- 
father — let  me  see  the  turret  in  which 
the  unhappy  Henry  is  confined." 

And  Sibyll  led  her  through  the 
arch  of  that  tower,  now  called  The 
Bloody,  and  showed  her  the  narrow 
casement  deep  sunk  in  the  mighty 
wall,  without  which  hung  the  starling 
in  the  cage,  basking  its  plumes  in  the 
wintry  sun.  Anne  gazed  with  that 
deep  interest  and  tender  reverence 
which  the  parent  of  the  man  she  loves 
naturally  excites  in  a  woman  ;  and 
while  thus  standing  sorrowful  and 
silent,  the  casement  was  unbarred, 
and  she  saw  the  mild  face  of  the 
human  captive;— he  seemed  to  talk 
to  the  bird,  which,  in  shrill  tones  and 
with  clapping  wings,  answered  his 
address.  At  that  time  a  horn  sounded 
at  a  little  distance  off;  a  clangour  of 
arms,  as  the  sentries  saluted,  was 
heard  ;  the  demoiselles  retreated 
through  the  arch,  and  mounted  the 
stair  conducting  to  the  very  room, 
then   unoccupied,  in  which  tradition 


*  Anthony  Lord  Rivers,  and  Lord  Richard 
Gray.  Not  the  least  instance  "f  tlic  frivolity 
of  Elizabeth's  mind,  is  to  be  found  in  her 
willingness,  after  all  the  woes  of  hi  I 

Widow! d,  and  when  she  was  not    very  fat 

Short  ol  sixlv  years  "Id.  to  take  a  third  h un- 
build, James  III,  of  Scotland — a  nuiriiuirs 
prevented  ouly  by  the  death     *  the  Scotch 
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records  the  murder  of  the  Third 
Richard's  nephews;  and  scarcely  had 
they  gained  this  retreat,  ere  towards 
the  Bloody  Gate,  and  before  the  pri- 
on tower,  rode  the  king  who  had 
mounted  the  captive's  throne.  His 
steed,  gaudy  with  its  housing — his 
splendid  dress — the  knights  and 
squires  who  started  forward  from  every 
corner  to  hold  his  gilded  stirrup — his 
vigorous  youth,  so  blooming  and  so 
radiant — all  contrasted,  with  oppres- 
sive force,  the  care-worn  face  that 
watched  him  meekly  through  the 
little  casement  of  the  Wakefield 
Tower.  Edward's  large  quick  blue 
eye  caught  sudden  sight  of  the  once 
familiar  features.  He  looked  up 
steadily,  and  his  gaze  encountered  the 
fallen  king's.  He  changed  counte- 
nance ;  but  with  the  external  chivalry 
that  made  the  surface  of  his  hollow 
though  brilliant  character,  he  bowed 
fow  to  his  saddlebow  as  he  saw  his 
captive,  and  removed  the  plumed  cap 
from  his  high  brow. 

Henry  smiled  sadly,  and  shook  his 
reverend  head,  as  if  gently  to  rebuke 
the  mockery;  then  he  closed  the  case- 
ment, and  Edward  rode  into  the  yard. 

"  How  can  the  king  hold  here  a 
court,  and  here  a  prison  ?  Oh,  hard 
heart ! "  murmured  Anne,  as  when 
Edward  had  disappeared,  the  damsels 
bent  their  way  to  Adam's  chamber. 

"  Would  the  Earl  Warwick  approve 
thy  pity,  sweet  Lady  Anne?"  asked 
Sibyl  1. 

"  My  father's  heart  is  too  generous 
to  condemn  it,"  returned  Anne,  wiping 
the  tears  from  her  eyes ;  "  how  often  in 
he  night's  galliard  shall  I  see  that  face!" 

The  turret  in  which  Warner's 
room  was  placed,  flanked  the  wing 
inhabited  by  the  royal  family  and 
their  more  distinguished  guests,  (viz. 
..he  palace,  properly  Bpeaking,  as 'dis- 
tinct from  the  fortress.)  and  commu- 
nicated with  the  rega!  lodge  by  a  long 
corridor,  raised  above  cloisters,  and 
upen  to  a  court-yard.      At  one  ena 


of  this  corridor  a  door  opened  upon 
the  passage,  in  which  was  situated 
the  chamber  of  the  Lady  Anne  ;  the 
other  extremity  communicated  with 
a  rugged  stair  of  stone,  conducting 
to  the  rooms  tenanted  by  Warmer. 
Leaving  Sibyll  to  present  her  learned 
father  to  the  gentle  Anne,  we  follow 
the  king  into  the  garden,  which  he 
entered  on  dismounting.  He  found 
here  the  Archbishop  of  York,  who 
had  come  to  the  palace  in  his  barge, 
and  with  but  a  slight  retinue,  and 
who  was  now  conversing  with  Hast- 
ings in  earnest  whispers. 

The  king,  who  seemed  thoughtful 
and  fatigued,  approached  the  two,  and 
said,  with  a  forced  smile,  '"'  What 
learned  sententiary  engages  you  two 
scholars?" 

"  Your  grace,"  said  the  archbishop, 
"  Minerva  was  not  precisely  the  god- 
dess most  potent  over  our  thoughts  at 
that  moment.  I  received  a  letter  last 
evening  from  the  Duke  of  Gloucester, 
and  as  I  know  the  love  borne  by  the 
prince  to  the  Lord  Hastings,  I  in- 
quired of  your  chamberlain  how  far 
he  would  have  foreguessed  the  news  it 
announced  ? " 

"  And  what  may  the  tidings  be  1 " 
asked  Edward,  absently. 

The  prelate  hesitated. 

"  Sire,"  he  said,  gravely,  "  the  fami- 
liar confidence  with  which  both  your 
highness  and  the  Duke  of  Gloucester 
distinguish  the  chamberlain,  permits 
me  to  communicate  the  purport,  of  the 
letter  in  his  presence.  The  young 
duke  informs  me  that  he  hath  long 
conceived  an  affection  which  lie  would 
improve  into  marriage,  but  before  he 
address  either  the  demoiselle  or  her 
father,  he  prays  me  to  confer  with 
your  grace,  whose  pleasure  in  this  as 
all  things,  will  be  his  sovereign  law." 

"  Ah,  Richard  loves  me  with  a  truer 
love  than  George  of  Clarence  !  But 
whom  can  he  have  seen  on  the  borders 
worthy  to  be  a  prince's  bride  ? " 

t  is  no  sudden  passion,  sire,  as  • 
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before  hinted  ;  nay,  it  has  been  for  i  archbishop,  who  stood  on  the  spot  on 
tome  time  sufficiently  notorious  to  bis    which  the  king  lu.^  left  him,  his  arms 
friends,  and  many  of  the  court — it  is  i  folded  on  his  breast,  his  face  calm  but 
an  affection  for  a  maiden   known  to    haughty, 
nim  in  childhood,  connected  to  him        "  My  most  worshipful  cousin,"  saio. 


by  blood, — my  niece,  Anne  Nevile  ! " 

As  if  stung  by  a  scorpion,  Edward 
threw  off  the  prelate's  arm,  on  which 
lie  had  been  leaning  with  his  usual 
caressing  courtesy. 

"  This    is    too    much  !  "     said   he,    abroad,  which  Clarence  lost 
quickly,  and  his  face,  before  somewhat    matter!     Of    these    things 


Edward,  "forgive  the  well  known 
heat  of  my  hasty  moods !  I  had 
hoped  that  Richard  would,  by  a 
foreign  alliance,  have  repaired  the 
occasion  of  confirming  my  dynasty 
But,  no 
re    wi'.( 


pale,  grew  highly  flushed — "  Is    the  speak  anon.     Say  nought,  to  Richard 

whole  royalty  of  England  to  be  one  till  time  ripens  maturer  resolutions  : 

Nevile?     Havel  not  sufficiently  nar-  he  is   a   youth    yet.     What    strange 

rowed   the  basis  of  my  throne!     In-  tidings  are  these  from  Lincolnshire.'" 

stead  of  mating  my  daughter  to   a  "The  house  of  your  purveyor.  Sir 

foreign  power — to  Spain  or  to   Bre-  Robert    de    Burgh,    is    burned — his 

tagne  —  she  is   betrothed   to  young  'lands  wasted.     The  rebels  are  headed 

Montagu  !     Clarence  weds  Isabel,  and  by    lords    and    knights.      Robin    of 

now  Gloucester — no,  prelate,  I  will  not  Redesdale,    who,    methinks,    bears   a 

consent!"  charmed  lite,   has  even  ventured   to 
The  archbishop  was  so  little  pre- '  rouse  the  disaffected  in  my  brother's 

pared  for  this  burst,  that  he  remained  very  shire  of  Warwick." 

speechless;  Hastings  pressed  the  king's  j      "  Oh,  Henry  !"  exclaimed  the  king, 

arm,  as  if  to  caution  him  against  so  casting   his  eves  towards  the   turret 


imprudent  a  display  of  resentment. 
But  the  kinir  walked  on,  not  heed- 
ing him,  and  in  great  disturbance. 
Hastings  interchanged  looks  with  the 


that  held  his  captive,  "  well  mightst 
thou  call  a  crown,  'a  wreath  of 
thorns ! ' " 

"I  have  already,"   said    the  arch- 


archbishop,    and    followed    his    royal    bishop,  "  despatched  couriers  to  my 
master.  I  brother,  to  recal  him  from  Warwick, 

"  My  king,"  he  said,  in  an  earnest  whither  he  went  on  quitting  your 
whisper,  "whatever  you  decide,  do  not  highness.  I  have  done  more  — 
again  provoke  unhappy  feuds  laid  at  prompted  by  a  zeal  that  draws  me 
rest!  Already  this  morning  I  sought  |  from  the  care  of  the  church  to  that 
your  chamber,  but  you  were  abroad,  of  the  state,  I  have  summoned  the 
to   say  that   \   have    received    intelli-  \  Lords  St.  John,  De  Fulke,  and  others, 


gence  of  a  fresh  rising  of  the  Lancas- 
trian- in  Lincolnshire,  under  Sir 
Robert  Welles,  and  the  warlike  knight 
of  Bcrivel8by,  Sir  Thomas  Dymoke. 
This  is  not  yet  an  hour  to  anger  the 
pride  of  the  Nevii 

"0  Hastings!  Hastings  I " said  the 
xin_',  in  a  tone  of  passionate  emotion 
•— "  there  are  moments  when  the 
unman  heart  cannot  dissemble!  How- 
beit,  youi  advice  is  wi-e  and  hon<  -t  ! 
No!  we  m.i-t  not  anger  the  Reviles!" 


to  my  house  of  the  More; — praying 
your  highness  to  deign  to  meet  them, 
and  well  sure  that  a  smile  from  your 
princely  lips  will  regain  their  hearts 
and  confirm  their  allegiance,  at  a 
moment  when  new  pe;  Us  require  all 
strong  arms." 

"  You  have  done  most  wisely;  1 
will  come  to  your  palace — appoin; 
your  own  day." 

"  It  will  take  some  d  lys  for  the 
barons  to  arrive  From  their  castles.    I 


He  turned  abruptly:  reji  fear  no1  ere  the  tenth  day  from  this. 
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"Ah  !"  said  the  king,  with  a  viva- 
city that  surprised  his  listeners,  aware 
of  his  usual  impetuous  energy.  "  the 
delay  will  but  befriend  us ;  as  for 
Warwick,  permit  me  to  alter  your 
arrangements  ;  let  him  employ  the 
in'erval,  not  in  London,  where  he  is 
useless,  but  in  raising  men  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  his  castle,  and  in 
defeating  the  treason  of  this  Redes- 
dale  knave.  We  will  give  commission 
to  him,  and  to  Clarence,  to  levy 
troops;  Hastings,  see  to  this  forth- 
with. Ya  -iay  Sir  Robert  Welles  leads 
the  Lincolnshire  varlets  ;  I  know  the 
nature  of  his  father,  the  Lord  Welles 
— a  fearful  and  timorous  one  ;  I  will 
send  for  bim,  and  the  father's  head 
shall  answer  for  the  son's  faith.  Par- 
don me,  dear  cousin,  that  I  leave  you 
to  attend  these  matters.  Prithee 
visit  our  queen,  meanwhile  she  holds 
you  our  guest." 

"  Nay,  your  highness  must  vouch- 
safe my  excuse ;  I  also  have  your 
royal  interests  too  much  at  heart  to 
while  an  hour  in  my  pleasurement.  1 
will  but  see  the  friends  of  our  house, 
now  in  London,  and  then  back  to  the 
More  and  collect  the  force  of  my 
tenants  and  retainers." 

"  Ever  right ;  fair  speed  to  you — 
cardinal  that  shall  be !  Your  arm, 
Hastings." 

The  king  and  his  favourite  took 
their  way  into  the  state  chambers. 

"Abet  not  Gloucester  in  this  alli- 
ance— abet  him  not!"  said  the  king, 
solemnly. 

"  Pause,  sirs  !  This  alliance  gives 
to  Warwick  a  wise  counsellor  instead 
of  the  restless  Duke  of  Clarence. 
Reflect  what  danger  may  ensue  if  an 
ambitious  lord,  discontented  with 
your  reign,  obtains  the  hand  of  the 
great  earl's  coheiress,  and  the  half  of 
a  hundred  baronies  that  command 
an  army  larger  than  the  crown's." 

Though  these  reasonings  at  a  calmer 
time  might  well  have  had  their  effect 
on  Edward,  at  that  moment  they  were 


little  heeded  by  his  passions.  He 
stamped  his  foot  violently  on  the 
floor.      "Hastings!"    he   exclaimed, 

"  be   silent !   or ."      He    stopped 

short — mastered  his  emotion — "  Go, 
assemble  our  privy  council.  We  have 
graver  matters  than  a  boy's  marriage 
now  to  think  of." 

It  was  in  vain  that  Edward  sought 
to  absorb  the  fire  of  his  nature  in 
state  affairs,  in  all  needful  provisions 
against  the  impending  perils,  in 
schemes  of  war  and  vengeance.  The 
fatal  frenzy  that  had  seized  him 
haunted  him  everywhere,  by  day  and 
by  night.  For  some  days  after  the 
unsuspected  visit  which  ho  had  so 
criminally  stolen  to  his  guest's  cham- 
ber, something  of  knightly  honour, 
of  religious  scruple,  of  common  reason 
— awakened  in  him  the  more  by  the 
dangers  which  had  sprung  up,  and 
which  the  Neviles  were  now  actively 
employed  in  defeating  —  struggled 
against  his  guilty  desire,  and  roused 
his  conscience  to  a  less  feeble  resist- 
ance than  it  usually  displayed  when 
opposed  to  passion ;  but  the  society 
of  Anne,  into  which  he  was  necessarily 
thrown  so  many  hours  in  the  day,  and 
those  hours  chiefly  after  the  indul- 
gences of  the  banquet,  was  more 
powerful  than  all  the  dictates  of  a 
virtue  so  seldom  exercised  as  to  have 
none  of  the  strength  of  habit.  And 
as  the  time  drew  near,  when  he  must 
visit  the  archbishop,  head  his  army 
against  the  rebels  (whose  force  daily 
increased,  despite  the  captivity  of 
Lord  Welles  and  Sir  Thomas  Dymoke, 
who,  on  the  summons  of  the  king, 
had  first  taken  sanctuary  and  then 
yielded  their  persons  on  the  promise 
of  pardon  and  safety),  and  restore 
Anne  to  her  mother — as  this  time 
drew  near,  his  perturbation  of  mind 
became  visible  to  the  whole  court  ; 
but  with  the  instinct  of  his  native 
craft,  he  contrived  to  conceal  its 
cause.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life 
he  had  no  confidant — he  did  not  dare 
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trust  his  secret  to  Hastings.  His 
heart  gnawed  itself.  Neither,  though 
constantly  stealing  to  Anne's  side, 
could  he  venture  upon  language  that 
might  startle  and  enlighten  her.  He 
felt  that  even  those  attentions,  which 
on  the  first  evening  of  her  arrival  had 
been  noticed  by  the  courtiers,  could 
not  be  safely  renewed.  He  was  grave 
and  constrained,  even  when  by  her 
side,  and  the  etiquette  of  the  court 
allowed  him  no  opportunity  for  un- 
witnessed conference.  In  this  sup- 
pressed and  unequal  struggle  with 
himself  the  time  passed,  till  it  was 
now  but  the  day  before  that  fixed  for 
his  visit  to  the  More.  And,  as  he 
rose  at  morning  from  his  restless 
couch,  the  struggle  was  over,  and  the 
soul  resolved  to  dare  the  crime.  His 
first  thought  was  to  separate  Anne 
from  Sibyll.  He  affected  to  rebuke 
the  queen  for  giving  to  his  high-born 
guest  an  associate  below  her  dignity, 
and  on  whose  character,  poor  girl, 
rested  the  imputation  of  witchcraft ; 
and  when  the  queen  replied  that  Lady 
Anne  herself  had  so  chosen,  he  hit 
upon  the  expedient  of  visiting  Warner 
himself,  under  pretence  of  inspecting 
his  progress, — affected  to  be  struck 
by  the  sickly  appearance  of  the  sage, 
and  sending  for  Sibyll,  told  her,  with 
an  air  of  gracious  consideration,  that 
her  first  duty  was  to  attend  her 
parent,  that  the  queen  released  her 
for  some  days  from  all  court  duties, 
and  that  he  had  given  orders  to  pre- 
pare the  room  adjoining  Blaster 
Warner's,  and  held  by  Friar  Bungey, 
till  that  wor'ov  bad  retired  with  his 
patroness  from  the  court,  to  which 
she  would  for  the  present  remove. 

Sibyll,  wondering  at  this  novel  mark 
of  consideration  in  the  careless  king, 
yet  imputing  it  to  the  high  value  set 
on  har  father's  labours,  thanked  Ed- 
ward with  simple  earnestness,  and 
withdrew.  In  the  ante-room  she  en- 
countered Hastings,  on  his  way  to 
kin.1  king.    lie  ntaried  in  BUrprise,  and 


with  a  jealous  pang :  "  What  thou, 
Sibyll !  and  from  the  king's  closet ! 
What  led  thee  thither!" 

"  His  grace's  command."  And  too 
noble  for  the  pleasure  of  exciting 
the  distrust  that  delights  frivolous 
minds  as  the  proof  of  power,  Sibyll 
added,  "  The  king  has  been  kindly 
speaking  to  me  of  my  father's  health." 
The  courtier's  brow  cleared  —  he 
mused  a  moment,  and  said,  in  a  whis- 
per, "  I  beseech  thee  to  meet  me  an 
hour  hence  at  the  eastern  rampart." 

Since  the  return  of  Lord  Hastings 
to  the  palace  there  had  been  an 
estrangement  and  distance  in  his  man- 
ner, ill  suiting  one  who  enjoyed  the 
rights  of  an  accepted  suitor,  and 
wounding  alike  to  Sibyll's  affection 
and  her  pride ;  but  her  confidence  in 
his  love  and  truth  was  entire.  Her 
admiration  for  him  partook  of  wor- 
ship, and  she  steadily  sought  to  reason 
away  any  causes  for  alarm  by  recall- 
ing the  state  cares  which  pressed 
heavily  upon  him,  and  whispering  to 
herself  that  word  of  "  wife,"  which, 
coming  in  passionate  music  from 
those  beloved  lips,  had  thrown  a 
mist  over  the  present,  a  glory  o'  er 
the  future ;  and  in  the  king's  reten- 
tion of  Adam  Warner,  despite  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford's  strenuous  de- 
sire to  carry  him  off  with  Friar  Bun- 
gay, and  restore  him  to  his  tasks  of 
alchemist  and  multiplier,  as  well  as 
in  her  own  promotion  to  the  queen's 
service,  Sibyll  could  not  but  recognise 
the  influence  of  her  powerful  lover. 
His  tones  now  were  tender,  though 
grave  and  earnest.  Surely,  in  the 
meeting  he  asked,  all  not  compre- 
hended would  be  explained.  And  so, 
with  a  light  heart,  she  passed  on. 

Hastings  sighed  as  his  eye  followed 
her  from  the  room,  and  thus  said  he 
to  himself — "  Were  I  the  obscure 
gentleman  I  once  was,  how  sweet  a 
lot  would  that  girl's  love  choose  to 
me  from  the  urn  of  fate !  But,  oh  .' 
when  we  taste  of  power  and  great 
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ness,  and  master  the  world's  dark 
wisdom,  what  doth  love  shrink  to? — 
an  hour's  bliss,  and  a  life's  folly." 
His  delicate  lip  curled,  and  breaking 
from  his  soliloquy,  he  entered  the 
king's  closet.  Edward  was  resting 
his  face  upon  the  palms  of  his  hands, 
and  his  bright  eyes  dwelt  upon  vacant 
space,  till  they  kindled  into  anima- 
tion as  they  lighted  on  his  favourite. 

"  Dear  Will,"  said  the  king,  "  know- 
est  thou  that  men  say  thou  art  be- 
witched 1 " 

"  Beau  sire,  often  have  men,  when 
a  sweet  face  hath  captured  thy  great 
heart,  said  the  same  of  thee  ! " 

"  It  may  be  so,  with  truth,  for, 
verily,  love  is  the  arch-devil's  birth."' 

The  king  rose,  and  strode  his 
chamber  with  a  quick  step ;  at  last, 
pausing  — 

"  Hastings,"  he  said,  "  so  thou 
lovest  the  multiplier's  pretty  daugh- 
ter, She  hath  just  left  me.  Art 
thou  jealous  1 " 

"  Happily,  your  highness  sees  no 
beauty  in  locks  that  have  the  gloss  of 
the  Riven,  and  eyes  that  have  the 
hue  of  the  violet." 

"  No,  I  am  a  constant  man — con- 
stant to  one  idea  of  beauty  in  a  thou- 
sand forms— eyes  like  the  summer's 
light-blue  sky,  and  locks  like  its 
golden  sunbeams !  But  to  set  thy 
mind  at  rest,  Will,  know  that  I 
have  but  compassionated  the  sickly 
state  of  the  scholar,  whom  thou 
prizest  so  highly ;  and  I  have  placed 
thy  fair  Sibyll's  chamber  near  her 
father's.  Young  Lovell  says  thou  art 
bent  on  wedding  the  wizard's  daugh- 
ter." 

"  And  if  1  were,  beau  sire  ?  " 

Edward  looked  grave. 

"  If  thou  wert,  my  poor  Will,  thou 
wouldst  lose  all  the  fame  for  shrewd 
wisdom  which  justifies  thy  sudden 
fortunes.  No — no  —  thou  art  the 
flower  and  prince  of  my  new  seignorie 
-  •  thou   must   mate   thyself    with   a 


name  and  a  barony  that  shall  be  wor- 
thy thy  fame  and  thy  prospects.  Love 
beauty,  but  marry  power,  Will.  In 
vain  would  thy  king  draw  thee  up,  if 
a  despised  wife  draw  thee  down !" 

Hastings  listened  with  profound 
attention  to  these  words.  The  king 
did  not  wait  for  his  answer,  but  added_ 
laughingly  — 

"  It  is  thine  own  fault,  crafty  gal 
lant,  if  thou  dost  not  end  all  her 
spells." 

"  What  ends  the  spells  of  youth 
and  beauty,  beau  sire  ?  " 

"  Possession ! "  replied  the  king,  in 
a  hollow  and  muttered  voice. 

Hastings  was  about  to  answer,  when 
the  door  opened,  and  the  officer  in 
waiting  announced  the  Duke  of  Cla- 
rence. 

"  Ha !  "  said  Edward,  "  George 
comes,  to  importune  me  for  leave  to 
depart  to  the  government  of  Ireland, 
and  I  have  to  make  him  weet  that  I 
think  my  Lord  Worcester  a  saier 
viceroy  of  the  two  ! " 

"  Your  highness  will  pardon  me  ; 
but,  though  I  deemed  you  too  gene- 
rous in  the  appointment,  it  were 
dangerous  now  to  annul  it." 

"  More  dangerous  to  confirm  it. 
Elizabeth  has  caused  me  to  see  the 
folly  of  a  grant  made  over  the  malm- 
sey— a  wine,  by  the  way,  in  which 
poor  George  swears  he  would  be  con- 
tent to  drown  himself.  Viceroy  of 
Ireland  !  My  father  had  that  govern- 
ment, and  once  tasting  the  sweets  of 
royalty,  ceased  to  be  a  subject!  No, 
no,  Clarence " 

"Can  never  meditate  treason  against 
a  brother's  crown.  Has  he  the  wit, 
or  the  energy,  or  the  genius,  for  so 
desperate  an  ambition  ] " 

"  No ;  but  he  hath  the  vanity. 
And  I  will  wager  thee  a  thousand 
marks  to  a  silver  penny  that  my  jester 
ahall  talk  giddy  Georgie  into  ad- 
vancing a  claim  to  be  soldan  of 
Ejrypt,  or  pope  of  Koine  I " 
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CHArTER  IV. 


THE    FOSTER    BROTHERS. 


Sir  Marmapdke  Nevile  was  sun- 
ning his  bravery  in  the  Tower  Green, 
amidst  the  other  idlers  of  the  court, 
proud  of  the  gold  chain  and  the  gold 
spurs  which  attested  his  new  rank,  ami 
not  grieved  to  have  exchanged  the 
solemn  wi'lN  of  Middleham  for  the 
gay  deught  c  the  voluptuous  palace, 
when,  to  his  pleasure  and  surprise  he 
perceived  his  foster-brother  enter  the 
gateway;  and  no  sooner  had  Nicholas 
entered,  than  a  bevy  of  the  younger 
courtiers  hastened  eagerly  towards  him. 

"Gramercy!"  quoth  Sir  Marma- 
duke, to  one  of  the  bystanders,  "  what 
hath  chanced  to  make  Nick  Alwyn  a 
man  of  such  note,  that  so  many  wings 
of  satin  and  pile  should  nutter  round 
him,  like  sparrows  round  an  owl, 
which,  by  the  Holy  Rood,  his  wise 
face  somewhat  resembleth." 

"  Know  you  not  that  Master  Alwyn, 
since  he  hath  commenced  trade  for 
himself,  hath  acquired  already  the 
repute  of  the  couthliest  goldsmith  in 
London )  No  dague-hilts — no  buckles 
are  to  be  worn,  save  those  that  he 
fashions;  and — an'  he  live,  and  the 
House  of  York  prosper — verily,  Master 
Alwyn,  the  goldsmith,  will,  ere  long, 
be  the  richest  and  best  man  from  Mile- 
end  to  the  Sanctuary." 

"  Right  glad  am  I  to  hear  it,"  said 
honest  Marmaduke,  heartily;  and 
npproachiug  Alwyn,  he  startled  the 
precise  trader  by  a  friendly  slap  on 
the  ihoulder. 

"  What,  man,  art  thou  too  proud  to 
remember  Marmaduke  Nevile!  Come 
to  my  lodgement,  yonder,  and  talk  of 
old  days  over  the  king's  canary." 

"I  crave  your  pardon,  dear  Master 
Nevile." 

"  Master — avaunt!  Sir  Marmaduke 


— knighted  by  the  hand  of  Lord  War- 
wick, Sir  Marmaduke  Nevile,  lord  of 
a  manor  he  hath  never  yet  seen — 
sober  Alwyn." 

Then  drawing  his  foster-brother's 
arm  in  his,  Marmaduke  led  him  to 
the  chamber  in  which  he  lodged. 

The  young  men  spent  some  minutes 
in  congratulating  each  other  on  their 
respective  advances  in  life  : — the  gen 
tleman,  who  had  attained  competence 
and  station,  simply  by  devotion  to  a 
powerful  patron — the  trader,  who  had 
already  won  repute  and  the  prospect 
of  wealth,  by  ingenuity,  application, 
and  toil ;  and  yet,  to  do  justice,  as 
much  virtue  went  to  Marmaduke's 
loyalty  to  Warwick,  as  to  Alwyn's  capa- 
cities for  making  a  fortune.  Mutual 
compliments  over,  Alwyn  said — hesi- 
tatingly— 

"  And  dost  thou  find  Mistress  Sibyll 
more  gently  disposed  to  thee  than 
when  thou  didst  complain  to  mc  of 
her  cruelty]" 

"  Marry,  good  Nicholas,  1  will  be 
frank  with  thee.  When  1  left  the 
court  to  follow  Lord  Warwick,  there 
were  rumours  of  the  gallantries  of 
Lord  Hastings  to  the  girl,  which 
grieved  me  to  the  heart.  I  spoke  to 
her  thereof  bluntly  and  honourably, 
and  got  but  high  looks  and  scornful 
words  in  return.  Good  fellow,  I  thank 
thee  for  that  squeeze  of  the  hand  and 
that  doleful  sigh.  In  my  absence  at 
Middleham,  I  strove  hard  to  forget 
one  who  cared  so  little  for  me.  My 
dear  Alwyn,  those  Yorkshire  lasses 
are  parlously  comely,  and  mighty 
douce  and  debonnair.  So  I  stormed 
cruel  Sibyll  out  of  my  heart,  perforce 
of  numbers." 

"  And  thou  lovest  her  no  more  J" 
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"  Not  I,  by  this  goblet !  On  com- 
ing back,  it  is  true,  I  felt  pleased  to 
clank  my  gold  spurs  in  her  presence, 
and  curious  to  see  if  my  new  fortunes 
would  bring  out  a  smile  of  approval  ; 
and  verily,  to  speak  sooth,  the  donzell 
was  kind  and  friendly,  and  spoke  to 
me  so  clieerly  of  the  pleasure  she  felt 
in  my  advancement,  that  I  adventured 
again  a  few  words  of  the  old  folly. 
But  my  lassie  drew  up  like  a  princess, 
and  I  am  a  cured  man." 

"  By  your  troth  ? " 

"  By  my  troth  ! " 

Alwyn's  head  sank  on  his  bosom, 
in  silent  thought.  Sir  Marmaduke 
emptied  his  goblet ;  and  really  the 
young  knight  looked  so  fair  and  so 
gallant,  in  his  new  surcoat  of  velvet, 
that  it  was  no  marvel  if  he  should 
find  enough  food  for  consolation  in  a 
court  where  men  spent  six  hours  a 
day  in  making  love — nor  in  vain. 

"  And  what  say  they  still  of  the 
Lord  Hastings  ? "  asked  Alwyn, 
breaking  silence.  "  Nothing,  I  trow 
and  trust,  that  arraigns  the  poor  lady's 
honour — though  much  that  may  scoff 
at  her  simple  faith,  in  a  nature  so  vain 
and  fickle.  '  The  tongue's  not  steel, 
yet  it  cuts,'  as  the  proverb  saith  of  the 
slanderer." 

"  No  !  scandal  spares  her  virtue  as 
woman — to  run  down  her  cunning  as 
witch  !  They  say  that  Hastings  hath 
not  prevailed,  nor  sought  to  prevail — 
that  he  is  spell-bound.  By  St. 
Thomas,  from  a  maid  of  such  charac- 
ter, Marmaduke  Nevile  is  happily 
rescued  ! " 

"Sir  Marmaduke,"  then  said  Alwyn, 
in  a  grave  and  earnest  voice — "  it  be- 
hoves me,  as  true  friend,  though 
humble,  and  as  honest  man,  to  give 
thee  my  secret,  in  return  for  thine 
own.  I  love  this  girl.  Ay,  ay  !  thou 
thinkest  that  love  is  a  strange  word 
in  a  craftsman's  lips,  but  '  cold  flint 
hides  hot  fire.'  I  would  not  have 
been  thy  rival,  Heaven  forefend ! 
hadst  thou  still  cherished  a  hope — or 


if  thou  now  wilt  forbid  my  aspiring; 
but  if  thou  wilt  not  say  me  nay,  I 
will  try  my  chance  in  delivering  a 
pure  soul  from  a  crafty  wooer." 

Marmaduke  stared  in  great  surprise 
at  his  foster-brother  ;  and  though,  no 
doubt,  he  spoke  truth,  when  he  said 
he  was  cured  of  his  love  for  Sibyll,  he 
yet  felt  a  sort  of  jealousy  at  Alwyn's 
unexpected  confession,  and  his  vanity 
was  hurt  at  the  notion  that  the  plain- 
visaged  trader  should  attempt  where 
the  handsome  gentleman  had  failed. 
However,  his  blunt,  ger  *"»us  ~ianly 
nature,  after  a  brief  st  -eg).,  got  the 
better  of  these  sore  feelings,  and 
holding  out  his  hand  to  Alwyn,  he 
said,  "  My  dear  foster-brother,  try  the 
hazard  and  cast  thy  dice,  if  thou  wilt. 
Heaven  prosper  thee,  if  success  be  for 
thine  own  good  !  But  if  she  be 
really  given  to  witchcraft — (plague  on 
thee,  man,  sneer  not  at  the  word) — 
small  comfort  to  bed  and  hearth  can 
such  practices  bring ! " 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Alwyn,  "  the  witch- 
craft is  on  the  side  of  Hastings — 
the  witchcraft  of  fame  and  rank,  and 
a  glozing  tongue  and  experienced 
art.  But  she  shall  not  fall,  if  a  true 
arm  can  save  her;  and  'though  Hope 
be  a  small  child,  she  can  cavry  a  great 
anchor?'" 

These  words  were  said  so  earnestly 
that  they  opened  new  light  into  Mar- 
maduke's  mind,  and  his  native  gene- 
rosity standing  in  lieu  of  intellect,  he 
comprehended  sympathetically  the 
noble  motives  which  actuated  the  son 
of  commerce. 

"My  poor  Alwyn,"  he  said,  "if 
thou  canst  save  this  young  maid — 
whom  by  my  troth  I  loved  well,  and 
who  tells  me  yet,  that  she  loveth  me 
,  as  a  sister  loves — right  glad  shall  I 
be.  But  thou  stakest  thy  peace  of 
mind  against  hers  : — fair  luck  to  thee, 
say  I  again— and  if  thou  wilt  risk  thy 
chance  at  once,  (for  suspense  is  love's 
purgatory,)  seize  the  moment.  I  saw 
j  Sibyll,  just  ere  we  met,  pass  to  the 
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Ramparts,  alone  ;  at  this  sharp  season, 
the  place  is  deserted — go." 

"  I  will,  this  moment !"  said  Alwyn, 
rising  and  turning  very  pale ;  but  as 
he  gained  the  door,  he  halted — "  I 
had  forgot,  Master  Xevile,  that  1 
bring  the  king  his  signet  ring,  new- 
set,  of  the  falcon  and  fetter-lock." 

"  They  will  keep  thee  three  hours 
in  the  ante-room.  The  Duke  of 
Clarence  is  now  with  the  king.  Trust 
the  ring  to  me,  I  shall  see  his  highness 
ere  he  dines." 

Even  in  his  love,  Alwyn  had  the 
Saxon's  considerations  of  business  ; 
he  hesitated — "May  I  not  endanger 
thereby  the  king's  favour  and  loss  of 
custom?"  said  the  trader. 

"  Tush,  man  !  little  thou  knowest 
King  Edward;  he  c;*™"1  nought  for 
the  ceremonies:  moreover, the  Neviles 
are  now  all-puissant  in  favour.  I  am 
here  in  attendance  on  sweet  Lady 
Anne,  whom  the  king  loves  as  a 
daughter,  though  too  young  for  sire 
to  so  well-grown  a  -donzell ;  and  a 
word  from  her  lip,  if  need  be,  will  set 
all  as  smooth  as  this  gorget  of  lawn  !" 

Thus  assured,  Alwyn  gave  the  ring 
to  his  friend,  and  took  his  way  at 
once  to  the  Ramparts.  Marmaduke 
remained  behind  to  finish  the  canary, 


and  marvel  how  so  sober  a  man  should 
form  so  ardent  a  passion.  Nor  was  he 
much  less  surprised  to  remark  that 
his  friend,  though  still  speaking  with  a 
strong  provincial  accent,  and  still  sow- 
ing his  discourse  with  rustic  saws  and 
proverbs,  had  risen  in  language  and 
in  manner  with  the  rise  of  his  fortunes. 
"  An'  he  go  on  so,  and  become  lord 
mayor,"muttered Marmaduke,  "verily 
he  will  half  look  like  a  gentleman  !  " 

To  these  meditations  the  young 
knight  was  not  long  left  in  peace.  A 
messenger  from  Warwick  House 
sought  and  found  him,  with  the  news 
that  the  earl  was  on  his  road  to 
London,  and  wished  to  see  Sir  Mar- 
maduke the  moment  of  his  arrival, 
which  was  hourly  expected.  The 
young  knight's  hardy  brain,  some- 
what flustered  by  the  canary,  Alwyn's 
secret,  and  this  sudden  tidings,  he 
hastened  to  obey  his  chief's  summons, 
and  forgot,  till  he  gained  the  earl's 
mausion,  the  signet  ring  entrusted  to 
him  by  Alwyn.  "  What  matters  it  V 
said  he  then,  philosophically — "the 
king  hath  rings  eno'  on  his  fingers  not 
to  miss  one  for  an  hour  or  so,  and  I  dare 
not  send  any  one  else  with  it.  Marry, 
I  must  plunge  my  head  in  cold  water, 
to  get  rid  of  the  fumes  of  the  wine." 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE    LOVER    AND    THE    GALLANT — WOMAN  S    CHOICE. 


Alwyn  bent  his  way  to  the  Ram- 
parts, a  part  of  which,  then,  resembled 
the  boulevards  of  a  French  town, 
haying  rows  of  trees,  green  sward,  a 
winding  walk,  and  seats  placed  at 
frequent  intervals,  for  the  repofle  "I 
the  loungers.  During  the  summer 
evenings,  the  place  was  a  favourite 
resort  of  the  court  idlers  ;  but  now,  in 
winter,  it  was  usually  deserted,  save 
b)    the    sentries,   placed   at    distant 


intervals.  The  trader  had  not  gone 
far  in  his  quest  when  he  perceived,  a 
few  paces  before  him,  the  very  man 
he  had  most  cause  to  dread  ;  and 
Lord  Hastings,  hearing  the  sound  of 
a  foot-fall  amongst  the  crisp,  faded 
leaves,  that  strewed  the  path,  turned 
abruptly  as  Alwyn  approached  his 
side. 

At  the  sight  of  his  formidable  rival, 
Alwyn  had  formed  one  of  those  reao 
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lutions  which  occur  only  to  men  of  his 
decided,  plain-spoken,  energetic  cha- 
racter. His  distinguishing  shrewd- 
ness and  penetration  had  given  him 
considerable  insight  into  the  nobler 
as  well  as  the  weaker  qualities  of 
Hastings  ;  and  his  hope  in  the  former 
influenced  the  determination  to  which 
he  came.  The  reflections  of  Hastings 
at  that  moment  were  of  a  nature  to 
augur  favourably  to  the  views  of  the 
humbler  lover ;  for,  during  the  stir- 
ring scenes  in  which  his  late  absence 
from  Sibyll  had  been  passed,  Hastings 
had  somewhat  recovered  from  her 
influence  ;  and  feeling  the  difficulties 
of  reconciling  his  honour  and  his 
worldly  prospects  to  further  prosecu- 
tion of  the  love,  rashly  expressed  but 
not  deeply  felt,  he  had  determined 
frankly  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot  he 
could  not  solve,  and  inform  Sibyll 
that  marriage  between  them  was  im- 
possible. With  that  view  he  had 
appointed  this  meeting,  and  his  con- 
ference with  the  king  but  confirmed 
his  intention. 

It  was  in  this  state  of  mind  that  he 
was  thus  accosted  by  Alwyn  : — 

"  My  lord,  may  I  make  bold  to  ask, 
for  a  few  moments,  your  charitable 
indulgence  to  words  you  may  deem 
presumptuous." 

"  Be  brief,  then,  Master  Alwyn — 1 
am  waited  for." 

"  Alas,  my  lord !  I  can  guess  by 
whom — by  the  one  whom  I  seek  my- 
self—by Sibyll  Warner  1" 

"  How,  Sir  Goldsmith  !  "  said  Hast- 
ings, haughtily—"  what  knowest  thou 
of  my  movements,  and  what  care  I  for 
thine  ? " 

"Hearken,  my  Lord  Hastings  — 
hearken  !  "  said  Alwyn,  repressing  his 
resentment,  and  in  a  voice  so  earnest 
that  it  riveted  the  entire  attention  of 
the  listener — "hearken  and  judge  not 
as  noble  judges  craftsman,  but  as  man 
should  judge  man.  As  the  saw  suit h . 
'  We  all  lie  alike  in  our  graves.'  From 
the  first  moment  I  saw  this  Sibyll 


Warner  I  loved  her.  Yes ;  smile  dis- 
dainfully, but  listen  still.  She  was 
obscure  and  in  distress.  I  loved  her 
not  for  her  fair  looks  alone — I  loved 
her  for  her  good  gifts,  for  her  patient 
industry,  for  her  filial  duty,  for  her 
struggles  to  give  bread  to  her  father's 
board.  I  did  not  say  to  myself, '  This 
girl  will  make  a  comely  fere — a  deli- 
cate paramour ! '  I  said,  '  This  good 
daughter  will  make  a  wife  whom  an 
honest  man  may  take  to  his  heart  and 
cherish.'  "  Poor  Alwyn  stopped,  with 
tears  in  his  voice,  struggled  with  his 
emotions,  and  pursued  :  "  My  fortunes 
were  more  promising  than  hers ;  there 
was  no  cause  why  I  might  not  hope. 
True,  I  had  a  rival  then  ;  young  as 
myself — better  bom — comelier;  but 
she  loved  him  not.  I  foresaw  that 
his  love  for  her — if  love  it  were — 
would  cease.  Methought  that  her 
mind  would  understand  mine ;  as 
mine — verily  I  say  it  —  yearned  for 
hers  !  I  could  not  look  on  the  maidens 
of  mine  own  rank,  and  who  had  lived 
around  me,  but  what — Oh,  no,  my 
lord,  again  I  say,  not  the  beauty,  but 
the  gifts,  the  mind,  the  heart  of  Sibyll, 
threw  them  all  into  the  shade.  You 
may  think  it  strange  that  I— a  plain, 
steadfast,  trading,  working,  careful 
man — should  have  all  these  feelings  ; 
but  I  will  tell  you  wherefore  such  as  I 
sometimes  have  them,  nurse  them, 
brood  on  them,  more  than  you  lord? 
and  gentlemen,  with  all  your  gracefu. 
arts  in  pleasing.  We  know  no  light 
loves  !  no  brief  distractions  to  the  one 
arch  passion  !  We  sober  sons  of  th  i 
stall  and  the  ware  are  no  genera. 
gallants— we  love  plainly,  we  love  but 
once,  and  we  love  heartily.  But  who 
knows  not  the  proverb,  '  What 's  a 
gentleman  but  his  pleasure  '! ' — and 
what  's  pleasure  but  change?  Whet 
Sibyll  came  to  the  palace,  I  soon  hear  > 
her  name  linked  with  yours  ;  I  saw 
hercheek  blush  when  you  spoke.  Well 
— well  —  well  !  after  all,  as  the  old 
wives   tell   us,   '  blushing   is   virtue's 
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livery.'  I  said,  '  She  is  a  chaste  and 
high-hearted  girl.'  This  will  pass, 
and  the  time  will  come  when  she  can 
compare  your  love  and  mine.  Now, 
my  lord,  the  time  has  come — I  know 
that  you  seek  her.  Yea,  at  this  mo- 
ment, I  know  that  her  heart  beats  for 
your  footstep.  Say  but  one  word — 
say  that  you  love  Sibyll  Warner  with 
the  thought  of  wedding  her — say  tltat, 
on  your  honour,  noble  Hastings,  as 
gentleman  and  peer,  and  I  will  kneel 
at  your  feet,  and  beg  your  pardon  for 
my  vain  follies,  and  go  back  to  my 
ware,  and  work,  and  not  repine.  Say 
it!  You  are  silent !  Then  1  implore 
you.  still  as  peer  and  gentleman,  to 
let  the  honest  love  save  the  maiden 
from  the  wooing  that  will  blight  her 
peace  and  blast  her  name  !  And  now, 
Lord  Hastings,  I  wait  your  gracious 
answer." 

The  sensations  experienced  by 
Hastings,  as  Alwyn  thus  concluded, 
were  maniform  and  complicated  ;  but 
at  the  first,  admiration  and  pity  were 
the  strongest. 

"  My  poor  friend,"  said  he,  kindly, 
"  if  you  thus  love  a  demoiselle  deserv- 
ing all  my  reverence,  your  words  and 
yotrr  thoughts  bespeak  you  no  un- 
worthy pretender  ;  but  take  my  coun- 
sel, good  Alwyn.  Come  not — thou 
from  the  Chepe  —  come  not  to  the 
court  for  a  wife.  Forget  this  fan- 
tasy." 

"  My  lord,  it  is  impossible  !  Forget, 
I  cannot — regret  I  may." 

•  Thou  canst  not  succeed  man," 
resumed  the  nobleman  more  coldly, 
luldstif  William  Hastings  had 
never  lived.  The  eyes  of  women 
■  med  to  gaze  on  the  gorgeous 
externals  of  the  world,  are  blinded  to 
plain  worth  like  thine.  It  might 
have  been  different  had  the  donzell 
never  abided  in  a  palace:  but,  as  it  is, 
brave  fellow,  learn  how  these  wounds 
of  the  heart  scar  over,  and  tie-  jpol 
becomes  hard  and  callous  evermore.  ! 
What    art     thou,     M  •    •r    Nicholas 


Alwyn,  (continued  Hastings,  gloomily, 
and  with  a  withering  smile,)  what  art 
thou,  to  ask  for  a  bliss  denied  to  me 
— to  all  of  us — the  bliss  of  carrying 
poetry  into  life — youth  into  manhood, 
by  winning — the  First  Loved?  Bui 
think  not,  sir  lover,  that  I  say  this  in 
jealousy  or  disparagement.  Look 
yonder,  by  the  leafless  elm,  the  white 
robe  of  Sibyll  Warner.  Go,  and  plead 
thy  suit." 

"  Do  I  understand  you,  my  lord?" 
said  Alwyn,  somewhat  confused  and 
perplexed  by  the  tone  and  the  manner 
Hastings  adopted.  "  Does  report  err, 
and  you  do  not  love  this  maiden?" 

"  Fair  master."  returned  Hastings, 
scornfully,  "  thou  hast  no  right  that 
I  trow  of,  to  pry  into  my  thoughts 
and  secrets ;  I  cannot  acknowledge 
my  judge  in  thee,  good  jewellei  ani 
goldsmith  —  enough,  surely,  in  all 
courtesy,  that  I  yield  thee  the  pre- 
cedence. Tell  thy  tale,  as  movingly, 
if  thou  wilt,  as  thou  hast  told  it  to  me; 
say  of  me  all  that  thou  fanciest  thou 
hast  reason  to  suspect ;  and  if,  Masfe; 
Alwyn,  thou  woo  and  win  the  lady 
fail  not  to  ask  me  to  thy  wedding!" 

There  was  in  this  speech,  and  t\  t 
bearing  of  the  speaker,  that  supe/b 
levity,  that  inexpressible  and  con- 
scious  superiority,—  that  cold  ironical 
tranquillity — which  awe  and  humble 
men  more  than  grave  disdain  or  im- 
perious passion.  Alwyn  ground  his 
teeth  as  he  listened,  and  gazed  in 
silent  despair  and  rage  upon  the  calm 
lord.  Neither  of  these  men  could 
strictly  be  called  handsome.  Of  the 
two,  Alwyn  had  the  advantage  of 
more  youthful  prime,  of  a  taller  sta- 
ture, of  a  more  powerful,  though  less 
-ii|. pie  and  graceful,  frame.  In  their 
very    dress,    there    was    little    of    that 

marked  distinction  between  classes 
which  then  usually  prevailed,  for  me 
dark  cloth  tunic  and  surcoat  of  Hast- 
ings, made  a  costume  even  simpler 
than  the  bright-coloured  garb  of  the 

ti.el.--     with    its    bread   trimmings'   0/ 
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fur,  and  its  aiglettes  of  elaborate  lace. 
Between  man  and  man,  then,  where 
was  the  visible,  the  mighty,  the  insur- 
mountable difference  in  all  that  can 
charm  the  fancy  and  captivate  the 
eye,  which,  as  he  gazed,  Alwyn  con- 
fessed to  himself  there  existed  between 
the  two]  Alas!  how  the  distinctions 
least  to  be  analysed  are  ever  the  stern- 
est! What  loft  v  ease  in  that  high-bred 
air — what  histories  of  triumph  seemed 
to  speak  in  that  quiet  eye,  sleeping  in 
its  own  imperious  lustre — what  magic 
of  command  in  that  pale  brow — what 
spells  of  persuasion  in  that  artful  lip  ! 
Alwyn  muttered  to  himself,  bowed  his 
head  involuntarily,  and  passed  on  at 
once  from  Hastings  to  Sibyll,  who 
now,  at  the  distance  of  some  yards, 
had  arrested  her  steps,  in  surprise  to 
see  the  conference  between  the  noble- 
man and  the  burgher. 

But  as  he  approached  Sibyll,  poor 
Alwyn  felt  all  the  firmness  and  cou- 
rage he  had  exhibited  with  Hastings, 
melt  away.  And  the  trepidation 
which  a  fearful  but  deep  affection  ever 
occasions  in  men  of  his  character, 
madehis  movements  more  than  usually 
constrained  and  awkward,  as  he  cow- 
ered beneath  the  looks  of  the  maid  he 
so  truly  loved. 

"  Seekest  thou  me,  Master  Alwyn?" 
asked  Sibyll,  gently,  seeing  that, 
though  he  paused  by  her  side,  he 
spoke  not. 

"  I  do,"  returned  Alwyn,  abruptly, 
and  again  he  was  silent. 

At  length,  lifting  his  eyes,  and 
looking  round  him, — he  saw  Hastings 
at  the  distance,  leaning  against  the 
rampart,  with  folded  arms,  and  the 
contrast  of  his  rival's  cold  and  arro- 
gant indifference,  and  his  own  burning 
veins  and  bleeding  heart,  roused* up 
his  manly  spirit,  and  gave  to  his 
tongue  the  eloquence  which  emotion 
gains  when  it  once  breaks  the  fetters 
it  forges  for  itself. 

"Look — look,  Sibyll!"  he  said, 
pointing  to    Hastings — "  look  !    that 


man  yo-x  believe  loves  you  ! — if  so — 
if  he  lo\  jd  thee,  would  he  stand  yon- 
der— ma.'k  him — aloof,  contemptuous, 
careless — while  he  knew  that  I  was  by 
your  side?" 

Sibyll  turned  upon  the  goldsmith 
eyes  full  of  innocent  surprise — eyes 
that  asked,  plainly  as  eyes  could 
speak — "And  wherefore  not,  Master 
Alwyn ] " 

Alwyn  so  interpreted  the  look,  ant 
replied,  as  if  she  had  spoken — "  Be- 
cause he  must  know  how  poor  and 
tame  is  that  feeble  fantasy,  which 
alone  can  come  from  a  soul,  worn  bare 
with  pleasure,  to  that  which  I  feel  and 
now  own  for  thee — the  love  of  youth, 
born  of  the  heart's  first  vigour, — 
because  he  ought  to  fear  that  that 
love  should  prevail  with  thee, — be- 
cause that  love  ought  to  prevail.  Sibyll, 
between  us,  there  are  not  imparity 
and  obstacle.  Oh,  listen  tome — listen 
still !  Frown  not,  turn  not  away." 
And,  stung  and  animated  by  the  sight 
of  his  rival,  fired  by  the  excitement 
of  a  contest  on  which  the  bliss  of  his 
own  life  and  the  weal  of  Sibyll's  might 
depend,  his  voice  was  as  the  cry  of  a 
mortal  agony,  and  affected  the  girl  to 
the  inmost  recesses  of  her  soul.      " 

"Oh,  Alwyn,  I  frown  not!"  she 
said,  sweetly — ''  oh,  Alwyn,  I  turn  not 
away  !  Woe  is  me  to  give  pain  to  sn 
kind  and  brave  a  heart ;  but " 

"  No,  speak  not  yet.  I  have  studied 
thee — I  have  read  thee  as  a  scholar 
would  read  a  book.  I  know  thee 
proud — 1  know  thee  aspiring — I  know 
thou  art  vain  of  thy  gentle  blood, 
and  distasteful  of  my  yeoman's  birth. 
There,  I  am  not  blind  to  thy  faults, 
but  I  love  thee  despite  them  ;  and 
to  please  those  faults,  I  have  toiled, 
schemed,  dreamed,  risen — I  offer  to 
thee  the  future  with  the  certainty  of 
a  man  who  can  command  it.  Wouldst 
thou  wealth  1 — be  patient  (as ambition 
ever  is)  :  in  a  few  years  thou  shalt 
have  more  gold  than  the  wife  of  Lord 
Hastings  can  command;    thou  shali 
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lodge  more  statelily,  fare  more  sump- 
tuously ;*  thou  shalt  walk  on  cloth 
of  gold  if  thou  wilt!  Wouldst  thou 
titles  1 — I  will  win  them.  Richard 
de  la  Pole  who  founded  the  greatest 
duchy  in  the  realm,  was  poorer  than 
I,  when  he  first  served  in  a  merchant's 
ware.  Gold  buys  all  things  now.  Oh, 
would  to  Heaven  it  could  but  buy  me 
Ihee!" 

".Master  Alwyn,  it  is  not  gold  that 
buys  love.  Be  soothed.  What  can 
I  say  t  thee  to  soften  the  harsh  word 
•  Nay !    " 

"  You  reject  me,  then,  and  at  once. 
I  ask  not  your  hand  now.  I  will  wait, 
tarry,  nope — I  care  not  if  for  years  ; 
— wait  till  I  can  fulfil  all  I  promise 
thee  !  " 

Sibyll,  affected  to  tears,  shook  her 
head  mournfully ;  and  there  was  a 
long  and  painful  silence.  Never  was 
wooing  more  strangely  circumstanced 
than  this  —  the  one  lover  pleading 
while  the  other  was  in  view — the  one, 
ardent,  impassioned;  the  other,  calm 
and  passive — and  the  silence  of  the 
last,  alas !  having  all  the  success 
which  the  words  of  the  other  lacked. 
It  might  be  said  that  the  choice  before 
Sibyll  was  a  type  of  the  choice  ever 
given,  but  in  vain,  to  the  child  of 
genius.  I  ere  a  secure  and  peaceful 
life — an  honoured  home— a  tranquil 
lot,  free  fr  m  ideal  visions,  it  is  true, 
but  free  also  from  the  doubl  and  the 
terror — the  storms  of  passion  ; — there, 
the  fatal  influence  of  an  affection, 
born  of  imagination,  sinister,  equivo- 
cal, ominous,  but  irresistible.  And 
the  child  of  genius  fulfilled  her 
destiny  ! 

"  Master  Alwyn,"  said  Sibyll,  rous- 
ing herself  to  the  accessary  exertion, 
I  shall    never    cease    gratefully   to 


•  Thir  vu  no  rain  promise  of  Master 
Alwyn.  At  that  time,  ;i  successful  rrader 
made  a  fortune  with  signal  rapidity  and 
erJoTcd  greater  luxuries  than  moel  of  the 
borons,  am  the  noid  m  the  ouuntrj  flowed 
uit"  iiic  cuffer*  of  the  London  met  chants 


recall  thy  generous  friendship — nevei 
cease  to  pray  fervently  for  thy  weal 
below.  Brit  for  ever  and  for  ever  let 
this  content  tbse — I  can  no  more." 

Impressed  by  the  grave  and  solemn 
tone  of  Sibyll,  Alwyn  hushed  the 
groan  that  struggled  to  his  lips,  and 
gloomily  replied — "  I  Dbey  you,  fair 
mistress,  and  I  return  to  my  work -day 
life ;  but  ere  I  go,  I  pray  you  mis- 
think  me  not  if  1  say  this  much; — 
not  alone  for  the  bliss  of  hoping  for  i 
day  in  which  I  might  call  thee  mine 
have  I  thus  importuned — but,  not 
less — I  swear  not  less—from  tne  soul's 
desire  to  save  thee  from  what  I  fear 
will  but  lead  to  woe  and  wayment,  to 
peril  and  pain,  to  weary  days  and 
sleepless  nights.  '  Better  a  little  fire 
that  warms  than  a  great  that  burns.' 
Dost  thou  think  that  Lord  Hastings, 
the  vain,  the  dissolute ' 

"  Cease,  sir!  "  said  Sibyll,  proudly; 
"me  reprove  if  thou  wilt,  but  lower 
not  my  esteem  for  thee  by  slander 
against  another !  " 

"What!"  said  Alwyn,  bitterly; 
"  doth  even  one  word  of  counsel  chafe 
thee  !  I  tell  thee  that  if  thou  dream  est 
that  Lord  Hastings  loves  Sibyll  War- 
ner as  man  loves  the  maiden  he 
would  wed, — thou  deceivest  thyself  to 
thine  own  misery.  If  thou  wouldst 
prove  it,  go  to  him  now — go  and  say, 
'  Wilt  thou  give  ne  that  home  of 
peace  and  honour — "hat  shelter  for 
my  father's  old  age  under  a  son's  rooi 
which  the  trader  I  despise  proffers  me 
in  vain  ?" 

"If  it  were  already  proffered  me-  - 
by  him?"  said  Sibyll,  in  a  low  voice, 
and  blushing  deeply. 

Alwyn  started.  "Then  I  wronged 
him  :  and — and "  he  added,  gene- 
rously, bhougn  wil h  a  faint  Bickness 
at  bis  he  irt,  "  I  can  yel  be  happy 
in  thinking  ih<>u  art  s<>.  Farewell. 
maiden,  the  saints  guard  thee  from 
one  memory  of  regret  at  what  hath 
passed  bel  ween  us  ! " 

lie  pulled  his  bonnet  hastily  over 
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his  browSj  and  departed  with  unequal 
and  rapid  strides.  As  he  passed  the 
spot  where  Hastings  stood  leaning  his 
arm  upon  the  wall,  and  his  face  upon 
his  hand,  the  nobleman  looked  up, 
and  said — 

"  Well,  Sir  Goldsmith,  own  at  least 
that  thy  trial  hath  been  a  fair  one !  " 
Then,  struck  with  the  anguish  written 
upon  Alwyn's  face,  he  walked  up  to 
him,  and,  with  a  frank,  compassionate 
impulse,  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder : 
"  Alwyn,"  he  said,  "I  have  felt  what 
you  feel  now — I  have  survived  it,  and 
the  world  hath  not  prospered  with 
me  less  !  Take  with  you  a  compassion 
that  respects,  and  does  not  degrade 
you." 

"  Do  not  deceive  her,  my  lord — she 
(rusts  and  loves  you .'  You  never 
deceived  man — the  wide  world  says  it 
— do  not  deceive  woman  !  Deeds  kill 
men — words  women !  "  Speaking  thus 
simply,  Alwyn  strode  on,  and  vanished. 

Hastings  slowly  and  silently  ad- 
vanced to  Sibyll.  Her  rejection  of 
Alwyn  had  by  no  means  tended  to 
reconcile  him  to  the  marriage  he  him- 
self had  proffered.  He  might  well 
suppose  that  the  girl,  even  if  unguided 
by  affection,  would  not  hesitate  be- 
tween a  mighty  nobleman  and  an 
obscure  goldsmith.  His  pride  was 
sorely  wounded  that  the  latter  should 
have  even  thought  himself  the  equal 
of  one  whom  he  had  proposed,  though 
but  in  a  passionate  impulse,  to  raise 
to  his  own  state.  And  yet,  as  he 
neared  Sibyll,  and,  with  a  light  foot- 
step, she  sprang  forward  to  meet  him, 
her  eyes  full  of  sweet  joy  and  confi- 
dence, he  shrank  from  an  avowal 
which  must  wither  up  a  heart  open- 
ing thus  all  its  bloom  of  youth  and 
love  to  greet  him. 

"Ah,  fair  lord,"  said  (lie  maiden. 
"  was  it  kindly  in  thee  to  permit  poor 
Alwyn  to  inflict  on  me  so  sharp  a 
pain,  and  thou  to  stand  calmly  dis- 
tant? Sure,  alas  !  that  had  thy  hum- 
ble   rival    proffered   a  crown,  it  had 


been  the  same  to  Sibyll !  Oh,  how 
the  grief  it  was  mine  to  cause  grieved 
me ;  and  yet,  through  all,  I  had  one 
selfish,  guilty  gleam  of  pleasure — to 
think  that  I  had  not  been  loved  so 
well,  if  I  were  all  unworthy  the  6ole 
love  I  desire  or  covet !  " 

"And  yet,  Sibyll,  this  young  man 
can  in  all,  save  wealth  and  a  sounding 
name,  give  thee  more  than  I  can, — a 
heart  undarkened  by  moody  memories 
— a  temper  unsoured  by  the  world'* 
dread  and  bitter  lore  of  man's  frailty 
and  earth's  sorrow.  Ye  are  not  far 
separated  by  ungenial  years,  and 
might  glide  to  a  common  grave  hand 
in  hand  ;  but  I,  older  in  heart  than  in 
age,  am  yet  so  far  thine  elder  in  the 
last,  that  these  hairs  will  be  grey,  and 
this  form  bent,  while  thy  beauty  is  in 
its  prime,  and — but  thou  weepest!" 

"I  weep  that  thou  shouldst  bring 
one  thought  of  time  to  sadden  my 
thoughts,  which  are  of  eternity.  Love 
knows  no  age— it  foresees  no  grave! 
its  happiness  and  its  trust  behold  on 
the  earth  but  one  glory,  melting  into 
the  hues  of  heaven,  where  they  who 
love  lastingly  pass  calmly  on  to  live 
for  ever  .'     See,  I  weep  not  now  !" 

"  And  did  not  this  honest  burgher," 
pursued  Hastings,  softened  and  em- 
barrassed, but  striving  to  retain  his 
cruel  purpose,  "  tell  thee  to  distrust 
me] — tell  thee  that  my  vows  were 
false?" 

'•  Methinks,  if  an  angel  told  me  so, 
I  should  disbelieve  !  " 

''  Why,  look  thee,  Sibyll,  suppose 
his  warning  true — suppose  that  at  this 
hour  I  sought  thee  with  intent  to  say 
that  that  destiny  which  ambition 
weaves  for  itself  forbade  me  to  fulfil 
a  word  hotly  spoken  ] — that  I  could 
not  wed  thee  1 — should  I  not  seem  to 
thee  a  false  wooer — a  poortrifler  with 
thy  earnest  heart  —  and  so,  couldst 
thou  not  recall  the  love  of  him  v  hose 
truer  and  worthier  homage  yet  lingers 
in  thine  ear,  and  with  him  he  happy  !' 

Sibyll    lifted    her    dark    eyes,  yi 
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humid,  upon  the  unrevealing  face  of 
the  speaker,  and  gazed  on  him  with 
wistful  and  inquiring  sadness,  then, 
shrinking  from  his  side,  she  crossed 
her  arms  meekly  on  her  bosom,  and 
thus  said — 

"  If  ever,  since  we  parted,  one  such 
thought  hath  glanced  across  thee — 
one  thought  of  repentance  at  the 
sacrifice  of  pride,  or  the  lessening  of 
power — which — (she  tattered,  broke 
off  the  sentence,  and  resumed) — in 
one  word,  if  thou  wouldst  retract,  say 
it  now,  and  I  will  not  accuse  thy  false- 
hood, but  bless  thy  truth." 

"  Thou  couldst  be  consoled,  then, 
by  thy  pride  of  woman,  for  the  loss  of 
an  unworthy  lover  ?  " 

"  My  lord,  are  these  questions  fair?" 

Hastings  was  silent.  The  gentler 
part  of  his  nature  struggled  severely 
with  the  harder.  The  pride  of  Sibyll 
moved  him  no  less  than  her  trust  . 
and  her  love  in  both  was  so  evident — 
so  deep — so  exquisitely  contrasting 
the  cV>ld  and  frivolous  natures  amidst 
which  his  lot  had  fallen — that  he  re- 
coiled from  casting  away  for  ever  a 
heart  never  to  be  replaced.  Standing 
on  that  bridge  of  life,  with  age  before 
and  youth  behind,  he  felt  that  never 
again  could  he  be  so  loved,  or,  if  so 
loved,  by  one  so  worthy  of  whatever 
of  pure  affection,  of  young  romance, 
was  yet  left  to  his  melancholy  and 
lonely  soul. 

He  took  her  hand,  and,  as  she  felt 
its  touch,  her  firmness  forsook  her, 
her  head  drooped  upon  her  bosom, 
and  she  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears. 

"  Oh,  Sibyll,  forgive  me  !  Smile  on 
me  again,  Bibylll"  exclaimed  II,-: 
ings, subdued  and  melted.  But.  alas: 
the  heart  once  bruised  and  galled  re- 
covers itself  hut  slowly,  and  it  was 
many  minutes  before  the 
the    eloquent   lover  could    shape    to 

sound  snffi 1   to  dry  those  burning 

tears,  and  bring  hack  the  enchanting 
hiii ile, — 1 1 : i y ,  even  then  the  -mile  was 
•breed  and  iov'eea.     Phey  walked  on 

\.. 


for  some  moments,  both  in  thought, 
till  Hastings  said — "Thou  lovest  m?_ 
Sibyll,  and  art  worthy  of  all  the  love 
that  man  can  feel  for  maid  ;  and  yet, 
canst  thou  solve  me  this  question,  nor 
chide  me  that  I  ask  it — Dost  thou  not 
love  the  world  and  the  world's  judg- 
ment more  than  me?  What  ia  that 
which  women  call  honour?  What 
makes  them  shrink  from  all  love  that 
takes  not  the  form  and  circumstance 
of  the  world's  hollow  rites?  Does 
love  cease  to  be  love,  unless  over  its 
wealth  of  trust  and  emotion  the  priest 
mouths  his  empty  blessing?  Thou  in 
thy  graceful  pride  art  angered  if  I,  in 
wedding  thee,  should  remember  the 
sacrifice  which  men  like  me — I  own 
it  fairly— deem  as  great  as  man  can 
make  ;  and  yet  thou  wouldst  fly  my 
love,  if  it  wooed  thee  to  a  sacrifice  of 
thine  own  i " 

Artfully  was  the  question  put,  and 
Hastings  smiled  to  himself  in  imagin- 
ing  the  reply  it  must  bring;  and  then 
Sibyll  answered  with  the  blush  which 
the  very  subject  called  forth. 

"Alas,  my  lord,  I  am  but  a  poor 
casuist,  but  I  feel  that  if  I  asked  thee 
to  forfeit  whatever  men  respect, — 
honour,  and  repute  for  valour, — to  be 
traitor  and  dastard,  thou  couldst  love 
me  no  more  ;  and  marvel  you,  if  when 
man  woos  woman  to  forfeit  all  that 
her  sex  holds  highest— to  be  in  woman 
what  dastard  and  traitor  is  in  man — 
she  hears  her  conscience  and  her  God 
speak  in  a  louder  voice  than  can  come 
from  a  human  lip  ?  The  goods  and 
pomps  of  the  world  we  are  free  to 
sacrifice,  and  true  love  needs  and 
counts  them  not ;  but  true  love  cau 
not  sacrifice  that  which  makes  up 
love — it  cannot  sacrifice  the  right  to 
be  loved  below,  the  hope  to  love  on  in 
the  realm  above  the  power  to  pray 
with  a  pure  soul  for  the  happiness  it 
yearns  to  make,  the  blessing  to  seem 
id  and  honour*  d  in  the  ej  ee  "I 
the  one  by  whom  alone  it  would  be 
-  and  therefore,  sweet  lor  I 
1 
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true  love  never  contemplates  this  sa- 
crifice ;  and  if  once  it  believe  itself 
truly  loved,  it  trusts  with  a  fearless 
faith  in  the  love  on  which  it  leans." 

"  Sibyll,  would  to    Heaven   I   had 
teen  thee  in  my  youth  !     Would  to 


Heaven  I  were  more  worthy  of  thco 
And  in  that  interview  Hastings  had 
no  heart  to  utter  what  he  had  resolved 
— "  Sibyll,  I  bought  thee  but  to  say, 
Farewell." 


CHAPTER  VI. 


•ARWICK    RETURNS — APPEASES   A    DISCONTENTED    PRINCE — AND    CONFERS    WITH    A 
REVENGEFUL    CONSPIRATOR. 


It  was  not  till  late  in  the  evening 
that  Warwick  arrived  at  his  vast  resi- 
dence in  London,  where  he  found  not 
only  Marmaduke  Nevile  ready  to  re 
ceive  him,  but  a  more  august  expectant, 
in  George  Duke  of  Clarence.  Scarcely 
had  the  earl  crossed  the  threshold, 
when  the  duke  seized  his  arm,  and 
leading  him  into  the  room  that  ad- 
joined the  hall,  said — 

"  Verily  Edward  is  besotted  no  less 
than  ever  by  his  wife's  leech-like 
family.  Thou  knowest  my  appoint- 
ment to  the  government  of  Iroland  ; 
Isabel,  like  myself,  cannot  endure  the 
subordinate  vassalage  we  must  brook 
at  the  court,  with  the  queen's  cold 
looks  and  sour  words.  Thou  knowest, 
also,  with  what  vain  pretexts  Edward 
hath  put  me  off;  and  now,  this  very 
day,  he  tells  me  that  he  hath  changed 
his  humour  —  that  I  am  not  stern 
enough  for  the  Irish  kernes — that  he 
loves  me  too  well  to  banish  me,  for- 
sooth ;  and  that  Worcester,  the  peo- 
ple's butcher,  but  the  queen's  favourite, 
must  have  the  post  so  sacredly  pledged 
to  me.  I  see,  in  this.  Elizabeth's 
crafty  malice.  Is  this  struggle  be- 
tween king's  blood  and  queen's  «kith 
to  go  on  for  ever]  " 

"  Calm  thyself,  George  ;  I  will  con- 
fer with  the  king  to-morrow,  and  hope 
to  compass  thy  not  too  arrogant  desire. 
Certes,  a  king's  brother  is  the  fittest 
vice-king  lor  the  turbulent  kernes  of 


Ireland,  who  are  ever  flattered  into 
obeisance  by  ceremony  and  show. 
The  government  was  pledged  to  thee 
—  Edward  can  scarcely  be  serious. 
Moreover,  Worcester,  though  forsooth 
a  learned  man  —  (Mort  Dieu  i  me- 
thinks  that  same  learning  fills  the 
head  to  drain  the  heart !) — is  so  ab- 
horred for  his  cruelties  that  his  very 
landing  in  Ireland  will  bring  a  new 
rebellion  to  add  to  our  already  fester- 
ing broils  and  sores.  Calm  thyself,  I 
say.    Where  didst  thou  leave  Isabel?" 

"  With  my  mother." 

"  And  Anne  ? — the  queen  chills  not 
her  young  heart  with  cold  grace  ?" 

"  Nay — the  queen  dare  not  unleash 
her  malice  against  Edward's  will ; 
and,  to  do  him  justice,  he  hath 
shown  all  honour  to  Lord  Warwick's 
daughter." 

"  He  is  a  gallant  prince,  with  all 
his  faults,"  said  the  father,  heartily, 
"and  we  must  bear  with  him,  George; 
for  verily  he  hath  bound  men  byacharm 
to  love  him.  Stay,  thou,  and  share 
my  hasty  repast,  and  over  the  win« 
we  will  talk  of  thy  views.  Spare  mc 
now  for  a  moment ;  I  have  to  prepare 
work  eno'  for  a  sleepless  night.  This 
Lincolnshire  rebellion  promises  much 
trouble.  Lord  Willoughby  has  joined 
it — more  than  twenty  thousand  men 
are  in  arms.  I  have  already  sent  to 
convene  the  knights  and  barons  on 
i ■  ii  in  the  king  can  best  depend,  and 
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must  urge  their  instant  departure  for 
their  halls,  to  raise  men  and  meet 
the  foe.  While  Edward  feasts,  his 
minister  must  toil.  Tarry  awhile,  till 
I  return." 

The  earl  re-entered  the  hall,  and 
beckoned  to  Marniaduke,  who  stood 
amongst  a  group  of  squires. 

"  Follow  me,  I  may  have  work  for 
thee."  Warwick  took  a  taper  from 
one  of  the  servitors,  and  led  the  way 
to  his  own  more  private  apartment. 
On  the  landing  of  the  staircase,  by  a 
small  door,  stood  his  body  squire — 
''  Is  the  prisoner  within  ]" 
"  Yes,  my  Lord." 

"Good!"  —  The  earl  opened  the 
door  by  which  the  squire  had  mounted 
guard,  and  bade  Marniaduke  wait 
without 

The  inmate  of  the  chamber,  whose 
dress  bore  the  stains  of  fresh  travel 
and  hard  riding,  lifted  his  face  hastily 
as  the  earl  entered. 

"Robin  Hilyard,"  said  Warwick, 
"  I  have  mused  much  how  to  recon- 
tile  my  service  to  the  king  with  the 
gratitude  I  owe  to  a  man  who  saved 
me  from  great  danger.  In  the  midst 
of  thy  unhappy  and  rebellious  designs, 
thou  wert  captured  and  brought  to 
nie ;  the  papers  found  on  thee  attest 
a  Lancastrian  revolt;  so  ripening  to- 
wards a  mighty  gathering — and  so 
formidable  from  the  adherents  whom 
the  gold  and  intrigues  of  King  Louis 
have  persuaded  to  risk  land  and  life 
fur  the  Ked  Rose,  that  all  the  king's 
friends  can  do  to  save  his  throne  is 
now  needed.  In  this  revolt  thou  hast 
been  the  scheming  brain,  the  master 
hand,  the  matrh  t<>  the  bombard,  the 
ad  to  the  flax.  Thou  Bmilest, 
man  !  Alas  !  seest  thou  not  that  it  is 
my  stern  duty  to  send  thee  bound 
hand  and  fool  before  the  king's  coun- 
cil— for  the  brake  to  wring  from  thee 
thy  guilty  secrets,  and  the  gibbet  to 
close  thy  days  ' " 

"I  am  prepared,"  said  Hilyard; 
"when  *»   bombard    explodes,    the 


match  has  become  useless — when  the 
flame  smites  the  welkin,  the  firebrand 
is  consumed  !" 

"  Hold  man '  what  seest  thou  in 
this  rebellion  that  can  profit  thee?" 

"  I  see,  looming  through  the  chasms 
and  rents  made  in  the  feudal  order  by 
civil  war — the  giant  image  of  a  free 
people  " 

"  And  thou  wouldst  be  a  martyr  for 
the  multitude,  who  deserted  thee  at 
Oluey?" 

"  As  thou  for  the  king,  who  dis- 
honoured thee  at  Shene  !" 

Warwick  frowned,  and  there  was  a 
moment's  pause;  at  last,  said  the 
earl — "  Look  you,  ltobin,  I  would  fain 
not  have  on  my  hands  the  blood  of  a 
man  who  saved  my  life.  I  believe 
thee,  though  a  fanatic  and  half  mad- 
man— I  believe  thee  true  in  word,  as 
rash  of  deed.  Swear  to  me  on  the 
cross  of  this  dagger,  that  thou  wilt 
lay  aside  all  scheme  and  plot  for  this 
rebellion,  all  aid  and  share  in  civil 
broil  and  dissension,  and  thy  life  and 
liberty  are  restored  to  thee.  In  that 
intent,  I  have  summoned  my  own 
kinsman,  Marniaduke  Nevile.  He 
waits  without. the  door — he  shall  con- 
duct thee  safely  to  the  sea-shore — 
thou  shalt  gain  in  peace  my  govern- 
ment of  Calais,  and  my  seneschal 
there  shall  find  thee  all  thou  canst 
need  —  meat  for  thy  hunger,  and 
monies  for  thy  pastime.  Accept  my 
mercy — take  the  oath,  and  begone." 

"  My  lord,"  answered  Hilyard,  much 
touched  and  affected  —  "  blame  not 
thyself  if  this  carcase  feed  the  crows 
—  my  blood  be  on  mine  own  head  ! 
I  cannot  take  this  oath ;  I  cannot 
live  in  peace ;  strife  and  broil  are 
grown  to  me  food  and  drink.  Oh, 
my  lord  !  thou  knowest  not  what  dark 
and  baleful  memories  made  me  an 
agent  in  God's  hand  against  this  ruth- 
less Edward  ;"  and  then  passionately, 
with  whitening  lips  and  convulsive 
features,  Hilyard  recounted  to  the 
*tartled  Warwick  the  same  tale  *hicb 
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had  roused  the  sympathy  of  Adam 
Warner. 

The  earl,  whose  affections  were  so 
essentially  homely  and  domestic,  was 
even  more  shocked  than  the  scholar 
by  the  fearful  narrative. 

"Unhappy  man!"  he  said,  with 
moistened  eyes — "  from  the  core  of 
my  heart,  I  pity  thee.  But  thou,  the 
scathed  sufferei  from  civil  war,  wilt 
thou  be  now  its  dread  reviver  .'" 

"  If  Edward  had  wronged  thee, 
great  earl,  as  me,  poor  franklin,  what 
would  be  thine  answer]  In  vain 
moralise  tc  him  whom  the  spectre  of 
a  murdered  child  and  the  shriek  of  a 
maniac  wife  haunt  and  hound  on  to 
vengeance  !  So  send  me  to  rack  and 
halter.  Be  there  one  curse  more  on 
the  soul  of  Edward  ! " 

"  Thou  shalt  not  die  through  my 
witness,"  said  the  earl,  abruptly,  and 
he  quitted  the  chamber. 

Securing  the  door  by  a  heavy  bolt 
on  the  outside,  he  gave  orders  to  his 
squire  to  attend  to  the   comforts   of 


the  prisoner  :  and  then  .arning  into 
his  closet  with  Marmaduke,  said — "  I 
sent  for  thee,  young  cousin,  with  de- 
sign to  commit  to  thy  charge  one 
whose  absence  from  England  I  deemed 
heedful — that  design  I  must  abandon. 
Go  back  to  the  palace,  and  see,  if 
thou  canst,  the  king,  before  he  sleeps 
— say  that  this  rising  in  Lincolnshire 
is  more  than  a  riot ;  it  is  the  first 
burst  of  a  revolution !  that  1  hole 
council  here  to-night,  and  every  shire, 
ere  the  morrow,  shall  have  its  ap 
pointed  captain.  I  will  aee  the  king 
at  morning.  Yet  stay — gain  sight  of 
my  child  Anna;  she  will  leave  the 
court  to-morrow.  I  will  come  for  her 
— bid  ber  train  be  prepared  ;  she  and 
the  countess  must  away  to  Calais — 
England  again  hath  ceased  to  be  a 
home  for  women  !  What  to  do  with 
this  poor  rebel"?"  muttered  the  earl, 
when  alone — "release  him  I  cannot, 
slay  him  I  will  not.  Hum — there  is 
space  enough  in  these  walls  to  enclose 
a  captive." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


TIIE    PEAK    AND    THE    PLIGHT 


Kino  Edward  feasted  hiirh,  and 
rJibyll  sate  in  her  father's  chamber — 
she  silent  with  thought  of  love,  Adam 

silent  ;n  the  toils  of  science.  The 
Eureka  was  well  ni uli  finished — rising 
from  its  ruins,  more  perfect,  more 
elaborate,  than  before.  Maiden  and 
scholar,  each  seeming  near  to  the 
cherished  goal — one  to  love's  genial 
altar,  the  other  to  lame's  lonely  shrine. 

Evening  advanced — night  began— 
night  deepened.  King  Edward's  feast 
-  t.  but  still  in  his  perfumed 
chamber  the  wine  sparkled  in  the 
i  cup.  It  was  announced  to 
him  that  Sir  Marmaduke  Nevile,  just 
arrived  from  the  earl's  house,  craved 
an  audience.  The  king,  preoccupied 
in  deep  reverie,  impatiently  postponed 
it  till  the  morrow. 

■■  1'  morrow  !"  said  the  gentleman 
in  attendance.  ''Sir  Marmaduke  bids 
me  say,  fearful  that  the  late  hour 
would  forbid  his  audience,  that  Lord 
Warwick  himself  will  visit  your  grace. 
1  fear,  sire,  that  the  disturbances  are 
great  indeed,  for  the  squires  and  gen- 
tlemen in  Lady  Anne's  train  have 
orders  to  accompany  her  to  Calais  to- 
morrow." 

••  To  morrow, to-morrow ! "  repeated 
the   king  —  "well,   sir,  you   are   dis- 

•■d." 

The  Lady   Anne,  (to  whom  Sibyll 

bad    previously    communicated     the 

indly  consideration  for  Blaster 

Warner,)  had  just  seen   Marmaduke, 

and    learned    '!.<•  new    dangers  that 

awaited    the    throne    and    the    realm. 

The    1  were  then    openly 

for  the  prince  of  her  love,  and 
t  her  mighty  fit  I 

Tli-    L  dj     \  io  ■ 


rowful  and  musing,  and  then,  before 
yon  crucifix,  the  Lady  Anne  knelt  in 
prayer. 

Sir  Marmaduke  Nevile  descends  to 
the  court  below,  and  some  three  or 
four  busy,  curious  gentlemen,  not  yet 
abed,  seize  him  by  the  arm,  and  pray 
;  him  to  say  what  storm  is  in  the 
wind. 

The  night  deepened  still — the  wine 
is  drained  in  King  Edward's  goblet — 
King  Edward  has  left  his  chamber — - 
and  Sibyll,  entreating  her  father,  but 
in  vain,  to  suspend  his  toil,  has  kissed 
the  damps  from  his  brow,  and  is 
about  to  retire  to  her  neighbouring 
room.  She  has  turned  to  the  thresh- 
old, when,  hark ! — a  faint,  a  distant 
cry,  a  woman's  shriek,  the  noise  of  a 
clapping  door !  The  voice  —  it  is 
the  voice  of  Anne  !  Sibyll  passed  the 
threshold — she  is  in  the  corridor — the 
winter  moon  shines  through  the  open 
arches— the  air  is  white  and  cold  with 
frost.  Suddenly  the  door  at  the  far- 
ther end  is  thrown  wide  open,  a  form 
rushes  into  the  corridor,  it  passes 
Sibyll,  halts,  turns  round — "Oh, 
Sibyll!"  cried  the  Lady  Anne,  in  a 
voice  wild  with  horror,  "save  me— 
aid  —  help!  Merciful  Heaven,  the 
king!" 

Instinctively,    wonderiugly,    tiem- 
blingly,   Sibyll    drew  Anne   into  the 
chamber  she  had  just  quitted,  and  as 
they  gained  its  shelter — as  Anne  sunk 
upon  the  (loor,  the  gleam  of  cloth  of 
gold   Hashed  through  the  dim  atmo- 
sphere, and   Edward,  yet  in  the  royal 
robe  in  which   he  hid   dazzled  all  the 
.ii  his  kingly  feast,  stood  within 
chamber,     His  countenance  was 
d    it  it  li  pa  Bion,  and   it:»  ejejw 
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hues  flushed  red  with  wine.  At  his 
entrance,  Anne  sprang  from  the  floor 
and  rushed  to  Warner,  who,  in  dumb 
bewilderment,  had  suspended  his  task, 
and  stood  before  the  Eureka,  from 
which  steamed  and  rushed  the  dark 
rapid  smoke,  while  round  and  round, 
labouring  and  groanir_g,  rolled  its 
fairy  wheels.* 

"  Sir,"  cried  Anne,  clinging  to  him 
convulsively,  "  You  are  a  father — by 
your  child's  soul,  protect  Lord  War- 
wick's daughter ! " 

Roused  from  his  abstraction  by  this 
appeal,  the  poor  scholar  wound  his 
arm  round  the  form  thus  clinging  to 
him,  and  raising  his  head  with  dig- 
nity, replied,  "  Thy  name,  youth,  and 
Bex  protect  thee ! " 

"  Fnhand  that  lady,  vile  sorcerer," 
exclaimed  the  king — "  /  am  her  pro- 
tector. Come,  Anne,  sweet  Anne, 
fair  lady — thou  mistakest — come!" 
he  whispered.  "  Give  not  to  these 
low  natures  matter  for  guesses  that 
do  but  shame  thee.  Let  thy  king 
and  cousin  lead  thee  back  to  thy 
sweet  rest." 

He  sought,  though  gently,  to  loosen 
the  arms  that  wound  themselves  round 
the  old  man  ;  but  Anne,  not  heeding, 
not  listening,  distracted  by  a  terror 
that  seemed  to  shake  her  whole  frame, 
and  to  threaten  her  very  reason,  con- 
tinned  to  cry  out  loudly  upon  her 
father's  name  —  her  great  father, 
wakeful,  then,  for  the  baffled  ravisher's 
tottering  throne! 

Edward  had  still  sufficient  posses- 
sion of  his  reason  to  be  alarmed  lest 
some  loiterer  or  sentry  in  the  outer 
court  might  hear  the  cries  which  his 
attempts  to  soothe  but  the  more  pro 
voked.  Grinding  his  teeth,  and  losing 

*  Tlie  gentle  reader  will  doubtless  bear 
in  niind  that  Master  Warner's  complicated 
model  bad  but  little  resemblance  to  tbe 
nii'iliN  of  tbe  steam  engine  in  our  own  day. 
and  that  it  was  u  ually  connected  with  other 
contrivances,  for  the  better  display  of  tbe 
principle  it  was  intended  to  illustrate. 


patience,  he  said  to  Adam,  "  Thou 
knowest  me,  friend — I  am  thy  king. 
Since  the  Lady  Anne,  in  her  bewil 
dennent,  prefers  thine  aid  to  mine, 
help  to  bear  her  back  to  her  apart- 
ment ;  and  thou,  young  mistress, 
lend  thine  arm.  This  wizard's  den 
is  no  fit  chamber  for  our  high-bora 
guest." 

"  No,  no ;  drive  me  not  hence, 
Master  Warner.  That  man  —  that 
king — give  me  not  up  to  his  — 
his " 

'  Beware  !  "  exclaimed  the  king. 

It  was  not  till  now  that  Adam'a 
simple  mind  comprehended  the  true 
cause  of  Anne's  alarm,  which  Sibyll 
still  conjectured  not,  but  stood  trem- 
bling by  her  friend's  side,  and  close  to 
her  father. 

"  Do  not  fear,  maiden,"  said  Adam 
Warner,  laying  his  hand  upon  the 
loosened  locks  that  swept  over  his 
bosom,  "  for  though  I  am  old  and 
feeble,  God  and  his  angels  are  in  every 
spot  where  virtue  trembles  and  resists. 
My  lord  king,  thy  sceptre  extends  not 
over  a  human  soul !  " 

"Dotard,  prate  not  to  me!"  said 
Edward, laying  his  hand  on  his  dagger. 

Sibyll  saw  the  movement,  and  in- 
stinctively placed  herself  between  ha 
father  and  the  king.  That  slight 
form,  those  pure,  steadfast  eyes,  those 
features,  noble  at  once  and  delicate, 
recalled  to  Edward  the  awe  which  had 
seized  him  in  his  first  dark  design; 
and  again  that  awe  came  over  him. 
He  retreated. 

"I  mean  harm  to  none,"  said  he, 
almost  submissively  ;  "  and  if  I  am 
so  unhappy  as  to  scare  with  my  pre- 
sence the  Lady  Anne,  I  will  retire, 
praying  you,  donzell,  to  see  to  her 
state,  and  lead  her  back  to  her  cham- 
ber when  it  so  pleases  herself.  Saying 
this  much,  I  command  you,  old  man, 
and  you,  maiden,  to  stand  back  while 
I  but  address  one  sentence  to  the 
Lady  Anne." 

With   these   words  he  gently  ad- 
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vanced  to  Anne,  and  took  ber  hand  ; 
but,  snatching  it  from  him,  the  poor 
l.nly  broke  from  Adam,  rushed  to  the 
casement,  opened  it,  and  seeing  some 
figures  indistinct  and  distant  in  the 
court  below,  she  called  out  in  a  voice 
of  such  sharp  agony,  that  it  struck  re- 
morse and  even  terror  into  Edward's 
soul. 

"  Alas  !  "  be  muttered,  "  she  will 
rot  listen  to  me,  her  mind  is  dis- 
traught !  What  frenzy  has  been  mine ! 
Pardon — pardon,  Anne  —  oh,  par- 
don ! " 

Adam  Warner  laid  his  hand  on  the 
king's  arm,  and  he  drew  the  impe- 
rious despot  away  as  easily  as  a  nurse 
leads  a  docile  child. 

"  King ! "  said  the  brave  old  man, 
"may  God  pardon  thee!  for  if  the 
last  evil  hath  been  wrought  upon  this 
noble  lady,  David  sinned  not  more 
heavily  than  thou." 

"  She  is  pure— inviolate — I  swear 
;<1  the  king,  humbly.  "Anne, 
only  say  that  I  am  forgiven." 

But  Anne  spoke  not:  her  eyes 
were  fixed— her  lips  had  fallen — she 
u  as  in<cnsible  as  a  corpse — dumb  and 
frozen  with  her  ineffable  dread.  Sud- 
denly steps  were  heard  upon  the 
stairs;  the  door  opened,  and  Marma- 
duke  Nevile  entered  abruptly. 

"  Surely  1  heard  my  lady's  voice — 
surely  !  What  marvel  this?  —  the 
king  !  Pardon,  my  liege  ! " — and  he 
bent  his  knee. 

The  sight  of  Marmaduke  dissolved 
the  spell  of  awe  and  repentant  humi- 
liation, which  had  chained  a  king's 
dauntless  heart.  Ili>  vronted  guile 
returned  to  him  with  his  self-posses- 
sion. 

'•  Onr  wise  craftsman's  strange  and 
weird  invention — "  (and  Edward 
pointed  t"  the  Eureka) — "has  scared 
our  fair  cousin's  senses,  as,  by  sweet 
St.  George,  it  well  might  I  Go  back, 
Sir  .Marmaduke,  we  will  leave  Lady 
Anne  for  the  moment  t"  the  care  of 
-^  Sibyll.     Donzell,   remember 


my  command.  Come,  sir — "  (and  he 
drew  the  wondering  Marmaduke  from 
the  chamber) — but  as  soon  as  he  had 
seen  the  knight  descend  the  stair* 
and  regain  the  court,  he  returned  to 
the  room,  and  in  a  low  stern  voice, 
said  —  "Look  you,  Master  Warner, 
and  you,  damsel,  if  ever  either  of  ye 
breathe  one  word  of  what  has  been 
your  dangerous  fate  to  hear  and  wit- 
ness, kings  have  but  one  way  to  punish 
slanderers,  and  silence  but  one  safe- 
guard ; — trifle  not  with  death  !  " 

He  then  closed  the  door,  and  re- 
sought  his  own  chamber.  The  eastern 
spices,  which  were  burned  in  the 
sleeping-rooms  of  the  great,  still  made 
the  air  heavy  with  their  feverish  fra- 
grance. The  king  seated  himself, 
and  strove  to  recollect  his  thoughts, 
and  examine  the  peril  he  had  pro- 
voked. The  resistance  and  the  terror 
of  Anne  had  effectually  banished  from 
his  heart  the  guilty  passion  it  had 
before  harboured  ;  for  emotions  like 
his,  and  in  such  a  nature,  are  quick 
of  change.  His  prevailing  feeling 
was  one  of  sharp  repentance,  and  re- 
proachful shame.  But,  as  he  roused 
himself  from  a  state  of  mind  which 
light  characters  ever  seek  to  escape, 
the  image  of  the  dark-browed  earl 
rose  before  him,  and  fear  succeeded 
to  mortification  ;  but  even  this,  how- 
ever well-founded,  could  not  endure 
long  in  a  disposition  so  essentially 
scornful  of  all  danger.  Before  morn- 
ing, the  senses  of  Anne  must  returr 
to  her.  So  gentle  a  bosom  could  be 
surely  reasoned  out  of  resentment,  or 
daunted,  at  least,  from  betraying  to 
her  stern  father  a  secret  that,  if  told, 
would  smear  the  sward  of  England 
with  the  gore  of  thousands.  What 
woman  will  provoke  war  and  blood- 
shed ?  And  for  an  evil  not  wrought 
— for  a  purpose  not  fulfilled?  The 
king  was  jrrateful  that  his  victim  had 
escaped  him.  He  would  see  Anne 
before  the  earl  could — and  appease 
her  anger — obtain  hfil  iilence  '     For 
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Warner,  and  for  Sibyll,  they  would 
not  dare  to  reveal ;  and,  if  they  did, 
the  lips  that  accuse  a  king  soon  belie 
themselves,  while  a  rack  can  torture 
truth,  and  the  doomsman  be  the  only 
nidge  between  the  subject  and  the 
head  that  wears  a  crown  ! 

Thus  reasoning  with  himself,  his 
soul  faced  the  solitude.  Meanwhile 
Marmaduke  regained  the  court-yard, 
where,  as  wc  have  said,  he  had  been 
detained  in  conferring  with  some  of 
the  gentlemen  in  the  king's  service, 
who,  hearing  that  he  brought  im- 
portant tidings  from  the  earl,  had 
abstained  from  rest  till  they  could 
learn  if  the  progress  of  the  new  rebel- 
lion would  bring  their  swords  into 
immediate  service.  Marmaduke, 
pleased  to  be  of  importance,  had  wil- 
lingly satisfied  their  curiosity,  as  far 
as  he  was  able,  and  was  just  about  to 
retire  to  his  own  chamber,  when  the 
cry  of  Anne  had  made  him  enter  the 
postern  door  which  led  up  the  stairs 
to  Adam's  apartment,  and  which  was 
fortunately  not  locked;  and  now,  on  re- 
turning, he  had  again  a  new  curiosity  to 
allay.  Having  briefly  said  that  Master 
Warner  had  taken  that  untoward  hour 
to  frighten  the  women  with  a  machine 
that  vomited  smoke  and  howled 
piteously,  Marmaduke  dismissed  the 
group  to  their  beds,  and  was  about  to 
seek  his  own,  when,  looking  once 
more  towards  the  casement,  he  saw  a 
white  hand  gleaming  in  the  frosty 
moonlight,  and  beckoning  to  him. 

The  knight  crossed  himself,  and 
reluctantly  ascended  the  stairs,  and 
re-entered  the  wizard's  den. 

The  Lady  Anne  had  so  far  recovered 
herself,  that  a  kind  of  unnatural  calm 
had  taken  possession  of  her  mind,  and 
changed  her  ordinary  sweet  and 
tractable  nature  into  one  stern,  obsti- 
nate resolution, — to  escape,  if  possible, 
that  unholy  palace.  And  as  soon  as 
Marmaduke  re-entered,  Anne  met 
him  at  the  threshold,  and  laying  her 
Laud  convulsively  on  his  arm,  said — 


"  By  the  name  you  bear — bj  youi 
love  to  my  father,  aid  me  to  quit 
these  walls." 

In  great  astonishment,  Marmaduke 
stared,  without  reply. 

"Do  you  deny  me, sir?"  said  Anne, 
almost  sternly. 

"  Lady  and  mistress  mine,"  an- 
swered Marmaduke,  "  I  am  your 
servant  in  all  things.  Quit  these 
walls  —  the  palace  !  —  How  1  —  the 
gates  are  closed.  Nay,  and  what 
would  my  lord  say,  if  at  night " 

"  If  at  night  1 "  repeated  Anne,  in  a 
hollow  voice ;  and  then  pausing, 
burst  into  a  terrible  laugh.  Recover- 
ing herself  abruptly,  she  moved  to 
the  door — "  1  will  go  forth  alone,  and 
trust  in  God  and  our  Lady." 

Sibyll  sprang  forward  to  arrest  her 
steps,  and  Marmaduke  hastened  to 
Adam,  and  whispered — "  Poor  lady, 
is  her  mind  unsettled?  Hast  thou, 
in  truth,  distracted  her  with  thy 
spells  and  glamour  ? " 

"  Hush  !  "  answered  the  old  man ; 
and  he  whispered  in  the  Nevile's  ear. 

Scarcely  had  the  knight  caught  the 
words,  than  his  cheek  paled — his 
eyes  flashed  fire.  "  The  great  earl's 
daughter  !  "  he  exclaimed — "  infamy  ! 
— horror — she  is  right !  "  He  broke 
from  the  student,  approached  Anne, 
who  still  struggled  with  Sibyll,  and 
kneeling  before  her,  said,  in  a  voice 
choked  with  passions  at  once  fierce 
and  tender — 

"  Lady,  you  are  right.  Unseemly 
it  may  be  for  one  of  your  quality  and 
sex  to  quit  this  place  with  me,  and 
alone ;  but  at  least  I  have  a  man's 
heart — a  knight's  honour.  Trust  to 
me  your  safety,  noble  maiden,  and  I 
will  cut  your  way,  even  through  yon 
foul  king's  heart,  to  your  great  father's 
side ! " 

Anne  did  not  seem  quite  to  under- 
stand his  words,  but  she  smiled  on 
him  as  he  knelt,  and  gave  him  her 
hand.  The  responsibility  he  had 
assumed  quickened   all  the  intellect 
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of  the  young  knight.  As  he  took 
and  kissed  the  hand  extended  to  him, 
he  felt  the  ring  upon  his  finger — the 
ring  entrusted  to  him  by  Alwyn — the 
king's  signet-ring,  before  which  would 
fly  open  every  gate.  He  uttered  a 
joyous  exclamation,  loosened  his  long 
night-cloak,  and  praying  Anne  to  en- 
velop her  form  in  its  folds,  drew  the 
hx>d  over  her  head  ; — he  was  about 
to  lead  her  forth,  when  he  halted 
Buddenly. 

"  Alack,"  said  he,  turning  to  Sibyll, 
"even  though  we  may  escape  the  Tower, 
no  boatman  now  can  be  found  on  the 
river.  The  way  through  the  streets' 
is  dark  and  perilous,  and  beset  with 
midnight  ruffians." 

"Verily,"  said  Warner,  "the  dan- 
ger is  past  now.  Let  the  noble  de- 
moiselle rest  here  till  morning.  The 
king  dare  not  again " 

"  Dare  not  !"  interrupted  Marma- 
duke.  "  Alas !  you  little  know  King 
Edward." 

At  that  name  Anne  shuddered, 
opened  the  door,  and  hurried  down 
the  stairs ;  Sibyll  and  Marmaduke 
followed  her. 

"  Listen,  Sir  Marmaduke,"  said 
Sibyll.  "  Close  without  the  Tower  is 
the  house  of  a  noble  lady,  the  dame 
of  Longueville,  where  Anne  may  rest 
in  safety,  while  you  seek  Lord  War- 
wick. I  will  go  with  you,  if  you  can 
obtain  egress  for  us  both." 

"  Brave  damsel !"  said  Marmaduke, 
with  emotion — "  but  your  own  safety 
— the  king's  anger — no  —  besides,  a 
third,  your  dress  not  concealed,  would 
create  the  warder's  suspicion.  Describe 
the  house." 

"The  third  to  the  left,  by  the 
river's  side,  with  an  arched  porch, 
and  the  fleur-de-lis  embossed  on  the 
vails." 

"  It  is  not  so  dark  but  we  shall  find 
it.     Fare  you  well,  gentle  mistress." 

While  they  yet  spoke,  they  had 
both  reached  the  side  of  Anne.  Bib}  II 
still  persisted  in  the  wish  to  accom- 


pany her  friend ;  but  Marmaduke's 
representation  of  the  peril  to  life  itself, 
that  might  befall  her  father,  if  Edward, 
learned  she  had  abetted  Anne's  escape, 
finally  prevailed.  The  knight  and  his 
charge  gained  the  outer  gate. 

"Haste — haste,  Master  Warder!" 
he  cried,  beating  at  the  door  with  hits 
dagger  till  it  opened  jealously— "mes- 
sages of  importance  to  the  Lord  War- 
wick. We  have  the  king's  signet. — 
Open ! " 

The  sleepy  warder  glanced  at  the 
ring — ihe  gates  were  opened:  They 
were  without  the  fortress — they  hur- 
ried on. 

"  Cheer  up,  noble  lady ;  you  are 
safe — you  shall  be  avenged  ! "  said 
Marmaduke,  as  he  felt  the  steps  of  his 
companion  falter. 

But  the  reaction  hat  1  come.  The 
effort  Anne  h".j  lnthe.'to  made  was 
for  escape — for  liberty  ;  the  strength 
ceased,  the  object  gained; — her  head 
drooped — she  muttered  a  few  incohe- 
rent words,  and  then  sense  and  life 
left  her.  Marmaduke  paused  in  great 
perplexity  and  alarm.  But  lo,  a  lighf 
in  a  house  before  him ! — that  house 
the  third  to  the  river — the  only  one 
with  the  arched  porch  described  by 
Sibyll.  He  lifted  the  light  and  holy 
burthen  in  his  strong  arms — he  gained 
the  door  :  to  his  astonishment,  it  was 
open— a  light  burned  on  the  stairs — 
he  heard,  in  the  upper  room,  the  sound 
of  whispered  voices,  and  quick,  soft 
footsteps,  hurrying  to  and  fro.  Still 
bearing  the  insensible  form  of  his 
companion,  he  ascended  the  staircase, 
and  entered  at  once  upon  a  chamber, 
in  which,  by  a  dim  lamp,  he  saw  some 
two  or  three  persons  assembled  round 
a  bed  in  the  recess.  A  grave  man 
advanced  to  him,  as  he  paused  at  the 
threshold — 

"  Whom  seek  you  J" 

"  The  Lady  Longueville." 

"  Hush!" 

"Who  needs  me?"  said  a  faint 
voice,  from  the  curtained  iccesa 
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"  My  name  is  Nevile,"  answered 
Marmaduke,  with  straightforward 
brevity.  "  Mistress  Siliyll  Warner 
told  me  of  this  house,  where  I  come 
for  an  hour's  shelter  to  my  companion, 
the  Lady  Anne,  daughter  of  the  Earl 
of  Warwick." 

Marmaduke  resigned  his  charge  to 
an  old  woman,  who  was  the  nurse  in 
that  sick  chamber,  and  who  lifted  the 
hood,  and  chafed  the  pale,  cold  hands 
of  the  young  maiden  ; — the  knight 
then  strode  to  the  recess.  The  Lady 
of  Longueville  was  on  the  bed  of 
death — an  illness  of  two  days  had 
brought  her  to  the  brink  of  the  grave 
— but  there  was  in  her  eye  and  coun- 
tenance a  restless  and  preternatural 
animation,  and  her  voice  was  clear 
and  shrill,  as  she  said — 

"  Why  does  the  daughter  of  War- 
wick, the  Yorkist,  seek  refuge  in  the 
h)use  of  the  fallen  and  childless  Lan- 
castrian?* 


"  Swear,  by  thy  hopes  in  Christ, 
that  thou  wilt  tend  and  guard  her 
while  I  seek  the  carl,  and  I  reply." 

"  Stranger,  my  name  is  Longuevilie 
— my  birth  noble — those  pledges  of 
hospitality  and  trust  are  stronger 
than  hollow  oaths.     Say  on  ! " 

"  Because,  then,"  whispered  the 
knight,  after  waiving  the  bystanders 
from  the  spot — "  because  the  earl's 
daughter  flies  dishonour  in  a  king's 
palace,  and  her  insulter  is  the  king ! " 

Before  the  dying  woman  could  reply, 
Anne,  recovered  by  the  cares  of  the 
experienced  nurse,  suddenly  sprung 
•to  the  recess,  and  kneeling  by  the 
bedside,  exclaimed,  wildly — 

"  Save  me  ! — hide  me  ! — save  me ! " 

"  Go  and  seek  the  earl,  whose  right 
hand  destroyed  my  house  and  his 
lawful  sovereign's  throne — go  !  I  will 
live  till  he  arrives ! "  said  the  child- 
less widow,  and  a  wild  gleam  of  tri- 
umph shot  over  her  haggard  features 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE    GROUP    ROUND    THE    DEATHBED    OF    THE    LANCASTRIAN    WIDOW. 


Thk dawning  sun  gleamed  through 
grey  clouds  upon  a  small  troop  of  men. 
armed  in  haste,  who  were  grouped 
round  a  covered  litter  by  the  outer 
door  of  the  Lady  Longueville's  house  ; 
while  in  the  death-chamber,  the  Earl 
of  Warwick,  with  a  face  as  pale  as  the 
dying  woman's  stood  heside  the  bed 
■ — Anne  ca'***.Iy  leaning  on  his  hreast, 
her  eyes  closed,  and  tears  yet  moist  on 
their  long  fringes. 

"  Ay— ay — ay!"  said  the  Lancas- 
trian noblewoman,  "ye  men  of  wrath 
and  turbulence,  should  reap  what  ye 
have  sown  !  This  is  the  king  for 
whom  ye  dethroned  thesainted  Henry  ! 
this  the  man  for  whom  ye  poured  forth 
the  blood  of  England's  best !  Ha — 
ha ! — Look  down  from  Heaven,  my  hus- 
band, my  martyr-sons  !  The  daughter 
of  your  mightiest  foe  flies  to  this  lonely 
hearth — flies  to  the  death-bed  of  the 
powerless  woman  for  refuge  from  the 
foul  usurper  whom  that  foe  placed 
upon  the  throne ! " 

"Spare  me,"  muttered  Warwick,  in 
a  low  voice,  and  between  his  grinded 
teeth.  The  room  had  been  cleared, 
and  Doctor  Godard  (the  grave  man 
who  had  first  accosted  Marmaduke, 
and  who  was  the  priest  summoned  to 
the  dying,)  alone — save  the  scarce 
conscious  Anne  herself — witnessed  the 
ghastly  and  awful  conference. 

"  Hush,  daughter,"  said  the  man  of 
peace,  lifting  the  solemn  crucitix — 
•  calm  thy.  elf  to  holier  thoughts." 

The  lady  impatiently  turned  from 
the  priest,  and  grasping  the  strong 
right  arm  of  Warwick  with  her  shri- 
velled and  trembling  fingers,  resumed, 
in  a  voice  that  straggled  to  repress 
the  gaspfi  which  broke  its  breath  — 


"  But  thou — oh,  thou,  wilt  bear 
this  indignity !  thou,  the  chief  of 
England's  Barons,  wilt  see  no  disho- 
nour in  the  rank  love  of  the  vilest  o 
England's  kings  !  Oh,  yes,  ye  Yorkists 
have  the  hearts  of  varlets — no.  of  men 
and  fathers ! " 

"  By  the  symbol  from  which  thou 
turnest,  woman  !"  exclaimed  the  earl, 
giving  vent  to  the  fury  which  the 
presence  of  death  had  before  sup- 
pressed— "by  Him,  to  whom  morning 
and  night  I  have  knelt  in  grateful 
blessing  for  the  virtuous  life  of  this 
beloved  child,  I  will  have  such  revenge 
on  the  recreant  whom  I  kinged,  as 
shall  live  in  the  Rolls  of  England  till 
the  trump  of  the  Judgment  Angel !" 

"  Father,"  said  Anne,  startled  by 
her  father's  vehemence,  from  her  half- 
swoon,  half-sleep — "  Father,  think  no 
more  of  the  past — take  me  to  my 
mother  !  I  want  the  clasp  of  my 
mother's  arms ! " 

"  Leave  us — leave  the  dying,  Sir 
Earl  and  son,"  said  Godard.  "  I,  too, 
am  Lancastrian  —  I  too  would  lay 
down  my  life  for  the  holy  Henry  ; 
but  I  shudder,  in  the  hour  of  death, 
to  hear  yon  pale  lips,  that  should 
pray  for  pardon,  preach  to  thee  of 
revenge." 

"  Revenge !"  shrieked  out  the  Dame 
of  Longueville,  as,  sinking  fast  and 
fast,  she  caught  the  word — "  Revenge ! 
Thou  hast  sworn  revenge  on  Edward 
of  York,  Lord  Warwick — sworn  it,  in 
the  chamber  of  death — in  the  ear  of 
one  who  will  carry  that  word  to  the 
hero-dead  of  a  hundred  battle-fields ! 
Ha —  the  sun  has  risen  !  Priest — 
Godard — thine  arms — support — raise 
— bear  mo  to  the  casement !     Quick 
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— quick  !  I  would  see  my  king  once 
more !  Quick— quick  !  and  then — 
then — I  will  hear  thee  pray  !" 

The  priest,  half  chiding,  yet  half  in 
pity,  bore  the  dying  woman  to  the 
casement.  She  motioned  to  him  to 
open  it :  he  obeyed.  The  sun,  just 
above  the  welkin,  shone  over  the 
lordly  Thames,  gilded  the  gloomy 
fortress  of  the  Tower,  and  glittered 
upon  the  window  of  Henry's  prison. 

"There — there!  It  is  he — it  is 
my  king!  Hither, — lord,  rebel  earl 
— hither.  Behold  your  sovereign ! 
Repent,  revenge ! " 

With  her  livid  and  outstretched 
hand,  the  Lancastrian  pointed  to  the 


huge  Wakefield  Towei.  The  earl'a 
dark  eye  beheld,  in  the  dim  distance, 
a  pale  and  reverend  countenance,  re< 
cognised  even  from  afar.  The  dying 
woman  fixed  her  glazing  eyes  upon 
the  wronged  and  mighty  baron,  and 
suddenly  her  arm  feli  to  her  side,  th« 
face  became  set  as  into  stone,  the  last 
breath  of  life  gurgled  within,  and  fled, 
— and  still  those  glazing  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  earl's  hueless  face ;  and 
still  in  his  ear,  and  echoed  by  a  thou 
sand  passions  in  his  heart — thrilled 
the  word  which  had  superseded  prayer, 
and   in  which  the  sinner's  soul  ha? 

flown BEVENOE  ! 


BOOK    THE    NINTH. 

THE    WANDERERS    AND    THE    EXILES. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


HOW  THE  GREAT  BARON  BECOMES  AS  GREAT  A  REBEL. 


Hi L yard  was  yet  asleep  in  the 
chamber  assigned  to  him  as  his  pri- 
son, when  a  rough  grasp  shook  off 
his  slumbers,  and  he  saw  the  earl 
before  him,  with  a  countenance  so 
changed  from  its -usual  open  majesty 
—so  dark  and  sombre,  that  he  said, 
involuntarily,  "  You  send  me  to  the 
doomsman — I  am  ready  !  " 

"Hist,  man  !  Thou  hatest  Edward 
of  York  I  " 

"  An'  it  were  my  last  word — yes  ! " 

"Give  me  thy  hand — we  are  friends ! 
Stare  not  at  me  with  those  eyes  of 
wonder— ask  not  the  why  nor  where- 
fore! This  last  night  gave  Edward  a 
rebel  more  in  Richard  Nevile.  A 
steed  waits  thee  at  my  gates — ride 
fast  to  young  Sir  Robert  Welles  with 
this  letter.  Bid  him  not  he  dismayed  ; 
bid  him  hold  out — for  ere  many  days 
I  ',  Lord  Warwick  and  it  may 
be,  also,  the  Duke  of  Clarence  will 
join  their  force  with  his.  Mark,  I  say 
not  that  I  am  for  Henry  of  Lancaster 
■  •illy  thai  I  am  againsl  Edward 
of  York.  Farewell,  ami  when  we 
meet  again,  blessed  he  the  arm  that 
first  cut-  ii-  way  to  a  tyrant's  heart  !" 

Without  another  word,  Warwick 
left  the  chamber.  Hilyard,  at  first, 
could  not  believe   his  senses;  hut  as 


he  dressed  himself  in  haste,  he  pon- 
dered over  all  those  causes  of  dissen- 
sion which  had  long  notoriously  sub- 
sisted between  Edward  and  the  earl. 
and  rejoiced  that  the  prophecy  he  had 
long  so  shrewdly  hazarded  was  at  last 
fulfil  led.  Descending  the  stairs,  he 
gained  the  gate,  where  Marmaduke 
awaited  him,  while  a  groom  held  a 
stout  haque7iee,(a.$  the  common  riding- 
horse  was  then  called,)  whose  points 
and  breeding  promised  speed  and  en- 
durance. 

"Mount,  Master  Robin,"' said  Mar- 
maduke ;  "  I  little  thought  we  should 
ever  ride  as  friends  together !  Mount 
— our  way  for  some  miles  out  of  Lon 
don  is  the  same.  You  go  into  Lin- 
colnshire— I  into  the  shire  of  Hert 
ford." 

"And  for  the  same  purpose!' 
asked  Hilyard,  as  he  sprung  on  hi 
horse,  and  the  two  men  rode  briskly  on 

"  Yes ! " 

"  Lord  Warwick  is  changed  at  last." 

"  At  last  !  " 

"  For  long!" 

"  Till  death  !  " 

"  Good — I  ask  no  more  !  " 

A  sound  of  hoofs  behind  made  the 
franklin  turn  his  head,  and  he  saw 
a  goodly  troop,  armed  to  the  teeth, 
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emerge  from  the  earl's  house  and  fol- 
low the  lead  of  Marmaduke. 

Meanwhile  Warwick  was  closeted 
with  Montagu. 

Worldly  as  the  latter  was,  and  per- 
sonally attached  to  Edward,  he  was 
still  keenly  alive  to  all  that  touched 
the  honour  of  his  house ;  and  his  in- 
dignation at  the  deadly  insult  offered 
to  his  niece  was  even  more  loudly 
expressed  than  that  of  the  fiery  earl. 

"  To  deem,"  he  exclaimed,  "  to 
deem  Elizaheth  Woodville  worthy  of 
his  throne,  and  to  see  in  Anne  Nevile 
one  only  worthy  to  be  his  leman  !  " 

"  Ay !  "  said  the  earl,  with  a  calm- 
ness perfectly  terrible,  from  its  unna- 
tural contrast  to  his  ordinary  heat, 
when  but  slightly  chafed,  "  Ay!  thou 
sayest  it !  But  be  tranquil— cold- 
cold  as  iron,  and  as  hard  !  We  must 
scheme  now,  not  storm  and  threaten 
— I  never  schemed  before  !  You  are 
right  —  honesty  is  a  fool's  policy  ! 
Would  I  had  known  this  but  an  hour 
before  the  news  reached  me  !  I  have 
already  dismissed  our  friends  to  their 
different  districts,  to  support  King 
Edward's  cause— he  is  still  king— a 
little  while  longer  king!  Last  night,  I 
dismissed  them — last  night,  at  the  very 
hour  when — 0  God  give  me  patience !" 
He  paused,  and  added,  in  a  low  voice, 
"Yet— yet — how  longthe  moments  are 
— howlong!  Ere  the  sun  sets,  Edward, 
I  trust,  will  be  in  my  power !  " 

"Howr* 

"  He  goes,  to-day,  to  the  More — he 
will  not  go  the  less  for  what  hath 
chanced  ;  he  will  trust  to  the  arch- 
bishop to  make  his  peace  with  me— - 
churchmen  a^e  not  fathers  !  Marma- 
duke Nevile. hath  my  orders — a  hun- 
dred armed  men,  who  would  march 
against  the  fiend  himself,  if  I  said  the 
word,  will  surround  the  More,  and 
seize  the  guest !  " 

-  But  what  then  ]  Who,  if  Edward 
— 1  dare  not  say  the  word  ;—wko  is  to 
succeed  him  f  " 

"  Clarence  is  the  male  heir !  " 


"  But  with  what  face  to  the  people 

—  proclaim " 

"  There — there  it  is  !  "  interrupted 
Warwick.  "  I  have  thought,  of  that — 
I  have  thought  of  all  things ;  my 
mind  seems  to  have  traversed  worlds 
since  daybreak  !  True  !  all  commo- 
tion to  be  successful  must  have  a 
cause  that  men  can  understand. 
Nevertheless,  you,  Montagu  —  you 
have  a  smoother  tongue  than  I  ;  go  to 
our  friends — to  those  who  hate  Edward 
— seek  them,  sound  them  !  " 

"  And  name  to  them  Edward's 
infamy  !  " 

"  'Sdeath,  dost  thou  think  it !  Thou, 
a  Monthermer  and  .Montagu  !  pro- 
claim to  England  the  foul  insult  to  the 
hearth  of  an  English  gentleman  and 
peer  !  feed  every  ribald  Bourdour  with 
song  and  roundel  of  Anne's  virgin 
shame !  how  King  Edward  stole  to 
her  room  at  the  dead  of  night,  and 
wooed  and  pressed,  and  swore,  and — 
God  of  Heaven,  that  this  hand  were  on 
his  throat !  No,  brother,  no  !  there  are 
some  wrongs  we  may  not  tell — tumours 
and  swellings  of  the  heart,  which  are 
eased  not  till  blood  can  flow  !  " 

During  this  conference  between  the 
brothers,  Edward,  in  his  palace,  was 
seized  with  consternation  and  dismay 
on  hearing  that  the  Lady  Anne  could 
not  be  found  in  her  chamber.  He 
sent  forthwith  to  summon  Adam 
Warner  to  his  presence,  and  learned 
from  the  simple  sage,  who  concealed 
nothing,  the  mode  in  which  Anne 
had  fled  from  the  Tower.  The  king 
abruptly  dismissed  Adam,  after  a  few 
hearty  curses  and  vague  threats  ;  and 
awaking  to  the  necessity  of  inventing 
some  plausible  story,  to  account  to  the 
wonder  of  the  court  for  the  abrupt 
disappearance  of  his  guest,  he  saw 
that  the  person  who  could  best  origi- 
nate and  circulate  such  a  tale  was  the 
queen ;  and  he  sought  her  at  once, 
with  the  resolution  to  choose  his  con- 
fidant  in  the  connection  most  rarely 
honoured  by  marital  trust,  in  simiiu' 
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offences.      He,  however,  so    softened 
his  uarral  re  as  to  leave  it  !>ut.  a  venial 
error.     He  had  been  indulging  over- 
freely  in  the  wine-cup  —  he  had  walked 
into  the  corridor,  for  the  refreshing 
coolness  of  the  air — he  had  seen  the 
figure  of  a  female  whom   he  did  not 
recognise;  and  a  (cw  gallant   words, 
he  searee  remembered  what,  had  heen 
misconstrued      On  perceiving  whom 
he  had  thus  addressed,  he  bad  sought 
to  soothe   the  aimer  or  alarm  of  the 
Ladj  Anne;  but  still  mistaking  his 
intention,  she  had  hurried  into  War- 
ner's chamber — lie  had  followed  her 
thither — and   now  she    had    fled   the 
palace.       Such    was    his  story,    told 
lightly  and    laughingly,   hut   ending 
with  a  grave    enumeration    of    the 
dangers  his  imprudence  had  incurred. 
Whatever   Elizabeth   felt,  or  how- 
ever she  might  interpret  the  confes- 
sion,  she  acted  with   her  customary 
hi  ;  affected,  after  a  few  tender 
shes,  to  place  implicit  credit  in 
d'8  account,  and  volunteered  to 
prevent  all  scandal  by  the  probable 
Btory,  that  the  earl,  being  prevented 
fromcomingin  person  for  his  daughter, 
as  he  had  purposed,  by  fresh  news  of 
the  rebellion   which   might  call  him 
from  Loudon  with  the  early  day,  had 
commissioned   his    kinsman    Manna- 
duke  to  escort  her  home.     The  quick 
•  on  iif  her  sex  told  her  that, 
whatever  licence  might  have  terrified 
Anne   into   so   abrupt    a   flight,   the 
i    would    shrink   no   less 
than   Edward  himself  from  making 
pnblic  an  insult  which  slander  could 
well  distort  into  the  dishonour  of  his 
daughter;  and  that  whatever  pretext 
might  be  invented,  Warwick  would 
not  de!.  lid  it.   And  »*,  de- 

spite Elizabeth's  hatred  totheeari,and 
of  permanent  breach  between 
Edward  and   hi-  minister,  she  could 
queen,  wit'.-,  and  woman,  but 
be  anxious   that,    some   cause    more 
honourable  in  Edward,  and  |< .--  odious 
to  the  people,  should  be  assigned  lor 
No.  Kin. 


quarrel,     she  earnestly  recommended 
the  king  to  repair  at  once  to  the  More, 
as  had  been  before  arranged,  and  to 
spare  no  pains,  disdain  no  expressions 
of  penitence  and  humiliation,  to  secure 
the  mediation  of  the  archbishop.  Hit 
mind  somewhat  relieved  by  this  inter- 
view and   counsel,  the    king   kissed 
Elizabeth  with  affectionate  gratitude, 
and  returned  to  his  chamber  to  pre- 
pare for  his  departure  to  the  arch- 
bishop's palace.      But  then,  remem 
bering  that  Adam  and  Sibyll  possessed 
his  secret,    he    resolved   at  once   to 
banish  them  from  the  Tower.     For  a 
moment  he  thought  of  the  dungeon* 
of  his   fortress  —  of  the  rope  of  his 
doomsman  ;  but  his  conscience  at  that 
hour  was  sore  and  vexed.     His  fierce 
ness  humbled  by  the  sense  of  shame 
he  shrunk  from  a  new  crime ;  and, 
moreover,  his  strong  common  sense 
assured  him  that  the  testimony  of  a 
shunned  and  abhorred  wizard  ceased 
to    be    of    weight    the    moment    it 
was  deprived  of  the  influence  it  took 
from  the  protection  of  a  king.     He 
gave  orders  for  a  boat  to  be  in  readi- 
ness by  the  gate  of  St.' Thomas,  again 
summoned  Adam  into  his  presence, 
and   said,  briefly,  "  Master   Warner, 
the  London  mechanics  cry  so  loudly 
against  thine  invention,,  for  lessening 
labour  and    starving    the   poor,   the 
sailors  on  the  wharfs  are  so  mutinous, 
at  the   thought   of   vessels    without 
rowers,  that,  as  a  good  king  is  bound, 
I  yield  to  the  voice  of  my  people.   Go 
home,  then  at  once     the  queen  dis- 
penses with  thy  fair  daughter's  service 
— the  damsel  accompanies  thee.     A 
boat  awaits  ye  at  the  stairs  ;  a  guard 
shall  attend  ye  to  your  house.    Think 
what    has   passed    within   these  walls 
has  been  a  dream  ;  a  dream  that,  if 
told,  is  deathful  —  if  concealed  and 
forgotten,  hath  uo  portent!" 

Without  waiting  a  reply,  the  king 
called  from  the  anteroom  one  of  his 
gentlemen,  and  gave  him  special 
'in' 'Hon-  a-  to  the  departure  anrf 
x  20 
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conduct  of  the  worthy  scholar  and 
his  gentle  daughter.  Edward  next 
summoned  before  him  the  warder  of 
the  gate,  learned  (hat  he  alone  was 
privy  to  the  mode  of  his  guest's  flight, 
and  deeming  it  best  to  leave  at  large 
no  commentator  on  the  tale  he  had 
invented,  sentenced  the  astonished 
warder  to  three  months'  solitary  im- 
prisonment —  for  appearing  before 
him  with  soiled  hosen !  An  hour 
afterwards,  thi  king,  with  a  small 
though  gorgeous  retinue,  was  on  his 
way  to  the  More. 

The  archbishop  had,  according  to 
his  engagement,  assembled  in  his 
palace  the  more  powerful  of  the  dis- 
contented seigneurs ;  and  his  elo- 
quence had  so  worked  upon  them, 
that  Edward  beheld,  on  entering  the 
hall,  only  countenances  of  cheerful 
loyalty  and  respectful  welcome.  After 
the  first  greetings,  the  prelate,  accord- 
ing to  the  custom  of  the  day,  con- 
ducted Edward  into  a  chamber,  that 
he  might  refresh  himself  with  a  brief 
rest  and  the  bath,  previous  to  the 
banquet. 

Edward  seized  the  occasion,  and 
told  his  tale  ;  but,  however  softened, 
enough  was  left  to  create  the  liveliest 
dismay  in  his  listener.  The  lofty 
scaffolding  of  hope,  upon  which  the 
ambitious  prelate  was  to  mount  to  the 
papal  throne  seemed  to  crumble  into 
the  dust.  The  king  and  the  earl  were 
•qually  necessary  to  the  schemes  of 
fleorge  Nevile.  He  chid  the  royal 
.ayman  with  more  than  priestly 
unction  for  his  offence  ;  but  Edward 
so  humbly  confessed  his  fault,  that  the 
prelate  at  length  relaxed  his  brow,  and 
promised  to  convey  his  penitent  assur- 
ances to  the  earl. 

"  Not  an  hour  should  be  lost,"  he 
said  ;  "  the  only  one  who  can  soothe 
his  wrath  is  your  highness's  mother, 
our  noble  kinswoman.  Permit  me  to 
dispatch  to  her  Grace  a  letter,  praying 
her  to  seek  the  earl,  while  I  write  by 
thfl  same  courier  to  himself." 


"  Be  it  all  as  you  will,"  said  Edward, 
doffing  his  surcoat,  and  dipping  his 
hands  in  a  perfumed  ewer,  "  I  shall 
not  know  rest  till  I  have  knelt  to  the 
Lady  Anne,  and  won  her  pardon." 

The  preiate  retired,  and  scarcely 
had  he  left  the  room  when  Sir  John 
Ratcliffe,*  one  of  the  king's  retinue, 
and  in  waiting  on  his  person,  enteisd 
the  chamber,  pale  and  trembling. 

"  My  liege,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper, 
"  I  fear  some  deadly  treason  awaits 
you.  I  have  seen,  amongst  the  trees 
below  this  tower,  the  gleam  of  steel  ; 
I  have  crept  through  the  foliage,  and 
counttd  no  less  than  a  hundred  armed 
men — their  leader  is  Sir  Marmaduke 
Nevile,  Karl  Warwick's  kinsman  ! " 

"  Ha ! "  muttered  the  king,  and  his 
bold  face  fell  — "  comes  the  Earl's  re- 
venge so  soon  1 " 

"And,"  continued  Ratcliffe,  "I 
overheard  Sir  Marmaduke  say,  'The 
door  of  the  Garden  Tower  is  unguarded 
— wait  the  signal ! '  Fly,  my  liege  ! 
Hark  !  even  now,  I  hear  the  rattling 
of  arms ! " 

The  king  stole  to  the  casement — 
the  day  was  closing  ;  the  foliage  grew 
thick  and  dark  around  the  wall ;  he 
saw  an  armed  man  emerge  from  the 
shade — a  second,  and  a  third. 

"  You  are  right.  Ratcliffe !  Flight 
— but  how  ]  " 

"  This  way,  my  liege.  By  the  pas- 
sage I  entered,  a  stair  winds  to  a  door 
on  the  inner  court ;  there,  I  have 
already  a  steed  in  waiting.  Deign, 
for  precaution,  to  use  my  hat  and 
manteline." 

The  king  hastily  adopted  the  sug- 
gestion, followed  the  noiseless  steps  of 

*  Afterwards  Lord  Fitzwalter.  See  Lin- 
panl,  note,  vol.  ili.,  p.  507,  quarto  edition,  for 
the  proper  date  to  be  assigned  to  this  royal 
visit  to  the  More ; — a  date  we  have  here 
adopted— not  as  Sharon  Turner  and  others 
place, — viz.,  (upon  the  authority  of  Hearne's 
Fragtn.,  302,  which  subsequent  events  dis- 
prove,) ajter  the  open  rebellion  of  Warwick, 
but  just  before  it — that  is,  not  after  Easter 
but  before  Lent. 
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Rateliffe,  gained  the  door,  sprung  on  that  mounts  the  ruler's  steed — ove> 
his  steed,  and  dashing  right  through  field,  over  fell,  over  dyke,  through 
a  crowd  assembled  t>y  t he  gate,  gal- 1  hedge,  and  in  the  dead  of  night, 
loped  alone  and  fast,  tin  tracked  by  |  reined  in,  at  last,  before  the  royal 
human  enemy,  but  goaded  by  the  foe    towers  of  Windsor. 


CHAPTER  II. 


MANY    THINGS    BRIEFLY    TOLD. 


The  events  that  followed  the  king's 
escape  were  rapid  and  startling.  The 
barons  assembled  at  the  More,  en- 
raged  at  Edward's  seeming  distrust  of 
them,  separated  in  loud  anger.  The 
archbishdp  learned  the  cause  from 
one  of  his  servitors,  who  detected 
Ifarmaduke's  ambush,  but  he  was  too 
vary  to  make  known  a  circumstance 
suspicions  to  himself.  He  flew  to 
London,  and  engaged  the  mediation 
of  the  Duchess  of  York  tc  assist  his 
own.* 

The  earl  received  their  joi.t  over- 
turee  with  stern  and  ominous eo.dness, 
and  abruptly  repaired  to  Warwick, 
taking  with  him  the  Lady  Anne. 
There  he  was  joined,  the  same  day, 
by  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Clarence. 

The  Lincolnshire  rebellion  gained 
head  :  Edward  made  a  dexterous 
feint  in  calling,  by  public  commission, 
upon  Clarence  and  Warwick  to  aid  in 
ring  it  ;  if  they  refused,  the 
odium  of  tirst  aggression  would  seem 
Lngl  rest  with  them  Clarence,  more 
induced  by  personal  ambition  than 
sympathy  with  Warwick's  wrong,  in- 
censed  by  hi-  brother's  recent  slights, 
looking  to  Edward's  resignation  and 
a  consequent  a ssion  to  the 

throne,  and  inflamed  by  the  ambition 
and  pride  of  a  wife  whom  he  at  once 
feared  and  idolised,  wen!  hand  in 
I  :  but  no'  one  lord 
and    captain    whom     Montagu     had 

•  Liog.u.i     Beefoi  Misdates,  Fabyan, 667. 


sounded  lent  favour  to  the  deposition 
of  one  brother  for  the  advancement 
of  the  next.  Clarence,  though  popu- 
lar, was  too  young  to  be  respected  : 
many  there  were  who  would  rather 
have  supported  the  earl,  if  an  aspirant 
to  the  throne ;  but  that  choice,  for- 
bidden by  the  earl  himself,  there 
could  be  but  two  parties  in  England 
— the  one  for  Edward  IV.,  the  other 
for  Henry  VI. 

Lord  Montagu  had  repaired  to 
Warwick  Castle,  to  communicate  in 
person  this  result  of  his  diplomacy. 
The  earl,  whose  manner  was  com- 
pletely changed,  no  longer  frank  and 
hearty,  but  close  and  sinister,  listened 
in  gloomy  silence. 

"  And  now,"  said  Montagu,  with 
the  generous  emotion  of  a  man  whose 
nobler  nature  was  stirred  deeply,  "i. 
you  resolve  on  war  with  Edward,  I  am 
willing  to  renounce  my  own  ambition, 
the  hand  of  a  king's  daughter  for  my 
son — so  that  I  may  avenge  the  honour 
of  our  common  name.  I  confess  that 
I  have  bo  loved  Edward  that  I  would 
lain  pray  you  to  pause,  did  I  not  dis- 
trust, myself,  Lest  in  such  delay,  his 
craft  should  charm  me  back  to  the  old 
affection.  Nathless,  to  your  arm,  and 
your  great  soul,  I  have  owed  all,  and 
if  you  are  resolved  to  strike  the  blow, 
I  am  ready  to  -hare  i  he  hazard." 

The  carl  turned  away  his  face,  and 
wrung  hi    brother's  hand. 

'■  '  > 1 1 r-  father,  methink  .  hears  thee 
from  the  grave  !"  said  he,  solemnly, 
k  3 


308 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


and  there  was  a  long  pause.  At  length 
Warwick  resumed  :  "  Return  to  Lon- 
don ;  seem  to  take  no  share  in  my 
actions,  whatever  they  he ;  if  I  fail, 
why  drag  thee  into  my  ruin  1 — and 
yet,  trust  me,  I  am  rash  and  fierce  no 
more.  He  who  sets  his  heart  on  a 
great  object  suddenly  becomes  wise. 
When  a  throne  is  in  the  dust — when 
from  St.  Paul's  Cross  a  voice  goes 
forth,  to  Carlisle  and  the  Land's  End, 
proclaiming  that  the  reign  of  Edward 
the  Fourth  is  past  and  gone — then, 
Montagu,  I  claim  thy  promise  of  aid 
and  fellowship — not  before  !  " 

Meanwhile,  the  king,  eager  to  dispel 
thought  in  action,  rushed  in  person 
against  the  rebellious  forces.  Stung 
by  fear  into  cruelty,  he  beheaded, 
against  all  kingly  faith,  his  hostages, 
Lord  Welles  and  Sir  Thomas  Dymoke, 
summoned  Sir  Robert  Welles,  the 
leader  of  the  revolt,  to  surrender  ; 
received  for  answer,  "  that  Sir  Robert 
Welles  would  not  trust  the  perfidy 
of  the  man  who  had  murdered  his 
father!" — pushed  on  to  Erpingham, 
defeated  the  rebels  in  a  signal  battle, 
and  crowned  his  victory  by  a  series  of 
ruthless  cruelties — committed  to  the 
fierce  and  learned  Earl  of  Worcester, 
"  Butcher  of  England."  *     With  the 


*  Stowe.  Warkworth  Chronicle—  Cont. 
Croyl  Lord  Worcester  ordered  Clapham, 
(a  sq'n're  to  Lord  Warwick,)  and  nineteen 
ptnuis,  gentlemen  and  yeomen, lobe  impaled, 
and  from  the  horror  the  spectacle  inspired, 
and  the  universal  odium  it  attached  to 
Worcester,  it  is  to  be  feared  that  the  un- 
happy men  were  still  sensible  to  the  agony 
of  this  infliction,  though  they  appear  first  to 
have  been  drawn,  and  partially  hanged; — 
outrage  confined  only  to  the  tiead  bodies  of 
rebels,  being  too  common  at  that  day  to  have 
excited  the  indignation  which  attended  the 
sentence  Worcester  passed  on  his  victims. 
It  is  in  vain  that  some  writers  would  seek  to 
cleanse  the  memory  of  this  learned  nobleman 
from  t lie  stain  of  cruelty,  by  rhetorical 
remarks  on  the  improbability  that  a  culti- 
vator  of  letters  should  be  of  a  ruthless  dispo- 
sition, rhe  general  philosophy  of  this  defence 
is  erroneous  In  ignorant  ages,  a  man  of 
superior    acquirement.-,    is    nut    necessarily 


prompt  vigour  and  superb  generalship 
which  Edward  ever  displayed  in  war, 
he  then  cut  his  gory  way  to  the  fore 
which  Clarence  and  Warwick  (though 
their  hostility  was  still  undeclared) 
had  levied,  with  the  intent  to  join  the 
defeated  rebels.  He  sent  his  herali, 
Garter  King-at-arms,  to  summon  the 
earl  and  the  duke  to  appear  before 
him  within  a  certain  day.  The  time 
expired ;  he  proclaimed  them  traitors, 
and  offered  rewards  for  their  appre- 
hension !  * 

So  sudden  had  been  Warwick's 
defection — so  rapid  the  king's  move- 
ments— that  the  earl  had  not  time  to 
mature  his  resources,  assemble  his 
vassals,  consolidate  his  schemes.  His 
very  preparations,  upon  the  night  on 
which  Edward  had  repaid  his  services 
by  such  hideous  ingratitude,  had 
manned  the  country  with  armies 
against  himself.  Girt  but  with  a 
scanty  force  collected  in  haste,  (and 
which  consisted  merely  of  his  re- 
tainers, in  the  single  shire  of  War- 
wick,) the  march  of  Edward  cut  him 
off  from  the  counties  in  which  his 
name  was  held  most  dear — in  which 
his  trumpet  could  raise  up  hosts.  He 
was  disappointed  in  the  aid  he  had 
expected  from  his  powerful  but  self- 
made  humane  by  the  cultivation  of  hij 
intellect :  on  the  contrary,  he  too  often 
learns  to  look  upon  the  uneducated  herd  as 
things  of  another  clay.  Of  this  truth  all 
history  is  pregnant  —  witness  the  accom- 
plished tyrants  of  Greece,  the  profound 
and  cruel  intellect  of  the  Italian  Horgias. 
Kiehard  III.  and  Henry  V11I.  were  both 
highly  educated,  for  their  ane.  But  in  the 
case  of  Tiptoft,  Lord  Worcester,  the  evidence 
of  his  cruelty  i6  no  less  incontestable  than 
th.it  which  proves  his  learning — the  Croy- 
land  historian  alont  is  unimpeachable. 
Worcester's  popular  name  of  "  the  liutcher" 
is  sufficient  testimony  in  itself.  The  people 
an-  often  mistaken,  to  be  .sure  but  can 
scarcely  be  so  upon  the  one  point — whether 
a  man  who  has  sate  in  judgment  on  them- 
selves be  merciful  or  cruel. 

*  One  thousand  pounds  in  money,  or  one 
hundred  pounds a-year  in  land  ;  an  immense 
reward  for  that  day 
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interested,  brother-in-law,  Lord  Stan- 
fey.  Revenge  liad  become  more  dear 
to  him  than  life:  life  mast  not  be 
hazarded,  lest  revenge  be  lost.  On 
still  marched  the  king;  and  the  day 
that  his  troops  entered  Exeter,  War- 
wick, the  females  of  his  family,  with 
Clareuce,  and  a  small  but  armed 
retinue,  took  ship  from  Dartmouth, 
sailed  for  Calais,  (before  which  town, 
while  at  anchor,  Label  was  confined 
of  her  first-born) — to  the  earl's  rage 
and  dismay,  his  deputy  Vauclerc  fired 
upon  his  ships.    Warwick  then  steered 


on  towards  Normandy,  captured  some 
Flemish  vessels  by  the  way,  in  token 
of  defiance  to  the  earl's  old  Burgun- 
dian  foe — and  landed  at  Harfleur — 
where  he  and  his  companions  were 
received  with  royal  honours  by  the 
Admiral  of  France,  and  finally  tool 
their  way  to  the  court  of  Louis  XL,  at 
Amboise. 

"  The  danger  is  past  for  ever  !"  said 
King  Edward,  as  the  winfl  sparkled  in 
his  goblet.  "  Rebellion  nath  lost  its 
head — and  now,  indeed,  and  for  the 
firsl  time  a  monarch,  I  reign  alone !  "* 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE    PLOT    OF    THE    HOSTELRY — THE    MAID    AND    THE    SCHOLAR    IN    THEIR   HOME. 


The    country   was  still    disturbed, 
and  the  adherents,  whether  of  Henry 
or  the  earl,  still  rose  in  many  an  out- 1 
break,  though  prevented  from  swell- 1 
ing  into  one  common  army  by  the 
extraordinary    vigour    not    only    of 
Edward,  but  of  Gloucester  and  II.it 
when  one   morning,  just  after 
the  events   thus  rapidly  related,  the 
hostelry  of   Bluster   Bancroft,  in  the 


suburban  parish  of  Marybone,  rejoiced 
in  a  motley  crowd  of  customers  and 
topers. 

Some  half  score  soldiers,  returned 
in  triumph  from  t he  royal  camp,  sate 
round  a  table  placed  agreeably  enough 
in  the  deep  recess  made  by  the  large 
jutting  lattice ;  with  them  were 
mingled  about  as  many  women, 
strangely   and   gaudily  clad.     These 


*  Before  leaving  England,  Warwick  and 
Clarence  are  generally  said  to  have  fallen  in 
with  Anthony  Woodville  and  Lord  Audi.;,, 
anil  ordered  thorn  t.i  execution  ;  from  »  hich 
the)  were  laved  bj  a  Dorsetshire  gentleman. 
Carte,  who,  though  bis  history  is  nut  withnul 
Intakes,    is   well    worth   reading  bj 
"in  the  character  of  Lord  Warwick 
may  interest,  says,  that  the  earl  had  "  tun 
muoh   magnanimity   to  put  them  t..  death 
immediately,  according  t,p  the  common  prac- 
tice of  tin  inn. ,    i,,,i  . ,,, i y  imprisoned  them 
-tic  "t  Wardour,  from  winner  they 

ii   r.  •..  tied   by   John   Tl ihill,  ;i 

D       ■  i. in-."    The 

•  >    the  Warkworth  <  bronicle,  i  p  u 

edited  b)  .Mr.  Halliwell,)  according  to  which 

Intbony  W  at  thai 

n. .mil  iik  a  Beet  upon  the  Channel, 

winch  waylaid  Warwick  tin  his  voyagi  :  bul 

(he  iDoceea  therein  attributed  to  the  gallant 


Anthony,  in  dispersing  or  seizing  all  the 
i  arl's  slop-,  save  the  one  that  bore  the  earl 
himself  and  Ins  family,  i«  proved  to  be 
purely  fabulous,  by  the  earl's  well-attested 
capture  of  the  flemish  vessels,  as  he  passed 
from  Calais  to  the  coast-  ol  Normandy,  an 
exploit  he  could  never  have  performed  with 
a  single  vessel  "f  his  own.  It  i-  very  probable 
that  the  story  of  Anthony  Woodville  &  cap- 
ture ami  peril  at  this  time  originates  in 
misadventure  many  years  before,  ami  re 
corded  in  the  Paston  letters,  as  well  as  in 
the  Chronicles, — In  the  year  1458,  Anthony 
Woodville  ami  his  lather,  l.nrd  Uivers, 
I  then  Eealoue  Lancastrians,)  really  did  fall 
b  on i-.. i  the  Kni  of  March  (lid ward 
l\  |,  Warwick  and  Salisbury,  and  gol  ofl 
' i hi  "ral  ing"  upon  thai  ude  language 
which  sin  h  "knaves'  sons"  and  •■  lotlo 
squires"  had  held  to  these  "who  were  of 
king's  blood." 
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last  were  all  young  ;  one  or  two,  in-. 
deed,  little  advanced  from  childhood. 
But  there  was  no  expression  of  youth 
in  their  hard  sinister  features  :  coarse 
paint  supplied  the  place  of  bloom:  the 
very  youngest  had  a  wrinkle  on  her 
brow ;  theii  forms  wanted  the  round 
and  supple  grace  of  early  years.  Living 
principally  in  the  open  air,  trained 
from  infancy  to  feats  of  activity,  their 
muscles  were  sharp  and  prominent — 
their  aspects  had  something  of  mascu- 
Mne  audacity  and  rudeness;  health 
itself  seemed  in  them  more  loathsome 
than  disease.  Upon  those  faces  of 
bronze,  vice  had  set  its  ineffable, 
nnmistaken  seal.  To  those  eyes  never 
had  sprung  the  tears  of  compassion 
or  woman's  gentle  sorrow ;  on  those 
brows  never  had  flushed  the  glow  of 
modest  shame  ;  their  very  voices  half 
belied  their  sex — harsh,  and  deep, 
and  hoarse — their  laughter  loud  and 
dissonant.  Some  amongst  them  were 
not  destitute  of  a  certain  beauty,  but 
It  was  a  beauty  of  feature  with  a  com- 
mon hideousness  of  expression — an 
expression  at  once  cunning,  bold, 
callous,  and  licentious.  Womanless, 
through  the  worst  vices  of  woman  — 
passionless,  through  the  premature 
waste  of  passion — they  stood  between 
the  sexes  like  foul  and  monstrous 
anomalies,  made  up  and  fashioned 
from  the  rank  depravities  of  both. 
These  creatures  seemed  to  have  newly 
arrived  from  some  long  wayfaring — 
their  shoes  and  the  hems  of  their 
robes  were  covered  with  dust  and  mire 
— their  faces  were  heated,  and  the 
veins  in  their  bare,  sinewy,  sunburned 
arms  were  swollen  by  fatigue.  Each 
had  beside  her  on  the  floor  a  timbrel 
— each  wore  at  her  girdle  a  long  knife 
in  its  sheath  :  well  that  the  sheaths 
hid  the  blades,  for  not  one — not  even 
that  which  yon  cold-eyed  child  of 
fifteen  wore — but  had  on  its  steel  the 
dark  stain  of  human  blood  ! 

The  presence  of  soldiers  fresh  from 
ikt    scene    of    action    had   naturally 


'  brought  into  the  hostelry  several  of 
j  the  idle  gossips  of  the  suburb,  and 
!  these  stood  round  the  table,  drinking 
into  their  large  ears  the  boasting  nar- 
ratives of  the  soldiers.     At  a  small 
!  table,  apart  from  the  revellers,  but 
evidently  listening  with  attention  to 
all  the  news  of  the  hour,  sate  a  friar, 
gravely  discussing  a  mighty  tankard 
of  huffcap,  and  ever  and  anon,  as  Ue 
lifted   his   head    for  the   purpose   of 
drinking,  glancing  a  wanton  eye  at 
one  of  the  tymbesteres. 

"  But  an'  you  had  seen,"  said  a 
trooper,  who  was  the  mouthpiece  of 
his  comrades — "  an'  you  had  seen  the 
raptrils  run  when  King  Edward  him- 
self led  the  charge  !  Marry,  it  was 
like  a  cat  in  a  rabbit  burrow !  Easy 
to  see,  I  trow,  that  Earl  Warwick  was 
not  amongst  them !  His  men,  at 
least,  fight  like  devils  !" 

"  But  there  was  one  tall  fellow," 
said  a  soldier,  setting  down  his  tan- 
kard, "  who  made  a  good  fight  and 
dour,  and  but  for  me  and  my  com- 
rades, would  have  cut  his  way  to  the 
king." 

"  Ay  —  ay  —  true  !  we  saved  his 
highness,  and  ought  to  have  been 
knighted— but  there's  no  gratitude 
now-a-days ! " 

"  And  who  was  this  doughty  war- 
rior?" asked  one  of  the  bystanders, 
who  secretly  favoured  the  rebellion. 

"  Why,  it  was  said  that  he  was 
Robin  of  Redesdale.  He  who  fought 
my  Lord  Montagu  off  York." 

"  Our  Robin  ! "  exclaimed  several 
voices.  "  Ay,  he  was  ever  a  brave 
fellow — poor  Robin!" 

"  '  Your  Robin,'  and  '  poor  Robin,' 
varlets  !  "  cried  the  principal  trooper. 
"  Have  a  care !  What  do  ye  mean 
by  your  Robin  1 " 

"  Marry,  sir  soldier,"  quoth  a  but- 
cher, scratching  his  head,  and  in  a 
humble  voice — "  craving  your  paidon, 
and  the  king's,  this  Master  Robin 
sojourned  a  short  time  in  this  hamlet, 
and     was    a     kind     neighbour,    and 
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mighty  glib  of  the  tongue.  Don'1  ye 
mind,  neighbours,"  ho  added,  rapidly, 
eager    to    change    the   conversation, 

"  how  ho  made  us  leave  off  when  we 
were  just  about  burning  Adam 
Warner,  the  old  nigromancer,  in  his 

den.  yonder!  Who  else  could  have 
done  that?  But  an'  we  had  known 
Robin  had  been  a  rebel  to  sweet 
King  Edward,  we'd  have  roasted 
him  along  with  the  wizard  !  " 

One  of  the  timbrel  girls,  the  leader 
of  the  choir,  her  arm  round  a  soldier's 
neck,  looked  up  at  the  last  >peech, 
and  her  eye  followed  the  gesture  of 
the  butcher,  as  he  pointed  through 
the  open  lattice  to  the  sombre,  ruinous 
abode  of  Adam  Warner 

"  Was  that  the  house  ye  would 
have  burned  ?"  she  asked  abruptly. 

"  Yes  ;  but  Robin  told  us  the  king 
would  hang  those  who  took  on  them 
tin'  king's  blessed  privilege  of  burning 
uigromancers  ;  and,  sure  enough, 
old  Adam  Warner  was  advanced  to 
be  wizard-in-chief  to  the  king's  own 
highness  a  week  or  two  afterwards." 

The  friar  had  made  a  slight  move- 
ment at  the  name  of  Warner ;  he 
now  pushed  his  stool  nearer  to  the 
principal  group,  and  drew  his  hood 
compli  tely  over  his  countenance. 

'■  Y.a!"  exclaimed  the  mechanic, 
whose  son  had  been  the  innocent 
cause  of  the  memorable  siege  to  poor 
Adam's  dilapidated  fortress,  related 
in  the  first  book  of  this  narrative  - 
"yea;  and  what  did  he  when  there? 
Did  he  not  devise  a  horrible  engine 
for  the  destruction  of  the  poor — an 
engine  that  was  to  do  all  the  work  in 
England  by  the  devil's  help  I—  so  that 
if  a  gentleman  wanted  a  coat  of  mail, 
or  a  cloth  tunic — if  his  dame  needed 
a  Norwich  worsted  —  if  a  yeoman 
i  plongb  "r  a  wagon,  or  his 
Lr<>nd  wife  a  pot  or  a  kettle,  they  were 
o  the  armourer,  and  the 
draper,  and  the  tailor,  and  the  we  iver, 
and  the  wheelwright  and  the  black- 
smith,       but,    hey     presto!      Master 


Warner  set  his  imps  a  churning,  and 
turned  ye  out  mail  and  tunic,  worsted 
and  wagon,  kettle  and  pot,  spick 
and  span  new,  from  his  brewage  of 
vapour  and  sea-coal .'  Oh,  have  I  not 
heard  enough  of  the  sorcerer  from  my 
brother,  who  works  in  the  (Jhepe  for 
Master  Stokton,  the  mercer! — and 
Master  Stokton  was  one  of  the  wor- 
shipful deputies  to  whom  the  old 
nigromancer  had  the  front  to  boast 
his  devices." 

"  it  is  true,"  said  the  friar,  suddenly. 

"  Yes,  reverend  father,  it  is  true," 
said  the  mechanic,  doffing  his  cap, 
and  inclining  his  swarthy  face  to  this 
unexpected  witness  of  his  veracity. 
A  murmur  of  wrath  and  hatred  was 
heard  amongst  the  bystanders.  The 
soldiers  indifferently  turned  to  thei" 
female  companions.  There  was 
brief  silence  ;  and,  involuntarily,  th. 
gossips  stretched  over  the  table  to 
catch  sight  of  the  house  of  so  demoniac 
an  oppressor  of  the  poor. 

"  See,"  said  the  baker,  "  the  smoke 
still  curls  from  the  roof-cop!  I  heard 
he  had  come  back.  Old  Madge,  hi? 
handmaid,  has  bought  simnel  cakes 
of  me  the  last  week  or  so  ;  nothing 
less  than  the  finest  wheat  serves  him 
now,  I  trow.  However,  right's  right, 
and " 

"  Come  back  ! "  cried  the  fierce 
mechanic,  "the  owl  hath  kept  close 
in  his  roost !  An'  it  were  not  for  the 
king's  favour,  I  would  soon  see  how 
the  wizard  liked  to  have  fire  and 
water  brought  to  bear  against  him- 
self! " 

"  Sit  down,  sweetheart,"  whispered 
one  of  the  young  tymbesteres  to  tin 
last  speaker — 

"  Come  kiss  me,  my  darling, 
Warm  kisses  1  trade  fur " 

"A vaunt!"  quoth  the  mechanic, 
gruffly,  and  shaking  off  the  seductive 
arm  of  the  tymbestere — "Avaunt!  I 
have  neither  licfe  nor  halfpence  fir 
thee  and  thine.     Out  on  thee— a  child 
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of  thy  years  !  a  rope's  end  to  thy  hack 
were  a  friend's  best  kindness !  " 

The  girl's  eyes  sparkled,  she  in- 
gtinctively  put  her  hand  to  her  knife; 
then  turning  to  a  soldier  by  her  side, 
she  said — "  Hear  you  that,  and  sit 
still ) " 

"  Thunder  and  wounds !  "  growled 
the  soldier  thus  appealed  to — "  more 
respect  to  the  sex,  knave ;  if  I  don't 
break  thy  fool's  costard  with  my 
sword-hilt,  it  is  only  because  Red 
Grisell  can  take  care  of  herself  against 
twenty  such  lozels  as  thou.  These 
honest  girls  have  been  to  the  wars 
with  us ;  King  Edward  grudges  no 
man  his  jolly  fere.  Speak  up  for 
thyself,  Grisell !  How  many  tall  fel- 
lows didst  thou  put  out  of  their  pain, 
after  the  battle  of  Losecote  1 " 

"Only  five,  Hal,"  replied  the  cold- 
eyed  girl,  and  showing  her  glittering 
teeth  with  the  grin  of  a  young  tigress; 
— "  but  one  was  a  captain.  I  shall  do 
better  next  time ;  it  was  my  first 
battle,  thou  knowest !  " 

The  more  timid  of  the  bystanders 
exchanged  a  glance  of  horror,  and 
drew  back.  The  mechanic  resumed 
sullenly — 

"  I  seek  no  quarrel  with  lass  or 
lover.  I  am  a  plain,  blunt  man,  with 
a  wife  and  children,  who  arc  dear  to 
me ;  and  if  I  have  a  grudge  to  the 
nigromancer,  it  is  because  he  gla- 
moured my  poor  boy  Tim.  See  !  " — 
and  he  caught  up  a  blue-eyed,  hand- 
some boy,  who  had  been  clinging  to 
his  side,  and  baring  the  child's  arm, 
showed  it  to  the  spectators ;  there 
was  a  large  scar  on  the  limb,  and  it 
was  shrunk  and  withered. 

"  It  was  my  own  fault,"  said  the 
little  fellow,  deprecatingly. 

The  affectionate  father  silenced  the 
sufferer  with  a  cuff  on  the  check,  and 
res i imed — "  Ye  note,  neighbours,  the 
da)  when  the  foul  wizard  took  this 
little  one  in  his  arms:  well,  three 
weeks  afterwards  —  that  very  day 
three  weeks — as  he  was  standing  like 


a  lamb  by  the  fire,  the  good  wife's 
caldron  seethed  over,  without  reason 
or  rhyme,  and  scalded  his  arm  till  it 
rivelled  up  like  a  leaf  in  November , 
and  if  that  is  not  glamour,  why  have 
we  laws  against  witchcraft?" 

"  True — true  1"  groaned  the  chorus. 

The  boy,  who  had  borne  his  father's 
blow  without  a  murmur,  now  again 
attempted  remonstrance.  "The  hot 
water  went  over  the  grey  cat,  too,  but 
Master  Warner  never  bewitched  her, 
daddy." 

"  He  takes  his  part ! — You  hear  the 
daff  laddy?  He  takes  the  old  nigro- 
niancer's  part  —  a  sure  sign  of  the 
witchcraft;  but  I'll  leather  it.  out  of 
thee,  I  will  !"  and  the  mechanic  again 
raised  his  weighty  arm.  The  child 
did  not  this  time  await  the  blow  ;  he 
dodged  under  the  butcher's  apron, 
gained  the  door,  and  disappeared. 
"  And  he  teaches  our  own  children  to 
fly  in  our  faces  ! "  said  the  father,  in  a 
kind  of  whimper. 

The  neighbours  sighed,  in  com- 
miseration. 

"  Oh  ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  fiercer 
tone,  grinding  his  teeth,  and  shaking 
his  clenched  fist  towards  Adam  War- 
ner's melancholy  house—"  I  say  again, 
if  the  king  did  not  protect  the  vile 
sorcerer,  I  would  free  the  land  from 
his  devilries,  ere  his  black  master 
could  come  to  his  help." 

"  The  king  cares  not  a  straw  for 
Master  Warner  or  his  inventions,  my 
son,"  said  a  rough,  loud  voice.  All 
turned,  and  saw  the  friar  standing  in 
the  midst  of  the  circle.  "  Know  ye 
not,  my  children,  that  the  king  sent 
thi  wretch  neck  and  crop  out  of  the 
palace,  for  having  bewitched  the  Earl 
of  Warwick  and  his  grace  the  Lord 
Clarence,  so  that  they  turned  unnatu- 
rally against  their  own  kinsman,  his 
highness.  But '  Manus  malorum  suos 
bonus  breaket' — that  is  to  say, — the 
fists  of  wicked  men  only  whack  their 
own  bones.  Ye  have  all  heard  tell  of 
Friar  Bungey,  my  children  V 
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"Ay-ay!"  answered  two  or  three 
fin  a  breath — "a  wizard,  it 's  true,  and 
a  mighty  one  ;  but  he  never  did  harm 
to  the  poor,  though  they  do  Bay  he 
made  a  quaint  image  of  the  earl, 
and " 

"  Tut — tut !  "  interrupted  the  friar, 
"all  Bungey  did  was  to  try  to  disen- 
chant the  Lord  Warwick,  whom  yon 
miscreant  had  spellbound.  Poor 
Bungey  !  he  is  a  friend  to  the  people; 
and  when  he  found  that  Master  Adam 
was  making  a  device  for  their  ruin, 
he  spared  no  toil,  I  assure  ye,  to  frus- 
trate the  iniquity.  Oh,  how  he  fasted 
and  watched  !  Oh,  how  many  a  time 
he  fought,  tooth  and  nail,  with  the 
devil  in  person,  to  get  at  the  infernal 
invention  !  for  if  lit  had  that  inven- 
tion once  in  his  hands,  he  could  turn 
it  to  good  account,  I  can  promise  ye  ; 
and  give  ye  rain  for  the  green  blade, 
and  sun  for  the  ripe  sheaf.  But  the 
fiend  got  the  better  at  first ;  and 
King  Edward,  bewitched  himself  for 
the  moment,  would  have  hanged 
Friar  Bungey  fur  crossing  old  Adaro, 
if  he  had  not  called  three  times,  in  a 
loud  voice  —  '  Presto  pepranxenon  ! ' 
changed  himself  into  a  bird,  and 
flown  out  of  the  window.  As  soon  as 
Master  Adam  Warner  found  the  field 
clear  to  himself,  he  employed  his 
daughter  to  bewitch  the  Lord  Hast- 
ings ;  he  set  brother  against  brother, 
and  made  the  king  and  Lord  George 
fall  to  loggerheads  ;  he  stirred  up  the 
rebellion,  and  where  he  would  have 
stopped  the  foul  fiend  only  knows,  if 
your  friend,  Friar  Bungey,  who, 
though  a  wizard  as  you  say,  is  only 
bo  for  your  benefit  (and  a  holy  priest 
into  the  bargain),  had  not,  by  aid  of 
a  good  spirit,  whom  he  conjured  up 
in  the  island  of  Tartary,  disenchanted 
the  king,  and  made  him  see  in  a 
dream  what  the  villanous  Warner  was 
Dg  against  his  crown  ami  hie 
people,-  whereon   his  bighni 

Warner  and  his  daughter  back 
to  their  roost,  and,  helped   bj    Friar 


Bungey,  beat  his  enemies  out  of  the 
kingdom.  So,  if  ye  have  a  mind  to 
save  your  children  from  mischief  and 
malice,  ye  may  set  to  work  with  good 
heart,  always  provided  that  ye  touch 
not  old  Adam's  iron  invention.  Woe 
betide  ye,  if  ye  think  to  destroy  that ! 
Bring  it  safe  to  Friar  Bungey,  whom 
ye  will  find  returned  to  the  palace, 
and  journeymen's  wages  will  be  a 
penny  a  day  higher  for  the  next  ten 
years  to  come !  "  With  these  words 
the  friar  threw  down  his  reckoning, 
and  moved  majestically  to  the  door. 

"An'  I  might  trust  you  V  said  Tim's 
father,  laying  hold  of  the  friar's  serge. 
"  Ye  may  —  ye  may  !  "  cried  the 
leader  of  the  tymbesteres,  starting  up 
from  the  lap  of  her  soldier,  "  for  it  is 
Friar  Bungey  himself ! " 

A  movement  of  astonishment  and 
terror  was  universal. 

"  Friar  Bungey  himself !  "  repeated 
the  burly  impostor.  "  Right,  lassie, 
right ;  and  he  now  goes  to  the  palace 
of  the  Tower,  to  mutter  good  spells  in 
King  Edward's  ear— spells  to  defeat 
the  malignant  ones,  and  to  lower  the 
price  of  beer.     Wax  wobiscum  !  " 

With  that  salutation,  more  benevo- 
lent than  accurate,  the  friar  vanished 
from  the  room  ;  the  chief  of  the  tym- 
besteres  leaped  lightly  on  the  table, 
put  one  foot  on  the  soldier's  shoulder, 
and  sprang  through  the  open  lattice. 
She  found  the  friar  in  the  act  of 
mounting  a  sturdy  mule,  which  had 
been  tied  to  a  post  by  the  door. 

"  Fie,  Graul  Skellet !  Fie,  Graul !  " 
said  the  conjurer.  "  Respect  for  my 
serge.  We  must  not  be  noted  toge- 
ther out  of  door  in  the  daylight. 
There 's  a  groat  for  thee.  Vade,  exe- 
crabilis, — that  is,  Good  day  to  thee, 
pretty  rogue ! " 

"  A  word,  friar,  a  word.  Would st 
thou  have  the  old  man  burned, 
drowned,  or  torn  piecemeal  !  He 
hath  a  daughter,  too,  who  once  sough! 
to  mar  our  trade  with  her  gittern  ;  a 
dan- liter,  then  in  a  kirtle  that  I  would 
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not  have  nimmed  from  a  hedge,  but 
whom  I  last  saw  in  sarcenet  and  lawn, 
with  a  great  lord  for  her  fere."  The 
tyinbestere's  eyes  shone  with  malig- 
nant envy,  as  she  added  —  "  Graul 
Skellet  loves  not  to  see  those,  who 
have  worn  worsted  and  say,  walk  in 
sarcenet  and  lawn  !  Graul  Skellet 
loves  not  wenches  who  have  lords  for 
their  feres,  and  yet  who  shrink  from 
Qraul  and  her  sisters  as  the  sound 
from  the  leper." 

"  Fegs,"  answered  the  friar,  impa- 
tiently, "  I  know  nought  against  the 
daughter — a  pretty  lass,  but  too  high 
for  my  kisses.  And  as  for  the  father, 
I  want  not  the  man's  life — that  is,  not 
very  specially — but  his  model,  his 
mechanical.  He  may  go  free,  if  that 
can  be  compassed  ;  if  not, — why,  the 
model  at  all  risks  !    Serve  me  in  this." 

"And  thou  will  teach  me  the  last 
tricks  of  the  cards,  and  thy  great  art 
of  making  phantoms  glide  by  on  the 
wall  1 " 

"  Bring  the  model  intact,  and  I 
will  teach  thee  more,  Graul ;  —  the 
dead  man's  candle,  and  the  charm  of 
the  newt — and  I  '11  give  thee,  to  boot, 
the  caul  of  the  parricide,  that  thou 
hast  prayed  me  so  oft  for.  Hum  ! — 
thou  hast  a  girl  in  thy  troop  who 
hath  a  blinking  eye  that  well  pleases 
me; — but  go  now,  and  obey  me. 
Work  before  play — and  grace  before 
pudding ! " 

The  tymbestere  nodded,  snapped 
her  fingers  in  the  air,  and  humming 
no  holy  ditty,  returned  to  the  house 
through  the  door-way. 

This  short  conference  betrays  to 
the  reader  the  relations,  mutually  ad- 
vantageous, which  subsisted  between 
the  conjurer  and  the  tymbesteres. 
Their  troop  (the  mothers,  perchance, 
of  the  generation  we  treat  of)  had 
been  familiar  to  the  friar  in  his  old 
capacity  of  mountebank  or  tre<;etoiir,, 
and  in  his  clerical  and  courtly  eleva- 
tion, he  did  not  disdain  an  ancient 
connexion  that  served  him  well  with 


the  populace  ;  for  these  grim  children 
of  vice  seemed  present  in  every  place, 
where  pastime  was  gay,  or  strife  was 
rampant;  in  peace,  at  the  merry- 
makings and  the  hostelries— in  war, 
following  the  camp,  and  seen,  at 
night,  prowling  through  the  battle- 
fields to  despatch  the  wounded  and 
to  rifle  the  slain  : — In  merry-making, 
hostelry,  or  in  camp,  they  could  thus 
still  spread  the  fame  of  Friar  Bungey, 
and  uphold  his  repute  both  for  ter- 
rible lore  and  for  hearty  love  of  the 
commons. 

Nor  was  this  all ;  both  tymbesteres 
and  conjurer  were  fortune-tellers  by 
profession.  They  could  interchange 
the  anecdntes  each  picked  up  in  their 
different  lines.  The  tymbestere  could 
thus  learn  the  secrets  of  gentle  and 
courtier  —  the  conjurer  those  of  the 
artisan  and  mechanic. 

Unconscious  of  the  formidable  dis- 
positions of  their  neighbours,  Sibyll 
and  Warner  were  inhaling  the  sweet 
air  of  the  early  spring  in  their  little 
garden.  His  disgrace  had  affected  the 
philosopher  less  than  might  be  sup- 
posed. True,  that  the  loss  of  the 
king's  favour  was  the  deferring  inde- 
finitely,—perhaps  for  life, — any  prac- 
tical application  of  his  adored  theory; 
and  yet,  somehow  or  other,  the  theory 
itself  consoled  him.  At  the  worst,  he 
should  find  some  disciple,  some  inge- 
nious student,  more  fortunate  than 
himself,  to  whom  he  could  bequeath 
the  secret,  and  who,  when  Adam  was 
in  his  grave,  would  teach  the  world 
to  revere  his  name.  Meanwhile,  his 
time  was  his  own  ;  he  was  lord  of  a 
home,  though  ruined  and  desolate ; 
he  was  free,  with  his  free  thoughts ; 
and  therefore,  as  he  paced  the  narrow 
garden,  his  step  was  lighter,  his  mind 
less  absent,  than  when  parched  with 
feverish  fear  and  hope,  for  the  imme- 
diate practical  success  of  a  principle 
which  was  to  be  tried  before  the 
hazardous  tribunal  of  prejudice  and 
hruorauce. 
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•'  My  child,"  said  the  sage,  "I  feel, 
for  the  lirst  time  for  years,  the  dis- 
tinction of  the  seasons.  I  feel  that 
wo  are  walking  in  the  pleasant  spring. 
Young  days  come  back  to  me  like 
dreams  ;  and  1  could  almost  think  thy 
mother  were  once  more  by  my  side  ! " 

Sibyll  pressed  her  lather's  hand, 
and  a  soft  but  melancholy  sigh  stirred 
her  rosy  lips.  She,  too.  felt  the  halm 
of  the  young  year;  yet  her  father's 
word-;  broke  upon  sad  and  anxious 
musings.  Nol  to  youth  as  to  age,  not 
to  loving  fancy  as  to  baffled  wisdom, 
has  seclusion  charms  that  compensate 
for  the  passionate  and  active  world  ! 
On  coming  lack  to  the  old  house,  on 
glancing  round  its  mildewed  walls, 
comfortless  and  bare,  the  neglected, 
weed  grown  garden,  Sibyll  had  shud- 
dered in  dismay.  Had  her  ambition 
fallen  again  into  its  old  abject  state1! 
Were  all  her  hopes  to  restore  her  an- 
cestral  fortunes,  to  vindicate  her  dear 
father's  fame,  shrunk  into  this  slough 
of  actual  poverty  —  the  butterfly's 
wiiiLis  folded  back  into  the  chrysalis 
shroud  of  torpor]  The  vast  disparity 
between  herself  and  Hastings  had  not 
struck  her  so  forcibly  at  the  court; 
here,  at  home,  the  very  walls  pro- 
claimed it.  When  I'd  ward  had  dis- 
missed the  an  welcome  witnesses  of 
tempted  crime,  he  had  given 
orders  that  they  should  be  conducted 
to  their  house  through  the  most  pri- 
vate ways,  lie  naturally  desin  d  to 
create  no  curious  comment  upon  their 
departure.  Unperceived  by  their 
neighbours,  Sibyll  and  her  father  had 
access  by  the  garden  gate. 
Old  Madge  received  them  in  dismay  ; 
for  -he  hail  been  in  the  habit  of  visit- 
ing Sibyll  weekly  at  the  palace,  and 
dned.  in  the  old  familiarity 
subsisting,  then,  between  maiden  and 
ourae,  some  insight  into  her  heart. 
She  had  cherished  the  fondest  hopes 
for  the  fate  of  her  young  mistress  ; — 
and  now,  to  labour  ami  to  penury  had 
the   fate   returned!      The   guard    who 


accompanied  them,  according  to  Ed- 
ward's orders,  left  some  pieces  of  gold, 
which  Adam  rejected,  but  Madge 
secretly  received  and  judiciously  ex- 
pended. And  this  was  all  their  wealth. 
But  not.  of  toil  nor  of  penury  in  them- 
selves thought  Sibyll ;  she  thought 
but  of  Hastings — wildly,  passionately, 
trustfully,  unceasingly,  of  the  absent 
Hastings.  Oh  !  he  would  seek  her— 
he  would  come — her  reverse  would  but 
the  more  endear  her  to  him!  Hast 
ings  came  not.  She  soon  learned  th« 
w  herefore.  War  threatened  the  land 
— he  was  at  his  post,  at  the  head  of 
armies. 

Oh,  with  what  panoply  of  prayer  she 
sought  to  shield  that  beloved  breast  ! 
And  now  the  old  man  spoke  of  the 
blessed  spring,  the  holiday  time  of 
lovers  and  of  love,  and  the  young  girl, 
sighing,  said  to  her  mournful  heart, 
"  The  world  hath  its  sun, — where  is 
mine'.'" 

The  peacock  strutted  up  to  his 
poor  protectors,  and  spread  his  plumes 
to  the  gilding  beams.  And  then 
Sibyll  recalled  the  day  wdien  she  had 
walked  in  that  spot  with  Marmaduke, 
and  he  had  talked  of  his  youth,  ambi- 
tion, and  lusty  hopes,  while,  silentand 
absorbed,  she  had  thought  within  her- 
self, "  could  the  world  be  open  to  me 
as  to  him, — I  too  have  ambition,  and 
it  should  find  its  goal."  Now  what 
contrast  between  the  two — the  man 
enriched  and  honoured,  if  to-day  in 
peril  or  in  exile,  to-morrow  free  to 
march  forward  still  on  his  career — 
the  world  the  country  to  him  whose 
heart  was  bold  and  whose  name  was 
stainless  !  And  she,  the  woman, 
brought  back  to  the  prison-home, 
scorn  around  her,  impotent  to  avenge, 
and  forbidden  to  fly!  Wherefore! — 
Sibyll  felt  her  supeiiority  of  mind,  of 
thought,  of  nature  —  Wherefore  the 
Contrast   I      The    success    was    that    of 

man,  the  discomfiture  that  of  woman 
w  oe  i..  the  man  who  precedes  hi-  age, 
but    oever  yet    bas  an  age  been  in 
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which  genius  and  ambition  are  safe  to 
woman  ! 

The  father  and  the  child  turned 
into  their  house ;  the  day  was  de- 
clining ;  Adam  mounted  to  his  stu- 
dious chamber,  Sibyll  sought  the 
solitary  servant. 

'•  What  tidings,  oh,  what  tidings ! 
The  war,  you  say,  is  over ;  the  great 
earl,  his  sweet  daughter,  safe  upon  the 
seas,  but  Hastings,  oh,  Hastings !  what 
of  him  ? " 


"  My  bonnibell,  my  lady-bird,  I 
have  none  but  good  tales  to  tell  thee. 
I  saw  and  spoke  with  a  soldier  who 
served  under  Lord  Hastings  himself; 
he  is  unscathed,  he  is  in  London. 
But  they  say  that  one  of  his  bands  ia 
quartered  in  the  suburb,  and  that 
there  is  a  report  of  a  rising  in  Hert- 
fordshire." 

"When  will  peace  come  to  Rngland 
and  to  me  !"  sighed  Sibyll. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THIS    WORLDS   JUSTICE,  AND    THE    WISDOM    OF   OUR    ANCESTORS. 


The  night  had  now  commenced, 
and  Sibyll  was  still  listening — or,  per- 
haps, listening  not — to  the  soothing 
babble  of  the  venerable  servant.  They 
were  both  seated  in  the  little  room 
that  adjoined  the  hall,  and  their  only 
light  came  through  the  door  opening 
on  the  garden — a  grey,  indistinct  twi- 
light, relieved  by  the  few  earliest 
stars.  The  peacock,  his  head  under 
his  wing,  roosted  on  the  balustrade, 
and  the  song  of  the  nightingale,  from 
amidst  one  of  the  neighbouring 
copses,  which  studded  the  ground 
towards  the  chase  of  Mary  bone,  came 
soft  and  distant  on  the  serene  air. 
The  balm  and  freshness  of  spring 
were  felt  in  the  dews,  in  the  skies,  in 
the  sweet  breath  of  young  herb  and 
leaf;  —  through  the  calm  of  ever- 
watchful  nature,  it  seemed  as  it'  you 
might  mark,  distinct  and  visible, 
minute  after  minute,  the  blessed 
growth  of  April  into  May. 

Suddenly,  Madge  uttered  a  cry  of 
alarm,  and  pointed  towards  the  oppo- 
site wall.  Sibyll,  startled  from  her 
reverie,  looked  up,  and  saw  something 
dusk  and  dwarf-like,  perched  upon 
the  crumbling  eminence.  Presently 
this  apparition  leaped  lightly  into  the 
garden,  and  the  alarm  of  the  women 


was  lessened  on  seeing  a  young  boy 
creep  stealthily  over  the  grass,  and 
approach  the  open  door. 

"  Heh,  child  ! "  said  Madge,  rising. 
"  What  wantest  thou?" 

"  Hist,  gammer,  hist !  Ah  !  the 
young  mistress  ?  That 's  well.  Hist ! 
I  say  again."  The  boy  entered  the 
room.  "  I'm  in  time  to  save  you.  In 
half  an  hour  your  house  will  be 
broken  into,  perhaps  burnt.  The 
boys  are  clapping  their  hands  now  at 
the  thoughts  of  the  bonfire.  Father 
and  all  the  neighbours  are  getting 
ready.  Hark  !  hark  !  No,  it  is  only 
the  wind  !  The  tynibesteres  are  to 
give  note.  When  you  hear  their  bells 
tinkle,  the  mob  will  meet.  Run  for 
your  lives,  you  and  the  old  man,  and 
don't  ever  say  it  was  poor  Tim  who 
told  you  this,  for  father  would  beat  me 
to  (hub.  Ye  can  still  g?t  through 
the  garden  into  the  fields.     Quick  ! " 

"  I  will  go  to  the  master,"  ex- 
claimed Madge,  hurrying  from  the 
room. 

The  child  caught  Sibyll's  cold 
hand  through  the  dark.  "  And  I  say, 
.mistress,  if  his  worship  is  a  wizard, 
don't  let  him  punish  father  and 
mother,  or  poor  Tim,  or  his  lit  tie  sis- 
ter ;  though  Tim  was  once  naughty 
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and  hooted  Master  Warner.  Many, 
many,  many  a  time  and  ofl  have  I 
seen  thai  kind, mild  face  in  my  sleep, 
just  as  when  it  bent  over  me — while 
I  kick<  J  and  screamed — and  the  poor 
gentleman  said,  •  Thinkest  thou  I 
would  harm  thee?'  But  he'll  forgive 
me  now,  will  he  noi  '  And  when  I 
turned  the  seething  water  overmyself, 
and  they  said  it  was  all  along  of  the 
.vizard.  my  heart  pained  more  than 
the  arm.  But  they  whip  me,  and 
groan  out  that  the  devil  is  in  me,  if  I 
don't  say  that  the  kettle  upset  of  it- 
self !  Oh,  those  fcymbesteres!  Mis- 
tress, did  you  ever  see  them'!  They 
fright  me.  If  you  could  hear  how 
they  set  on  all  the  neighbours!  And 
their  laugh— it  makes  the  hair  stand 
mi  end  !  But  you  will  get  away,  and 
thank  Tim  too!  Oh.  1  shall  laugh 
then,  when  they  find  the  old  house 
empty ! " 

'•  May  our  dear  Lord  bless  thee — 
bless  thee,  child,"  sobbed  Sibyl]. 
clasping  the  boy  in  her  arms,  and 
kissing  him,  while  her  tears  bathed 
his  cheeks. 

A  light  gleamed  on  the  threshold — 
Madge,  holding  a  candle,  appeared 
with  Warner,  his  hat  and  cloak  thrown 
on  in  haste.  "What  is  this?"  said 
the  poor  scholar.  "  Can  it  De  true  1 
Is  mankind  so  cruel  '  What  have  I 
done,  woe  is  me  !  what  have  I  done  to 
deserve  this?" 

"Come,  dear  father,  quick,"  said 
Sibyll,  drying  her  tears,  and  wakened, 
by  the  presence  of  the  old  man,  into 
energy  and  courage.  "  But  put  thy 
hand  on  this  boy's  head,  and  bless  him, 
for  it  is  he  who  has,  haply,  saved  us." 

The  boy  trembled  a  moment  as  the 
long  bearded  face  turned  towards  him, 
but  when  he  caught  and  recognised 
those  meek,  Bweel  eyes,  his  supersti- 
tion vanished,  and  it  was  but  a  holy 
and    grateful    awe    that     thrilled    his 

young  M 1,   as  the  old   man  placed 

both  withered  hands  over  his  yellow 
hair,  and  murmured — 


"  God  shield  thy  youth— God  make 
thy  manhood  worthy — God  give  thee 
children  in  thine  old  age  with  hearts 
like  thine  !" 

Scarcely  had  the  prayer  ceases 
when  the  clash  of  timbrels,  with  their 
jingling  bells,  was  heard  in  the  street. 
Once,  twice,  again,  and  a  fierce  yell 
closed  in  chorus,  — caught  up  and 
echoed  from  corner  to  corner,  from 
house  to  house. 

"Run — run!"  cried  the  boy,  turn- 
ing white  with  terror. 

"But  the  Eureka — my  hope — my 
mind's  child!"  exclaimed  Adam,  sud- 
denly, and  halting  at  the  door. 

"Eh — eh!"  said  Madge,  pushing 
him  forward.  "It  is  too  heavy  to 
move  ;  thou  couldst  not  lift  it.  Think 
of  thine  own  flesh  and  blood — of  thy 
daughter — of  her  dead  mother.  Save 
her  life  if  thou  carest  not  for  thine 
own  !" 

"  Go,  Sibyll,  go — and  thou,  Madge 
— I  will  stay.  What  matters  my  life, 
it  is  but  the  servant  of  a  thought! 
Perish  master     perish  slave  !" 

"  Father !  unless  you  come  with  me 
I  stir  not.  Fly,  or  perish  !  Your  fate 
is  mine  !  Another  minute  !  Oh,  hea- 
ven of  mercy,  that  roar  igain !  We 
are  Mth  lost!" 

"  Go,  sir,  go-;  they  care  not  for  your 
iron — iron  cannot  feel.  They  will  not 
touch  that  !  Have  not  your  daughter's 
life  upon  your  soul  I" 

''Sibyll — Sibyll.  forgive  me!  Come!'- 
said  Warner,  conscience-stricken  at 
the  appeal. 

Madge  and  the  boy  ran  forwards — 
the  old  woman  unbarred  the  garden- 
gate  —  Sibyll  and  her  father  went 
forth — the  fields  stretched  before  them 
calm  and  solitary — the  boy  leaped  up, 
Kissed  Sibyll's  pale  cheek,  and  then 
bounded  across  the  grass,  and  vanished. 

"  Loiter  not,  Madge.  Come  ! "  cried 
Sibyll. 

"  Nay,"  said  the  old  woman,  shrink- 
ing back;  "they  bear  no  grudge  to 
me;  I  am   too    old   to  do  ought    but 
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burthen  ye.  I  will  stay,  and  per- 
chance save  the  house  and  the  chattels, 
and  poor  master's  deft  contrivance. 
Whist !  thou  knowest  his  heart  would 
break  if  none  were  by  to  guard  it." 

With  that  the  faithful  servant 
thrust  the  broad  pieces  that  yet 
remained  of  the  king's  gift  into  the 
gipsire  Sibyll  wore  at  her  girdle,  and 
then  closed  and  rebaned  the  door 
before  they  could  detain  her. 

"  It  is  base  to  leave  her,"  said  the 
Scholar-gentleman. 

The  noble  Sibyll  could  not  refute 
her  father.  Afar  they  heard  the 
trampling  of  feet :  suddenly,  a  dark 
red  light  shot  up  into  the  blue  air,  a 
light  from  the  flame  of  many  torches. 

"  The  Wizard— the  Wizard  !  Death 
to  the  Wizard,  who  would  starve  the 
■poor!"  yelled  forth,  and  was  echoed 
by  a  stern  hurrah. 

Adam  stood  motionless,  Sibyll  by 
his  side. 

"The  Wizard  and  his  daughter!" 
shrieked  a  sharp  single  voice,  the  voice 
of  Graul  the  tymbestere. 

Adam  turned.  "  Fly,  my  child — - 
they  now  threaten  thee.  Come  — 
coma — come  ;"  and  taking  her  by  the 
hand,  he  hurried  her  across  the  fields, 
skirting  the  hedge,  their  shadows 
(lodging,  irregular,  and  quaint,  on  the 
starlit  sward.  The  father  had  lost 
all  thought  —  all  care  but  for  the 
daughter's  life.  They  paused  at  last, 
out  of  breath  and  exhausted :  the 
sounds  at  the  distance  were  lulled  and 
hushed.  They  looked  towards  the 
direction  of  the  home  they  had  aban- 
doned, expecting  to  see  the  flames 
destined  to  consume  it  reddening  the 
sky  ;  but  all  was  dark, — or,  rather, 
no  light  save  the  holy  stars  and  the 
rising  moon  offended  the  majestic 
heaven 

"  They  cannot  harm  the  poor  old 
woman  ;  she  hath  no  lore.  On  her 
gray  hairs  nas  fallen  not  the  curse  of 
men's  hate  '"  said  Warner. 

"  Right,  father;   when  they  found 


us  flown,  doubtless  the  cruel  ones  dis- 
persed. But  they  may  search  yet  for 
thee.  Lean  on  me,  I  am  strong  and 
young.  Another  effort,  and  we  gain 
the  safe  coverts  of  the  Chase." 

While  yet  the  last  word  hung  on 
her  lips,  they  saw,  on  the  path  they 
had  left,  the  burst  of  torchlight,  and 
heard  the  mob  hounding  on  their 
track.  But  the  thick  copses,  with 
their  pale  green  just  budding  into 
life,  were  at  hand.  On  they  flea  :  the 
deer  started  from  amidst  th  3  entangled 
fern,  but  stood  and  gazed  at  them 
without  fear  ;  the  playful  hares  in  the 
green  alleys  ceased  not  their  nightlj 
sports  at  the  harmless  footsteps ;  anc 
when  at  last,  in  the  dense  thicket, 
they  sunk  down  on  the  mossy  roots 
of  a  giant  oak,  the  nightingales  over- 
head chanted  as  if  in  melancholy 
welcome.     They  were  saved  ! 

But  in  their  home  fierce  tires  glared 
amidst  the  tossing  torchlight  ;  the 
crowd,  baffled  by  the  strength  of  the 
door,  scaled  the  wall,  broke  through 
the  lattice-work  of  the  hall  window, 
and  streaming  through  room  after 
room,  roared  forth — "Death  to  the 
Wizard  !"  Amidst  the  sordid  dresses 
of  the  men,  the  soiled  and  faded 
tinsel  of  the  tymbesteres  gleamed  and 
sparkled.  It  was  a  scene  the  she 
fiends  revelled  in — dear  are  outrage 
and  malice,  and  the  excitement  of 
turbulent  passions,  and  the  savage 
voices  of  frantic  men,  and  the  thirst 
of  blood  to  those  everlasting  furies  of 
a  mob  —  under  whatever  name  we 
know  them,  in  whatever  time  they 
taint  with  their  presence  women  in 
whom  womanhood  is  blasted  ! 

Door  after  doer  was  burst  open  with 
cries  of  disappointed  rage ;  at  last, 
they  ascended  the  turret-stairs — they 
found  a  small  door,  barred  and  locked 
Tim's  father,  a  huge  axe  in  his  brawny 
'arm,  shivered  the  panels;  the  crowd 
rushed  in, — and  there,  seated  amongst 
a  strange  and  motley  litter,  they  found 
tie    devoted    .Madge.     The   poor   old 
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woman  had  collected  into  this  place, 
a*  the  stronghold  of  the  mansion, 
whatever  portable  articles  seemed  to 
her  most  precious,  either  from  value 
or  association.  Sibyll's  gittern  (Mar 
maduke's  gift)  lay  amidst  a  lumber  of 
tools  and  implements — a  faded  robe 
of  her  dead  mother's,  treasured  by 
Madge  and  Sibyl!  both,  as  a  relic  of 
holy  love — a  few  platters  and  cups  of 
pewter,  the  pride  of  old  Madge's  heart 
to  keep  bright  and  clean,  odds  and 
ends  of  old  hangings,  a  battered  silver 
Brooch  m  love-gift  to  Madge  herself 
when  she  was  young)  —  these,  and 
luchlike  scraps  of  finery,  hoards  ines- 
timable to  the  household  memory  and 
affection,  lay  confusedly  heaped  around 
be  huge  grim  model,  before  which, 
mute  and  tranquil,  sate  the  brave  old 
woman. 

The  crowd  halted,  and  stared  round 
in  superstitious  terror,  and  dumb 
marvel. 

The  leader  of  the  tymbesteres  sprang 
forward — 

"  Where  is  thy  master,  old  hag, 
and  where  the  bonny  maid  who 
glamours  lords,  and  despises  us  bold 
lasses]" 

"  Alack  !  master  and  the  damsel 
have  gone  hours  ago  !  I  am  alone  in 
the  house  ;  what 's  your  will  ?" 

"  The  crone  looks  parlous  witch- 
like!"  said  Tim's  father,  crossing 
himself,  and  somewhat  retreating  from 
her  grey,  unquiet  eyes.  And,  indeed, 
poor  Madge,  with  her  wrinkled  face, 
bony  form,  and  high  cap,  corresponded 
far  more  with  the  vulgar  notions  of  a 
dabbler  in  the  black  art  than  did 
Adam  Warner,  with  his  comely  coun- 
tenance and  uoble  mien. 

"So  she   doth,  indeed,  and    verily," 

gaid  a  hump-backed  tinker,  "if  we 
were  to  try  a  dip  in  the  horse-pool 
yonder  it  could  do  no  harm." 

"Away  with  her!  away!"  cried 
several  voices  at  that  humane  sugges- 
tion. 

"  Nay,  nay,"  quoth  the  baker,  "she 


is  a  douce  creature,  after  all,  and  hath 
dealt  with  me  many  years.  I  dont 
care  what  becomes  of  the  wizard — 
every  one  knows  (he  added  with  pride; 
that  I  was  one  of  the  first  to  set  fire 
to  his  house  when  Robin  gainsayed 
it!- — but  right's  right  —  burn  the 
master,  not  the  drudge  !" 

This  intercession  might  have  pre- 
vailed, but,  unhappily,  at  that  moment 
Graul  Skellet,  who  had  secured  two 
stout  fellows  to  accomplish  the  object 
so  desired  by  Friar  13ungey,  laid  hands 
on  the  model,  and,  at  her  shrill  com- 
mand, the  men  advanced  and  dis- 
lodged it  from  its  place.  At  the 
same  time,  the  other  tymbesteres, 
caught  by  the  sight  of  things  pleasing 
to  their  wonted  tastes,  threw  them- 
selves, one  upon  the  faded  robe  Sibyll's 
mother  had  worn  in  her  chaste  and 
happy  youth ;  another,  upon  poor 
Madge's  silver  brooch ;  a  third,  upon 
the  gittern. 

These  various  attacks  roused  up  all 
the  spirit  and  wrath  of  the  old  woman : 
her  cries  of  distress,  as  she  darted 
from  one  to  the  other,  striking  to  the 
right  and  left  with  her  feeble  arms, 
her  form  trembling  with  passion,  were 
at  once  ludicrous  and  piteous,  and 
these  were  responded  to  by  the  shrill 
exclamations'of  the  fierce  tymbesteres, 
as  they  retorted  scratch  for  scratch, 
and  blow  for  blow.  The  spectators 
grew  animated  by  the  sight  of  actual 
outrage  and  resistance:  the  hump- 
backed linker,  whose  unwholesome 
fancy  one  of  the  aggrieved  tymbes- 
teres had  mightily  warmed,  hastened 
to  the  relief  of  his  virago;  and  ren 
dered  furious  by  finding  ten  nails 
fastened  suddenly  on  his  face,  he 
struck  down  the  poor  creature  by  a 
blow  that  stunned  her,  seized  hit-  uq 
his  arms  for  deformed  and  weakly 
as  the  tinker  was,  the  old  woman,  now 
sense  and  spirit  were  gone,  was  as 
lighl  as  >kin  and  bone  could  be— and 
followed  by  half  a  Bcore  of  his  ■■■■u. 
pvhooping  and  laughing,  here 
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her  down  the  stairs.  Tim's  father, 
who,  whether  from  parental  affection, 
or,  as  is  more  probable,  from  the 
jealous  hatred  and  prejudice  of  igno- 
rant industry,  was  bent  upon  Adam's 
destruction,  hallooed  on  some  of  his 
fiercer  fellows  into  the  garden,  tracked 
the  footsteps  of  the  fugitives  by  the 
trampled  grass,  and  bounded  over  the 
wall  in  fruitless  chase.  But  on  went 
the  more  giddy  of  the  mob,  rather  in 
sport  than  in  cruelty,  with  a  chorus 
of  drunken  apprentices  and  riotous 
boys,  to  the  spot  where  the.  hump- 
backed tinker  had  dragged  his  passive 
burthen.  The  foul  green  pond  near 
Master  Sancroft's  hostel  reflected  the 
glare  of  torches  ;  six  of  the  tymbes- 
teres  leaping  and  wheeling,  with  dog- 
gerel song  and  discordant  music,  gave 
the  signal  for  the  ordeal  of  the 
witch — 

"  Lake  or  river,  dyke  or  ditch, 

Water  nevir  drowns  the  witch. 

Witch  or  wizard  would  ye  know  ? — 

Sink  or  bwini,  is  ay  or  no. 

Lift  her,  swing  tier,  once  and  twice. 
Lift  her,  swing  her  o'er  the  brim, — 

Liile — lera— twice  and  thrice — 
Ha  !  ha  !  mother,  sink  or  sw  im  !  " 

And  while  the  last  line  was  chanted, 
amidst  the  full  jollity  of  laughter  and 
clamour,  and  clattering  tim I  irels,  there 
was  a  splash  in  the  sullen  water ;  the 
green  slough  on  the  surface  parted 
with  an  oozing  gurgle,  and  then  came 
a  dead  silence. 

"  A  murrain  on  the  hag ! — she  does 
not  even  struggle  !  "  said,  at  last,  the 
hump-backed  tinker. 

"  No,  no  !  she  cares  not  for  water 
• — try  fire  !  Out  with  her  !  out !"  cried 
Red  Grisell. 

"Aroint  her!  she  is  sullen! "said 
the  tinker,  as  his  lean  fingers  clutched 
up  the  'lead  body,  and  let  it  fall  upon 
the  margin. 

"  ]:  ad  !  "  said  the  baker,  shudder- 
ing,  "  have  done  wrong — I  told  ye 
so  !  ^  dealt  with  me  many  a  year. 
Vr>or  1  ge  ! — Right 's  right.  She 
was  no    itch  1 "  ' 


"  But  that  was  the  only  way  to  tryit," 
said  the  hump-backed  tinker;  "and  if 
she  was  not  a  witch,  why  did  she  look 
like  one!—  I  cannot  abide  ugly  folks!" 

The  bystanders  shook  their  heads. 
But  whatever  their  remorse,  it  was 
I  diverted  by  a  double  sound  :  first,  a 
loud  hurrah  from  some  of  the  mof 
who  had  loitered  for  pillage,  and  win 
now  emerged  from  Adam's  house, 
following  two  men,  who,  preceded  by 
the  terrible  Graul,  dancing  before 
them,  and  tossing  aloft  her  timbrel, 
bore  in  triumph  the  captured  Eureka; 
and,  secondly,  the  blast  of  a  clarion 
at  the  distance,  while  up  the  street 
marched — horse  and  foot,  with  pike 
and  banner — a  goodly  troop.  The 
Lord  Hastings  in  person  led  a  royal 
force,  by  a  night  march,  against  a 
fresh  outbreak  of  the  rebels,  not  ten 
miles  from  ne  city,  under  Sir  Geof- 
frey Gates,  who  had  been  lately 
arrested  by  the  Lord  Howard  at 
Southampton  —  escaped  —  collected  a 
disorderly  body  of  such  restless  men 
as  are  always  disposed  to  take  part  in 
civil  commotion,  and  now  menaced 
London  itself.  At  the  sound  of  the 
clarion  the  valiant  mob  dispersed  in 
all  directions,  for  even  at  that  day 
mobs  had  an  instinct  of  terror  at  the 
approach  of  the  military,  and  a  quick 
reaction  from  outrage  to  the  fear  of 
retaliation. 

But,  at  the  sound  of  martial  music, 
the  tymbesteres  silenced  their  own 
instruments,  and  instead  of  flying, 
they  darted  through  the  crowd,  each 
to  seek  the  other,  and  unite  as  for 
counsel.  Graul,  pointing  to  Mr. 
Sancroft's  hostelry,  whispered  the 
bearers  of  the  Eureka  to  seek  refuge 
there  for  the  present,  and  to  bear  their 
trophy  with  the  dawn  to  Friar  Bungey, 
at  the  Tower ;  and  then,  gliding 
.nimbly  through  the  fugitive  rioters, 
sprang  into  the  centre  of  the  circle 
formed  by  her  companions. 

"  Ye  scent  the  coming  buttle,"  said 
the  archtymbestere. 
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"  Ay  —ay — ay  !  "  answered  the  sis- 
terhood. 

"  But  we  have  gone  miles  since 
noon — I  am  faint  and  weary !  "  said 
one  amongst  them. 

Red  Grisell,  the  youngest  of  the 
band,  struck  her  comrade  on  the 
cheek  —  ''Faint  and  weary,  ronion, 
with  blood  and  booty  in  the  wind  !" 

The  tymbesteres  smiled  grimly  on 
their  young  sister ;  but  the  leader 
whispered  "  Hush  !"  And  they  stood 
for  a  Becond  or  two  with  outstretched 
throats  — with  dilated  nostrils — with 
pent  breath — listening  to  the  clarion, 
and  the  hoofs,  and  the  rattling 
armour  ; — the  human  vultures  fore- 
tasting their  feast  of  carnage  ;  then, 


obedient  to  a  sign  From  their  chief- 
tainess,  they  crept  lightly  and  rapidly 
into  the  mouth  of  a  neighbouring 
alley,  where  they  cowered  by  the 
squalid  huts,  concealed.  The  troop 
passed  on — a  gallant  and  serried  band 
— horse  and  foot  about  fifteen  hundred 
men.  As  they  filed  up  the  thorough- 
fare, and  the  tramp  of  the  last  sol- 
diers fell  hollow  on  the  starlit  ground, 
the  tymbesteres  stole  from  theit 
retreat,  and,  at  the  distance  of  some 
few  hundred  yards,  followed  the  pro- 
cession, with  long,  silent,  stealthy 
strides, — as  the  meaner  beasts,  in  the 
instinct  of  hungry  cunning,  follow  the 
lion  for  the  garbage  of  his  prey. 


CHAPTER  V. 
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The  father  and  child  made  their 
resting-place  under  the  giant  oak. 
They  knew  not  whither  to  fly  for 
refuge — the  day  and  the  night  had 
become  the  same  to  them — the  night 
menaced  with  robbers,  the  day  with 
the  mob.  If  return  to  their  home 
was  forbidden,  where  in  the  wide 
world  a  Bhelter  for  the  would-be 
world  improver  <  Yet  they  despaired 
not,  their  hearts  failed  them  not.  The 
majestic  splendour  of  the  night,  as  it. 
deepened  in  its  solemn  calm — as  the 
shadows  of  the  windless  trees  fell 
larger  and  sharper  upon  the  silvery 
earth — as  the  skies  grew  mellower 
and  more  luminous  in  the  strengl  ben- 
irlight,  inspired  them  with  the 
serenity  of  faith — for  night,  to  the 
earne-t   soul,  opens   i he  bible  of  the 

-■•.  and  on  •  h 
is  written — "  God  is  everywh 

Their  hands  were  clasped,  each  in 
each — then  pale  faces  were  upturned  ; 
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they  spoke  not,  neither  were  they 
conscious  that  they  prayed,  but  their 
silence  was  thought,  and  the  thought 
was  worship. 

Amidst  the  grief  and  solitude  of 
the  pure,  there  comes,  at  times,  a 
strange  and  rapt  serenity — a  sleep- 
awake — over  which  the  instinct  of 
life  beyond  the  grave  glides  like  a 
noiseless  dream  ;  and  ever  that  heaven 
thai  the  soul  yearns  for  is  coloured 
by  the  fancies  of  the  fond  human 
heart.  —  each  fashioning  the  above 
from  the  desires  unsatisfied  below. 

"  There. "  thought  the  musing 
maiden,  "  cruelly  and  strife  shall 
cease — there,  vanish  the  harsh  dif- 
ferences of  life — there,  those  whom 
we  have  loved  and  lost  are  found,  and 
through  the  Son,  who  tasted  of  mortal 
sorrow,  we  are  raised  to  the  home  of 
Eternal  Pai  h  r ! " 

■■  And  then-."  thought  the  aspiring 
sage,    "the    mind,    dungeoned    a©' 
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chained  below,  rushes  free  into  the 
realms  of  space — there,  from  every 
mystery  falls  the  veil  —  there,  the 
Omniscient  smiles  on  those  who 
through  the  darkness  of  life  have  fed 
that  lamp,  the  soul, — there,  Thought, 
but  the  seed  on  earth,  bursts  into  the 
flower,  and  ripens  to  the  fruit!" 

And  on  the  several  hope  of  both 
maid  and  sage  the  eyes  of  the  angel 
stars  smiled  with  a  common  promise. 

At  last,  insensibly,  and  while  still 
musing,so  that  slumber  but  continued 
the  reverie  into  visions,  father  and 
daughter  slept. 

The  night  passed  away  ;  the  dawn 
came  slow  and  grey ;  the  antlers  of  the 
deer  stirred  above  the  fern  ;  the  song 
of  the  nightingale  was  hushed ;  and 
just  as  the  morning  star  waned  back, 
while  the  reddening  east  announced 
the  sun,  and  labour  and  trouble  re- 
sumed their  realm  of  day,  a  fierce 
band  halted  before  those  sleeping 
forms. 

These  men  had  been  Lancastrian 
soldiers,  and,  reduced  to  plunder  for 
a  living,  had,  under  Sir  Geoffrey 
Gates,  formed  the  most  stalwart  part 
of  the  wild  disorderly  for«*»  whom 
Hilyard  and  Coniers  haa  leu  10  ulney. 
They  had  heard  of  the  new  outbreak, 
headed  by  their  ancient  captain,  Sir 
Geoffrey  (who  was  supposed  to  have 
been  instigated  to  his  -evolt  by  the 
gold  and  promises  of  the  Lancastrian 
chiefs),  and  were  on  their  way  to  join 
the  rebels ;  but  as  war  for  them  was 
but  the  name  for  booty,  they  felt  the 
wonted  instinct  of  the  robber,  when 
they  caught  sight  of  the  old  man  and 
the  fair  maid. 

Both  Adam  and  his  daughter  wore, 
unhappily,  the  dresses  in  which  they 
had  left  the  court,  and  Sibyll's  espe- 
cially was  that  which  seemed  to  be- 
token a  certain  rank  and  station. 

"  Awake — rouse  ye !  "  said  the  cap- 
tain of  the  band,  roughly  shaking  the 
arm  which  encircled  Sibyll's  slender 
waist.      Adam    started,    opened    his 


eves,  and  saw  himself  begirt  by  figures 
in  rusty  armour,  with  savage  faces 
peering  under  their  steel  sallets. 

"How  came  ye  hither?  Yon  oak 
drops  strange  acorns,"  quoth  the  chief. 

"  Valiant  sir !  "  replied  Adam,  still 
seated,  and  drawing  his  gown  in- 
stinctively over  Sibyll's  face,  which 
nestled  on  his  bosom,  in  slumber  so 
deep  and  heavy,  that  the  gruff  voice 
had  not  broken  it.  "Valiant  sir! 
we  are  forlorn  and  houseless — an  old 
man  and  a  simple  girl.  Some  evil- 
minded  persons  invaded  our  home — 
we  fled  in  the  night — and " 

"  Invaded  your  house !  ha,  it  is 
clear,"  said  the  chief.  "  We  know 
the  rest." 

At  this  moment  Sibyll  woke,  and 
starting  to  her  feet  in  astonishment 
and  terror  at  the  sight  on  which  her 
eyes  opened,  her  extreme  beauty  made 
a  sensible  effect  upon  the  bravoes. 

"  Do  not  be  daunted,  young  demoi- 
selle," said  the  captain,  with  an  air 
almost  respectful  — "  It  is  necessary 
thou  and  Sir  John  should  foliow  us, 
but  we  will  treat  you  well,  and  consult 
later  on  the  ransom  ye  will  pay  us. 
Jock,  discharge  the  young  sumpter 
mule  ;  put  its  load  on  the  black  one. 
We  have  no  better  equipment  for  thee, 
lady — but  the  first  haquenee  we  find 
shall  replace  the  mule,  and  mean- 
while, my  knaves  will  heap  their 
cloaks  for  a  pillion." 

"  But  what  mean  you  ! — you  mis- 
take us  !  "  exclaimed  Sibyll — "  we  are 
poor  ;  we  cannot  ransom  ourselves." 

"  Poor ! — tut !  *'  said  the  captain, 
pointing  significantly  to  the  costly 
robe  of  the  maiden — "  moreover,  his 
worship's  wealth  is  well  known.  Mount 
in  haste — we  are  pressed." 

And  without  heeding  the  expostu- 
lations of  Sibyll  and  the  poor  scholar, 
the  rebel  put  his  troop  into  motion, 
end  marched  himself  at  their  head, 
with  his  lieutenant. 

Sibyll  found  the  subalterns  sterner 
than    then    chief;     for    as    Warner 
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offered  to  resist,  one  of  them  lifted 
his  gisarme,  with  a  frightful  oath,  ami 
Sibyl)  was  the  first  to  persuade  her 
father  to  submit.  She  mildly,  how- 
ever, rejected  the  mule,  and  the  two 
captives  walked  together  in  the  midst 
of  the  troop. 

"Pariie!"  said  the  lieutenant,  "1 
see  little  help  to  Sir  Geoffrey  in  these 
recruits,  captain  !  " 

"  Fool !  "  said  the  chief,  disdainfully 
— "  if  the  rebellion  fail,  these  prisoners 
may  save  our  necks.  Will  Seiners, 
last  night,  was  to  break  into  the 
house  of  Sir  John  Bourchier,  for  arms 
and  monies,  of  which  the  knight  hath 
a  goodly  store.  Be  sure,  Sir  John 
slinked  off  in  the  siege,  and  this  is  he 
and  his  daughter.  Thou  knowest  he 
is  one  of  the  greatest  knights,  and  the 
richest,  whom  the  Yorkists  boast  of; 
— and  we  may  name  our  own  price  for 
his  ransom." 

"  But  where  lodge  them,  while  we 
go  to  the  battle  '  " 

"  Ned  Porpustone  hath  a  hostelry 
not  far  from  the. camp,  and  Ned  is  a 
good  Lancastrian,  and  a  man  to  be 
trusted." 

"  We  have  not  (searched  the  pri- 
soners," said  the  lieutenant; — "they 
may  have  some  gold  in  their  pouches." 

"Marry,  '.hen  Will  Somers  storms 
a  hive,  little  time  dues  he  leave  to  the 
bees  to  fly  away  with  much  honey  ! 
Natheless,  thou  mayest  search  the  old 
kni_rlit,  but  civilly,  and  with  gentle 
excuses." 

"  .And  the  damsel?" 

"  Nay  !  that  were  unmannerly,  and 
the  mild'-r  our  conduct,  the  larger  the 
random — when  we  have  great  folks  to 
deal  with  " 

The  lieutenant  accordingly  fell  back 
to  search  Adam'-  gipsire,  whi 
tained  only  a  book  ami  a  lib-,  and  then 
rejoined   bis  captain,  without  offering 
molestation  to  SibylL 

The  mistaKe  made  by  the  bravo 
was  at  least  bo  far  not  wholly  unfor 
tunate,  that  the    notion   of  the  high 


quality  of  the  captives — for  Sir  John 
Bourchier  was  indeed  a  person  of  con- 
siderable station  and  importance  (ji 
notion  favoured  by  the  noble  appear 
ance  of  the  scholar,  and  the  delicate 
and  high-born  air  of  Sibyll) — procured 
for  them  all  the  respect  compatible 
with  the  circumstances.  They  had 
not  gone  far  before  they  entered  a 
village,  through  which  the  ruffians 
marched  with  the  most  perfect  im- 
punity; for  it  was  a  strange  feature 
in  those  civil  wars,  that  the  mass  of 
the  population,  except  in  the  northern 
districts,  remained  perfectly  supine 
and  neutral  :  and  as  the  little  band 
halted  at  a  small  inn  to  drink,  the 
gossips  of  the  village  collected  round 
them,  with  the  same  kind  of  indolent, 
careless  curiosity,  which  is  now 
evinced,  in  some  hamlet,  at  the  halt 
of  a  stage-coach.  Here  the  captain 
learned,  however,  some  intelligence 
important  to  his  objects — viz.,  the 
night  march  of  the  troop  under  Lord 
Hastings,  and  the  probability  that 
the  conflict  was  already  begun.  "  If 
so,"  muttered  the  rebel,  "  we  can  see 
how  the  tide  turns,  before  we  endanger 
ourselves  ;  and  at  the  worst,  our  pri- 
soners will  bring  something  of  prize- 
money." 

While  thus  soliloquising,  he  spied 
one  of  those  cumbrous  vehicles  of  the 
day  called  whirlicctes,*  standing  in 
the  yard  of  the  hostelry;  and  seizing 
upon  it,  vi  et  armis,  in  spite  of  all  the 
criea  ami  protestations  of  the  unhappy 
landlord,  he  ordered  his  captives  to 
enter,  and  recommenced  his  march. 
As  the  band  proceeded  farther  on 
their  way,  they  were  joined  by  fresh 
troops,  of  the  same  class  :us  themselves, 
and  they  pushed  on  gaily,  till,  about 

*  Wliirlicotea  were  in  use  from  a  very 
earlj  period,  but  only  among  the  great,  till, 
in  tin  i  eign  of  Richard  11  his  queen,  Anne, 
Introduced  side  saddles,  when  the  whirlicote 
fell  out  of  fashion,  hut  might  be  found  at 
different  hostelries  on  the  main  roads,  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  infirm  or  aged. 

Y   2 


tfi* 


THE  LAST  OF  THE"  BAHONS. 


the  hour  of  eight,  they  halted  before 
the  hostelry  the  captain  had  spoken 
of.  It  stood  a  little  out  of  the  high 
road,  not  very  far  from  the  village  of 
Hadlcy,  and  the  heath  or  chase  of 
Gladsinoor,  on  which  was  fought, 
some  time  afterwards,  the  Battle  of 
Barnet.  It  was  a  house  of  good 
aspect,  and  considerable  size,  for 
it  was  much  frequented  by  all  cara- 
vanserais and  travellers  from  the 
north  to  tne  metropolis.  The  land- 
lord, at  heart  a  stanch  Lancastrian, 
who  had  served  in  the  French  wars, 
and  contrived,  no  one  knew  how,  to 
save  monies  in  the  course  of  an  ad- 
venturous life,  gave  to  his  hostelry 
the  appellation  and  sign  of  the  Talbot, 
in  memory  of  the  old  hero  of  that 
name  :    and,   hiring  a  tract  of  land, 


surances  of  safety,  provided  they 
maintained  silence,  and  attempted  no 
escape. 

"Ye  are  in  time,"  said  Ned  Por- 
pustone  to  the  Captain — "  Lord  Hast- 
ings made  proclamation  at  daybreak 
that  he  gare  the  rebels  two  hours  to 
disperse." 

"  Pest !  I  like  not  those  proclama- 
tions. And  the  fellows  stood  their 
ground?" 

"  No ;  for  Sir  Geoffrey,  like  a  wise 
soldier,  mended  the  ground  by  retreat- 
ing a  mile  to  the  left,  and  placing  the 
wood  between  the  Yorkists  and  him- 
self. Hastings,  by  this,  must  have 
remarsh ailed  his  men..  But  to  pass 
the  wood  is  slow  work,  and  Sir 
Geoffrey's  cross-bows  are  no  doubt 
doing  damage  in  the  covert.     Come 


joined  the  occupation  of  a  farmer  to  !  in,  while  your  fellows  snatch  a  morsel 

the  dignity    of  a  host.      The  house,  without ;  five  minutes  are  not  thrown 

which    was    built    round    a    spacious  away  on  filling  their  bellies." 

quadrangle,    represented    the    double  "  Thanks,   Ned — thou   art   a   good 

character  of  its  owner,  one  side  being  fellow !  and   if  all   else  fail,  why  Sir 

occupied  by  barns  and  a  considerable  j  John's  ransom  shall  pay  the  reckoning, 

range  of  stabling,  while  cows,  oxen,  Any  news  of  bold  Robin?" 

and   ragged    colts,  grouped  amicably  'Ay!  he  has 'scaped  with  a  whole 

together,  in  a  space  railed  off  in  the  skin,  and   gone    back   to  the  north," 

centre  of  the  yard.     At  another  side  answered  the  host,  leading  the  way  to 

ran  a  large  wooden  staircase,  with  an  his  parlour,  where  a   flask  of  strong 

)pen    gallerv,     propped    on    wooden  wine  and  some  cold  meats  awaited  hia 

tolunms,    conducting     to    numerous  guest.     "If  Sir    Geoffrey    Gates    can 

chambers,   after    the    fashion    of   the  beat  off  the  York  troopers,  tell  him, 

Tabard,  in  Southwark,  immortalised  from  me,  not  to  venture  to  London, 

by  Chauoer.      Over  the  archway,  on  but   to   fall    back    into    the    marches, 

entrance,  ran  a  labyrinth  of  sleeping  lie  will  be  welcome  there  I  foreguess; 

lofts,  for  foot   passengers    and    mule-  for  even  northman  is  either  for  War- 

teers,  and  the  side  facing  the  entrance  wick  or  for  Lancaster;  and  the  two 

was  nearly  occupied  by  a  vast  kitchen,  must  unite  now,  I  trow." 

the  common  hall,  and   the  bar,  with  "But    Warwick    is   Down!"   quoth 

the  private  parlour  of  the  host,  and  the  captain. 

two  or  three  chambers  in  the  second  !      "  Tush  !   he   has  only  flown,  as  the 

story.       The    whirlicote   jolted    and  falcon  flies  when   he  has  a  heron  to 

rattled  into  the  yard.    Sibyll  and  her  fight   with- — wheeling    and   snaring. 
father  wen'  assisted  out  of  the  vehicle, 
and,  after  a  (cw  words  interchanged 
with  the  host,  conducted   by  Master 


No: 
Porpustone   himself  up  the  spacious    today, 
stairs  into  a  chamber,  well  furnished    captain. 
and  fresh  littered,   with  repeated  as-    I  leave  you  Sir  John  and  his  girl,  to 


Woe  to  the   heron  when  the  falcon 
swoops!     But  you  drink  not!" 

I   must  keep  the  head  cool 

Fur    Hastings   is   a    perilous 

Thy  fist,  friend!— If  I  fall, 
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wipe  off  old  scores;  if  we  beat  off  the 

Yorkists,  I  vow  to  our  Lady  of 
Walsinghaia  an  image  of  wax,  of  the 
weight  of  myself."  The  marauder 
then  started  up,  and  strode  to  his 
men,  who  were  snatching  a  hasty 
meal  on  the  space  before  the  hostel. 
He  paused  a  moment  or  so,  while  his 
host  whispered  — 

"  Hastings  was  here  before  day- 
break ;  mil  his  men  only  got  the  sour 
beer:  yovrs  fight  upon  hurt-cap." 

"  Up,  men  ! — To  your  pikes  !  Dress 
to  the  right  !"  thundered  the  captain, 
with  a  sufficient  pause  between  each 
sentence.  "  The  York  lozels  'nave 
starved  on  stale  beer — shall  they  heat 
huff-cap  and  Lancaster]  Frisk  and 
fresh — up  with  the  Antelope*  banner, 
aud  long  live  Henry  the  Sixth  !" 

Thea  >und  of  theshout  that  answered 
this  harangue  shook  the  thin  walls  of 
the  chamber  in  which  the  prisoners 
were  confined,  and  they  heard  with 
joy  the  departing  tramp  of  the  sol- 
diers. In  a  short  time,  Master  Por- 
pnstone  himself;  a  corpulent,  burly 
fellow,  with  a  face  by  no  means  unpre- 
ng,  mounted  to  the  chamber, 
accompanied  by  a  comely  housekeeper, 
linked  to  him,  as  scandal  said,  by  ties 
less  irksome  than  Hymen's,  and  both 
bearing  ample  provisions,  with  rich 
pigment  and  lucid  clary,+  which  they 
spread  with  great  formality  on  an 
o:k    table    before    their    involuntary 

■•  Eat,    your    worship,    eat  !"   cried 

mine  host,  heartily.     "  Bat,  ladybird  ! 

— nothing   like   eating   to   kill    time 

and    banish    care.       Fortune    of    war, 

.11 — fortune  of  war— never  he 

I       Up  to-day— down   to-mor- 

".hat  may — York  or  l„au- 

still  a  rich   man  always  falls 

on  his  legs.      Five  hundred  marks  or 

■  .in  :  a  noble  or  two,  out 

*  The  antelope  was  one  of  the  Lam 

\.;i-  two  leathei    In  italtire. 
i  Clary  win  wine  clarified. 


[  of  pure  generosity,  to  Ked  Porpustone 

(I  scorn  extortion),  and  you  and  thti 

I  fair  young   dame   may   breakfast  at 

]  home  to-morrow,  unless   the  captain 

I  or   his  favourite  lieutenant  is    taken 

prisoner  ;  anil  then,  you  see,  they  will 

buy  oil'  their  necks  by  letting  you  out 

of  the  bag.     Hat,  I  say — eat!" 

"  Verily,"  said  Adam,  seating  him- 
self solemnly,  and  preparing  to  obey, 
"  I  eon  less  1  in  a  hungered,  and  the 
pasty  hath  a  savoury  odour;  but  I 
pray  thee  to  tell  me  why  I  am  called  Sir 
John  I — Adam  is  my  baptismal  name." 

"  Ha !  ha  !  good — very  good,  your 
honour — to  be  sure,  and  your  father's 
name  before  you.  We  are  all  sons  of 
Adam,  and  every  son,  I  trow,  has  a 
just  right  and  a  lawful  to  his  father's 
name." 

With  that,  followed  by  the  house- 
keeper, the  honest  landlord,  chuckling 
heartily,  rolled  his  goodly  bulk  from 
the  chamber,  which  he  carefully  locked. 

"  Comprehendest  thou  yet,  Sibyll?" 

"  Yes,  dear  sir  and  father — they 
mistake  us  for  fugitives  of  mark  and 
importance;  and  when  they  discover 
their  error,  no  doubt  we  shall  go  free. 
Courage,  dear  father!" 

"  Meseemeth,"  quoth  Adam,  almost 
merrily,  as  the  good  man  filled  his 
cup  from  the  wine  flagon  —  "me 
seemeth  that,  if  the  mistake  could 
continue,  it  would  be  no  weighty  mis- 
fortune —  ha  !  ha  !  "  —  he  stopped 
abruptly  in  the  unwonted  laughter, 
tint  down  the  cup — his  face  fell.  "Ah, 
heaven  forgive  me! — and  the  poor 
Eureka  and  faithful  Madge!" 

"Oh,  father!  fear  not;  we  are  not 
without  protection.  Lord  Ila-^t iults 
is  returned  to  London — we  will  seek 
him  ;  he  will  make  our  cruel  neigh- 
bours respect  thee.  And  Madge — 
poor  Madge  will  be  so  happy  at  our 
return,  for  they  could  not  harm  her  ; 
-a  woman— old  and  alone;  no — no, 
man  is  not  fierce  enough  for  that!" 

"  Let  us  so  pray ;  but  thou  eatest 
not.  child  !" 
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"  Anon,  father — anon  ;  I  am  sick 
and  weary.  But,  nay — nay,  I  am 
better  now  —  better.  Smile  again, 
father.  I  am  hungered,  too ;  yes, 
indeed  and  in  sooth,  yes. — Ah,  sweet 
St.  Mary,  give  me  life  and  strength, 
and  hope  and  patience,  for  his  dear 
sake  !" 

The  stirring  events  which  had 
within  the  last  few  weeks  diversified 
.the  quiet  life  of  the  Scholar  had  some- 
w  hat  roused  him  from  his  wonted  ab- 
straction, and  made  the  actual  world 
a  more  sensible  and  living  thing  than 
it  had  hitherto  seemed  to  his  mind ; 
but  now,  his  repast  ended,  the  quiet 
of  the  place,  (for  the  inn  was  silent 
and  almost  deserted)  with  the  fumes 
of  the  wine — a  luxury  he  rarely  tasted 
— operated  soothingly  upon  his  thought 
and  fancy,  and  plunged  him  into  those 
-everies,  so  dear  alike  to  poet  and 
mathematician.  To  the  thinker,  the 
most  trifling  external  object  often 
suggests  ideas,  which,  like  Homer's 
chain,  extend,  link  after  link,  from 
earth  to  heaven.  The  sunny  motes, 
that  in  a  glancing  column  came 
through  the  lattice,  called  Warner 
from  the  real  day — the  day  of  strife 
and  blood,  with  thousands  hard  by, 
driving  each  other  to  the  Hades — 
and  led  his  scheming  fancy  into  the 
ideal  and  abstract  day— the  theory  of 
light  itself;  and  theory  suggested 
mechanism,  and  mechanism  called  up 
the  memory  of  his  oracle — old  Roger 
3acon  ;  and  that  memory  revived  the 
great  friar's  hints  in  the  Opus  magus — 
hints  which  outlined  the  grand  inven- 
tion of  the  telescope  :  and  so,  as  over 
some  dismal  precipice  a  bird  swings 
itself  to  and  fro  upon  the  airy  bough, 
the  schoolman's  mind  played  with  its 
quivering  fancy,  and  folded  its  calm 
\\  bags  above  the  verge  of  terror. 

Occupied  with  her  own  dreams, 
Sibyll  respected  those  of  her  father ; 
and  so  in  silence,  not  altogether 
mournful,  the  morning  and  the  noon 
passed,  and  the  Jun  was  sloping  west- 


ward, when  a  confused  sound  below 
called  Sibyll's  gaze  to  the  lattice, 
which  looked  over  the  balustrade  of 
the  staircase,  into  the  vast  yard.  She 
saw  several  armed  men — their  harness 
hewed  and  battered — quaffing  ale  or 
wine  in  haste,  and  heard  one  of  them 
say  to  the  landlord — 

"  All  is  lost !  Sir  Geoffrey  Gatea 
still  holds  out,  but  it  is  butcher  work. 
The  troops  of  Lord  Hastings  gather 
round  him  as  a  net  round  the  fish  !" 

Hastings  ! — that  name  ! — he  was  at 
hand  ! — he  was  near  ! — they  would  be 
saved  !     Sibyll's  heart  beat  loudly. 

"  And  the  captain  ? "  asked  Por- 
pustone. 

"  Alive,  when  I  last  saw  him  ;  but 
we  must  be  off.  In  another  hour  all 
will  be  hurry  and  skurry,  flight  and 
chase." 

At  this  moment  from  one  of  the 
barns  there  emerged,  one  by  one,  the 
female  vultures  of  the  battle.  The 
tymbesteres,  who  had  tramped  all 
night  to  the  spot,  had  slept  off  their 
fatigue  during  the  day,  and  appeared 
on  the  scene  as  the  neighbouring 
strife  waxed  low,  and  the  dead  and 
dying  began  to  cumber  the  gory 
ground.  Graul  Skellet,  tossing  up 
her  timbrel,  darted  to  the  fugitives, 
and  grinned  a  ghastly  grin  when  she 
heard  the  news — for  the  tymbesteres 
were  all  lo\al  to  a  king  who  loved 
women,  and  who  had  a  wink  and  a 
jest  for  every  tramping  wench  !  The 
troopers  tarried  not,  however,  for  fur- 
ther converse,  but  having  satisfied 
their  thirst,  hurried  and  clattered 
from  the  yard.  At  the  sight  of  the 
ominous  tymbesteres  Sibyll  had  drawn 
back,  without  daring  to  close  the 
lattice  she  had  opened  ;  and  the  wo- 
men, seating  themselves  on  a  bench, 
began  sleeking  their  long  hair  and 
smoothing  their  garments  from  the 
scraps  of  straw  and  litter  which  be- 
tokened the  nature  of  their  resting- 
place. 

"  Ho.  girls !  "  said  the  fat  landlord. 
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"  ye  will  pay  me  for  board  and  bed,  I 
trust,  by  a  show  of  your  craft.  I 
have  two  right  worshipful  lodgers  up 
youder,  whose  lattice  looks  on  the 
yard,  ami  whom  ye  may  serve  to  divert. 

Sibyll  trembled,  and  crept  to  her 
father's  side. 

••  Ami."  continued  the  landlord,  "if 
they  like  the  clash  of  your  musicals, 
it  may  bring  ye  a  groat  or  so,  to  help 
ye  on  your  journey.  By  the  way — 
whither  wend  ye,  wenches?" 

"To  a  bonny,  jolly  fair,"  answereil 
the  sinister  voice  of  Graul — 

"  Where  a  mighty  SHOWMAN  djes 

Tlie  greenery  into  red  ; 
Where,  pivsto!  at  the  word 

Lie*  his  F<>"i  without  a  head — 
Where  lie  gathers  in  the  crowd 

To  the  trumpet  ami  the  drum, 
With  a  jingle  anil  a  tinkle, 

Graul's  merrj  lassi  -  come  !  " 

As  the  two  closing  lines  were  caught 
by  the  rest  of  the  tynibestcrcs,  strik- 
ing their  timbrels,  the  crew  formed 
themselves  into  a  semicircle,  and 
commenced  their  fiance.  Their  move- 
ments, though  wanton  and  fantastic, 
were  not  without  a  certain  wild  grace; 
and  the.  address  with  which,  from 
time  to  time,  they  cast  up  their  in- 
struments and  caught  them  in  de- 
ag,  joined  to  the  surprising 
agility  with  which,  in  the  evo 
of  the  dance,  one  seemed  n  w  to  chase, 
now  to  fly  from,  the  other,  darting  to 
and  fro  through  the  ranks  of  her 
Mii~,  winding  and  wheeling — 
the  chain  now  seemingly  !>roken  in 
r,  now  united  link  to  link,  as 
the  whole  force  of  the  instruments 
clashed  in  chorus  —made  an  exhibi- 
tion inexpressibly  attractive  to  the 
vulgar. 

however,  as  may 
well  be  supposed,  failed  to  draw  Sibyll 
or  Warner  to  the  window;  and  they 
exchanged  glan  see  of  ipite  and  dis- 
appointment. 

"  Marry,"  quoth  the  landlord,  after 
a  hi  art!  laugh  at  the  diversion,  "  1  do 


wrong  to  be  so  gay,  when  so  many 
good  friends  perhaps  are  lying  stark 
and  cold.  But  what  then  i  Life  is 
short — laugh  while  we  can!" 

"Hist ! "  w  hispered  his  housekeeper ; 
"  art  wodc,  Ned  ?  Wouldst  thou  have 
it  discovered  that  thou  hast  such 
quality  birds  in  the  cage  —  noble 
Yorkists — at  the  very  time  when 
Lord  Hastings  himself  may  be  riding 
this  way  after  the  victory?" 

"Always  right,  Meg — and  I 'm  an 
ass  !  "  answered  the  host,  in  the  same 
undertone.  "  But  my  good  nature 
will  be  the  death  of  me  some  day. 
Poor  gentlefolks,  they  must  be  unked 
dull,  yonder! " 

"  If  the  Yorkists  come  hither — 
which  we  shall  soon  know  by  the 
scouts — we  must  shift  Sir  John  and 
the  damsel  to  the  back  of  the  house, 
over  thy  tap-room." 

"  Manage  it  as  thou  wilt,  Meg — 
but,  thou  seest,  they  keep  quiet  and 
snug.  Ho,  ho,  ho  !  that  tall  tymbes- 
tere  is  supple  enough  to  make  an  owl 
hold  his  sides  with  laughing.  Ah  ! 
hollo,  there,  tymbesteres — ribaudes — 
tramps  — the  devil's  chickens — down, 
down  !  " 

The  host  was  too  late  in  his  order 
With  a  sudden  spring,  Graul,  whe 
had  long  fixed  her  eye  on  the  open 
lattice  of  the  prisoners,  had  wreathed 
herself  round  one  of  the  pillars  that 
supported  the  stairs,  swung  lightly 
over  the  balustrade- — and  with  a  faint 
shriek,  the  startled  Sibyll  beheld  the 
tymbestere's  hard,  fierce  eyes,  glaring 
upon  her  through  the  lattice,  a.s  her 
long  arm  extended  the  timbrel  for 
But  no  sooner  had  Sibyll 
raised  her  face  than  she  was  recog- 
nised. 

'•  Ho  !  the  wizard  and  the  wizard1 
daughter!     Ho!    the    girl   who   gla- 
mours lords,  and  wears  sarcenet  and 
lawn!       Hol    the   nLrrornancer,   who 
starves  the  poor  ! " 

At  the  sound  of  their  leader's  cry, 
up   sprang,    up    climbed    the    hellish 
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sisters !  One  after  the  other,  they 
darted  through  the  lattice  into  the 
chamber. 

"The  ronions !  the  foul  fiend  has 
distraught  them  !  "  groaned  the  land- 
lord motionless  with  astonishment. 
But  the  more  active  Meg,  calling  to 
the  varlets  and  scullions,  whom  the 
tymbesteres  had  collected  in  the  yard, 
to  follow  her,  hounded  up  the  stairs, 
unlocked  the  door,  and  arrived  in 
time  to  throw  herself  between  the 
captives  and  the  harpies,  whom 
Sibyll's  rich  super-tunic  and  Adam's 
costly  town  had  inflamed  into  all  the 
rage  of  appropriation. 

"  What  mean  ye,  wretches?"  cried 
the  bold  Meg,  purple  with  anger. 
"  Do  ye  come  f>r  this  into  honest 
folks'  hostelries,  to  rob  their  guests  in 
broad  day — noble  guests — guests  of 
mark  !  Oh,  Sir  John  !  Sir  John ! 
what  will  ye  think  of  us?" 

"  Oh,  Sir  John  !  Sir  John  !"  groaned 
the  landlord,  who  had  now  moved  his 
slow  bulk  into  the  room.  "  They 
shall  be  scourged,  Sir  John!  They 
shall  be  put  in  the  stocks — they  shall 
be  brent  with  hot  iron — they " 

"  Ha,  ha  !  "  interrupted  the  terrible 
Graul,  "Guests  of  mark — noble  guests, 
trow  ye!  Adam  Warner,  the  wizard, 
and  his  daughter,  whom  we  drove  last 
night  from  their  den,  as  many  a  time, 
sisters,  and  many,  wc  have  driven  the 
rats  from  tharnei  and  cave." 

"  Wizard  !  Adam  .'  Blood  of  my 
life  !  "  stammered  the  landlord — "  is 
his  name  Adam,  after  all  i" 

"  My  name  is  Adam  Warner,"  said 
the  old  man,  with  dignity ;  "  no 
wizard  a  humble  scholar,  and  a  poor 
gentleman,  who  has  injured  no  one. 
Wherefore,  women — if  women  ye  are 
— would  ye  injure  mine  and  me  !  " 

"  Faugh — wizard  ! "  returned  Graul, 
folding  her  arms.  "  Didst  thou  not 
send  thy  spawn,  yonder,  to  spoil  our 
mart  with  her  gittern  !  Hast  thou 
not  taught  her  the  spells  to  win  love 
from  the  noble  and  young  I     Ho,  how 


daintily  the  young  witch  robes  her 
self!  Ho!  laces,  and  satins,  and  we 
shiver  with  the  cold,  and  parch  with 

the    heat — and doff   thy  tunic, 

minion  !  " 

And  Graul's  fierce  gripe  was  on  the 
robe,  when  the  landlord  interposed  his 
huge  arm,  and  held  her  at  bay. 

"Softly,  my  sucking  dove,  softly  ' 
Clear  the  room,  and  be  off! " 

"  Look  to  thyself,  man.  If  thou 
harbourest  a  wizard,  against  law — a 
wizard  whom  King  Edward  hath 
given  up  to  the  people— look  to  thy 
barns,  they  shall  burn;  look  to  thy 
cattle — they  shall  rot;  look  to  thy 
secrets — they  shall  be. told  !  Lancas- 
trian, thou  shalt  hang  !  We  go — we 
go !  We  have  friends  among  the 
mailed  men  of  York.  We  go — we 
will  return  !  Woe  to  thee,  if  thou 
harbourest  the  wizard  and  the  suc- 
cuba  ! " 

With  that,  Graul  moved  slowly  to 
the  door.  Host  and  housekeeper, 
varlet,  groom,  and  scullion,  made  way 
for  her,  in  terror ;  and  still,  as  she 
moved,  she  kept  her  eyes  on  Sibyll, 
till  her  sisters,  following  in  successive 
file,  shut  out  the  hideous  aspect ;  and 
Meg,  ordering  away  her  gaping  train, 
closed  the  door. 

The  host  and  the  housekeeper  then 
gazed  gravel}'  at  each  other.  Sibyll 
lay  in  her  father's  arms  breathing 
hard  and  convulsively.  The  old  man's 
face  bent  over  her  in  silence. 

Meg  drew  aside  her  master.  "  You 
must  rid  the  house  at  cnce  of  these 
folks.  I  have  heard  talk  of  yon  tym- 
besteres ;  they  are  awsome  in  spite 
and  malice.     Every  man  to  himself!" 

"  But  the  poor  old  gentleman,  so 
mild — and  the  maid,  so  winsome!  " 

The  last  remark  did  not  over  please 
the  comely  Meg.  She  advanced  at 
.once  to  Adam,  and  .said,  shortly — 

"  Master — whether  wizard  or  not, 
is  no  affair  of  a  poor  landlord,  whose 
house  is  open  to  all ;  but  ye  have  had 
food  ami    wine  —  please   to   pay    the 
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reckoning,  and  God  speed  ye — ye  are 
free  to  depart." 

"We  can  pay  you,  mistress!*"  ex 
claimed   Sibyll,  springing  up.     "We 

hare  monies  yet.  Here — here  !  "  and 
she  took  from  her  gipsire  the  hroad 
pieces  which  poor  Madge's  precaution 
had  placed  therein,  and  which  the 
bravoes  had  fortunately  spared. 

The  sight  of  the  gold  somewhat 
softened  the  housewife. — "Lord  Has- 
tings is  known  to  us,"  continued 
Sibyll,  perceiving  the  impression  she 
had  made  ;  "  suffer  us  to  rest  here  till 
lie  pass  this  way,  and  ye  will  find 
yourselves  repaid  for  the  kindness." 

•'  By  my  troth,"  said  the  landlord, 
"  ye  are  most  welcome  to  all  my  poor 
house  containeth  ;  and  as  for  these 
tynibesteres,  1  value  them  not  a  straw. 
No  one  can  say  Ned  Porpustone  is  an 
ill  man  or  inhospitable.  Whoever 
can  pay  reasonably,  is  sure  of  good 
wine  and  civilty  at  the  Talbot." 

With  these  and  many  similar  pro 
testations  and  assurances,  which  were 
less  heartily  re-echoed  by  the  house- 
wife, the  landlord  begged  to  conduct 
them  to  an  apartment  not  so  liable  to 
molestation ;  and  after  having  led 
them  down  the  principal  stairs, 
through  the  bar,  and  thence  up  a 
narrow  flighl  of  steps,  deposited  them 
in  a  chamber  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
and  lighted  a  sconce  therein — for  it 
was  now  near  the  twilight.  He  then 
insisted  on  seeing  after  their  evening 
meal,  and  vanished  with  his  assistant. 
The  worthy  pair  were  now  of  the  same 
mind  :  fir  guests  known  to  Lord 
Hastings,  it  iei>  worth  bra-. 
threats  of  the  tymbestercs  ;  especially 
since  Lord  Hastings,  it  seems,  had 
just  beaten  the  Lancastrians. 

But,  alas!  while  the  actire  Meg 
was  busy  on  the  hippocras,  and  the 
worthy  landlord  was  inspecting  the 
savoury  operations  of  the  kit 
vast  uproar  was  heard  wit! 
troop  of  disorderly  Yorkist  soldiers, 
who  had  been  employed  in  dispersin 


the  flying  rebels,  rushed  heltcr  skel- 
ter into  the  house,  and  poured  inte 
the  kitchen,  bearing  with  them  the 
detested  tymbestercs  wh '  bad  en- 
countered them  on  their  way.  AmoJig 
these  soldiers  were  those  who  had 
congregated  at  Master  Sancroft'a 
the  day  before,  and  they  were  well 
prepared  to  support  the  cause  of  their 
griesly  paramours.  Lord  Hastings 
himself  had  retired  for  the  night,  to  a 
farm-house  nearer  the  field  of  battle 
than  the  hostel ;  and  as  in  those  days 
discipline  was  lax  enough  after  a 
victory,  the  soldiers  had  a  right  to 
licence.  Master  Porpustone  found 
himself  completely  at  the  mercy  of 
these  brawling  customers,  the  more 
rude  and  disorderly  from  the  remem- 
brance of  the  sour  beer  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  Graul  Skellet's  assurances 
that  Master  Porpustone  was  a  malig- 
nant Lancastrian  They  laid  hands 
on  all  the  provisions  in  the  house, 
tore  the  meats  from  the  spit,  devour- 
in.;'  them  half  raw;  set  the  casks 
running  over  the  floors;  and  while 
they  swilled  and  swore,  and  filled  the 
place  with  the  uproar  of  a  hell  broke 
loose,  Graul  Skellet,  whom  the  lust 
for  the  rich  garments  of  Sibyll  still 
fired  and  stung,'  led  her  followers  up 
the  stairs  towards  the  deserted  cham- 
ber. Mine  host  perceived,  but  did 
not  <lare  openly  to  resist,  the  forayj 
but  as  he  was  really  a  good-natured 
knave,  and  as,  moreover,  he  feared  ill 
consequences  might  ensue  if  any 
friend-  <>f  Lord  Hastings  were-  spoiled, 
I  — nay,  peradventure,  mur- 
dered— in  his  house,  he  resolved,  at 
all  events,  to  assist  the  escape  of  his 
guests.  Seeing  the'  ground  thus  clear 
of  the  tymbesteres,  he  therefore  stole 
from  the  riotous  scene,  crept  up  the 
bark  .-tails,  gained  the  chamber  to 
which  he  had  so  happily  removed  his 
persecuted  lodgi  rs,  and  making  them, 
in  a  few  words,  sensible  that  he  was 
no    Ion  :    them,  and 

that   the    twnbestcrcs    were    now    re- 
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turned  with  an  armed  force  to  back 
their  malice,  conducted  them  safely 
to  a  wide  casement  only  some  three 
or  four  feet  from  the  soil  of  the  soli- 
tary garden,  and  bade  them  escape 
and  save  themselves. 

"  The  farm,"  he  whispered,  "  where 
ihey  say  Lord  Hastings  is  quartered, 
is  scarcely  a  mile  and  a  half  away ; 
pass  the  garden  wicket — leave  Glads- 
more  Chace  to  the  left  hand, — take 
the  path  to  the  right,  through  the 
wood,  and  you  will  see  its  roof  among 
the  apple  blossoms.  Our  lady  pro- 
tect you,  and  say  a  word  to  my  lord 
on  behalf  of  poor  Ned." 

Scarce  had  he  seen  his  guests  de- 
scend into  the  garden,  before  he  heard 
the  yell  of  the  tymbesteres,  in  the 
opposite  part  of  the  house,  as  they 
ran  from  room  to  room  after  their 
prey.  He  hastened  to  regain  the 
kitchen ;  and  presently  the  tym- 
besteres, breathless  and  panting, 
rushed  in,  and  demanded  their  vic- 
tims. 

"  Marry,"  quoth  the  landlord,  with 
the  self-possession  of  a  cunning  old 
soldier — "  think  ye  I  cumbered  my 
house  with  such  cattle,  after  pretty 
lasses  like  you  had  given  me  the 
inkling  of  what  they  were?  No 
wizard  shall  fly  away  with  the  sign 
of  the  Talbot,  if  I  can  help  it.  They 
skulked  off,  I  can  promise  ye,  and 
did  not  even  mount  a  couple  of  broom- 
sticks which  I  handsomely  offered  for 
their  ride  up  to  London." 

"  Thunder  and  bombards  '  "  cried 
a  t/ooper,  already  half-drunk,  and 
seizing  Graul  in  his  iron,  arms — "  put 
the  conjurer  out  of  thine  head  now, 
and  buss  me,  Graul     buss  me  !  " 

Then  the  riot  became  hideous;  the 
soldiers,  following  their  comrade's 
example,  embraced  the  grim  glee- 
women,  tearing  and  hauling  them  to 
and  fro,  one  from  the  other,  round 
and  round,  dancing,  hallooing,  chant- 
ing, howling,  by  the  blaze  of  a  mighty 
*ire — many  a  rough   face   and   hard 


hand  smeared  with  blood  still  wet, 
communicating  the  stain  to  the  cheeks 
and  garb  of  those  foul  feres,  and  the 
whole  revel  becoming  so  unutterably 
horrible  and  ghastly,  that  even  the 
veteran  landlord  fled  from  the  spot, 
trembling  and  crossing  himself: — 
And  so,  streaming  athwart  the  lat- 
tice, and  silvering  over  that  fearful 
merry-making,  rose  the  moon  ! 

But  when  fatigue  and  drunkenness 
had  done  their  work,  and  the  soldiers 
fell  one  over  the  other  upon  the  floor, 
the  tables,  the  benches,  into  the 
heavy  sleep  of  riot,  Graul  suddenly 
rose  from  amidst  the  huddled  bodies, 
and  then,  silently  as  ghouls  from  a 
burial-ground,  her  sisters  emerged 
also  from  their  resting-places  beside 
the  sleepers  The  dying  light  of  the 
fire  contended  but  feebly  with  the 
livid  rays  of  the  moon,  and  played 
fantastically  over  the  gleaming  robes 
of  the  tymbesteres.  They  stood  erect 
for  a  moment,  listening,  Graul  with 
her  finger  on  her  lips ;  then  they 
glided  to  the  door,  opened  and  re- 
closed  it  —  darted  across  the  yard, 
scaring  the  beasts  that  slept  there ; 
the  watch-dog  barked,  but  drew  back, 
bristling  and  showing  his  fangs,  as 
Red  Grisell,  undaunted,  pointed  her 
knife,  and  Graul  flung  him  a  red 
peace-sop  of  meat.  They  launched 
themselves  through  the  open  entrance, 
gained  the  space  beyond,  and  scoured 
away  to  the  battle  field. 

Meanwhile,  Sibyll  and  her  father 
were  still  under  the  canopy  of  heaven, 
they  had  scarcely  passed  the  garden, 
and  entered  the  fields,  when  they  saw 
horsemen  riding  to  and  fro  in  all 
directions.  Sir  Geoffrey  Gates,  the 
rebel  leader,  had  escaped;  the  reward 
of  three  hundred  marks  was  set  on 
his  head,  and  the  riders  were  in  search 
qf  the  fugitive.  The  human  form 
itself  had  become  a  terror  to  the 
hunted  outcasts:  they  crept  under  a 
thick  hedge  till  the  horsemen  had 
disappeared,  and  then  resumed  their 
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way.  They  gained  the  wood ;  but 
there  again  they  halted  at  the  sound 
of  voices,  and  withdrew  themselves 
under  covert  of  some  entangled  and 
trampled  bushes.  This  time  it  was 
but  a  party  of  peasants,  whom  curi- 
osity had  led  to  see  the  field  of  battle, 
and  who  were  now  returning  home. 
Peasants  and  soldiers,  both  were 
human,  and  therefore  to  be  shunned 
by  those  whom  the  age  itself  put  out 
of  the  pale  of  law.  At  last  the  party 
also  left  the  path  free;  and  now  it 
was  full  night.  They  pursued  their 
way — they  cleared  the  wood — before 
them  lay  the  field  of  battle ;  and  a 
deeper  silence  seemed  to  fall  over  the 
world !  The  first  stars  had  risen,  but 
not  yet  the  moon.  The  gleam  of 
armour  from  prostrate  bodies,  which 
it  had  mailed  in  vain,  reflected  the 
quiet  rays:  here  and  there  flickered 
watchfires,  where  sentinels  were  set, 
but  they  were  scattered  and  remote. 
The  outcasts  paused  and  shuddered, 
hut  there  seemed  no  holier  way  for 
their  feet  ;  and  the  roof  of  the  far- 
mer's homestead  slept  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  field,  amidst  white  orchard 
blossoms  whitened  still  more  by  the 
Stars.  They  went  on,  hand  in  hand 
— the  dead,  after  ali,  were  less  terrible 
than  the  Living.  .Sometimes  a  stern, 
upturned  face,  distorted  by  the  last 
violent  agony,  the  eyes  unclosed  and 
glazed,  encountered  them  with  its 
stony  stare;  but  the  weapon  was 
powerless  in  the  stiff  hand  —  the 
menace  and  the  insult  came  not  from 
the  hueless  lips — persecution  reposed, 
at  Last,  in  the  lap  of  slaughter.  They 
hid  -one  midway  through  the  field, 
when  they  heard  from  a  spot  where 
rpses  lay  thickest  piled,  a  bint 
voice  calling  upon  God  tor  pardon  ; 
and,  suddenly,  it  was  answered  by  a 
•  in  that  did  not 
pray,  but  c 

By  a  common  impulse,  the  gentle 
wanderers  moved  silentl]  to  tfa 

The  sufferer,  in  prayer,  was  a  youth 


scarcely  passed  from  boyhood :  his 
helm  had  been  cloven,  his  head  was 
bare,  and  his  long  light  hair,  clotted 
with  gore,  fell  over  his  shoulders. 
Beside  him  lay  a  strong  built,  power- 
ful form,  which  writhed  in  torture, 
pierced  under  the  arm,  by  a  Yorkist 
arrow,  and  the  shaft  still  projected 
from  the  wound— and  the  man's  curse 
answered  the  hoy's  prayer. 

"  Peace  to  thy  parting  soul,  bro- 
ther ! "  said  Warner,  bending  over 
the  man. 

"  Poor  sufferer ! "  said  Sibyll,  to 
the  boy,  "  cheer  thee ;  we  will  send 
succour ;  thou  mayst  live  yet ! " 

"  Water!  water  ! — hell  and  torture  1 
■ — water,  1  say  !  "  groaned  the  man  ; 
"  one  drop  of  water  !  " 

It  was  the  captain  of  the  marauders 
who  had  captured  the  wanderers. 

"  Thine  arm  !  lift  me  !  move  me ! 
That  evil  man  scares  my  soul  from 
heaven  !  "  gasped  the  boy. 

And  Adam  preached  penitence  to 
the  one  that  cursed,  and  Sibyll  knelt 
down  and  prayed  with  the  one  that 
prayed. — And  up  rose  the  moon  ! 

Lord  Hastings  sate,  with  his  victo- 
rious captains,  —  over  mead,  morat, 
and  wine — in  the  humble  hall  of  the 
farm. 

"  So,"  said  he,  "  we  have  crushed 
the  last  emhers  of  the  rebellion  !  This 
Sir  Geoffrey  Gates  is  a  restless  and 
resolute  spirit;  pity  he  escapes  again 
for  further  mischief.  But  the  House 
of  Nevile,  that  over-shadowed  the 
rising  race,  hath  fallen  at  last  —  a 
waisall,  brave  sirs,  to  the  new  men  !" 

The  door  was  thrown  open,  and  an 
old  soldier  entered  abruptly. 

"My  lord!  my  lord!  Oh!  my 
poor  son  !  he  cannot  be  found  !  The 
women,  who  ever  follow  the  march  of 
soldiers,  will  be  on  the  ground  to 
despatch  the  wounded,  that  they  may 
rifle  the  corpses  !  0  God  !  if  my  son 
— my  boy — my  only  son " 

"  I  wist  not,  my  hrave  Mervil,  that 
thou   hadst  a  son  in  our  bands  ;  yet  I 
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know  each  man  by  name  and  sight. 
Courage  !  Our  wounded  have  been 
removed,  and  sentries  are  placed  to 
guard  the  field  !  " 

"Sentiies!  0  my  lord,  knowest 
thou  not  that  they  wink  at  the  crime 
that  plunders  the  dead?  Moreover, 
these  corpse-rifle rs  creep  stealthily  and 
unseen,  as  the  red  earth-worms,  to  the 
sareass.  Give  me  some  few  of  thy 
men — give  me  warrant  to  search  the 
field!  My  son — my  boy! — not  six- 
teen summers — and  his  mother!" — 

The  man  stopped,  and  sobbed. 

"  Willingly  ! "  said  the  gentle  Hast- 
ings, "  willingly  !  And  woe  to  the 
sentries  if  it  be  as  thou  sayest !  I  will 
go  myself,  and  see ! — Torches  there 
— what  ho  ? — the  good  captain  careth 
even  for  his  dead  !  —  Thy  son  !  I  mar- 
vel I  knew  him  not! — Whom  served 
he  under  ] " 

"  My  lord  !  my  lord  !  pardon  him  ! 
He  is  but  a  boy — they  misled  him  ! — 
he  fought  for  the  rebels.  He  crossed 
my  path  to-day — my  arm  was  raised 
— we  knew  each  other,  and  he  fled 
from  his  father's  sword  ! — Just  as  the 
strife  was  ended  I  saw  him  again — I 
saw  him  fall!  —  0  mercy,  mercy!  do 
not  let  him  perish  of  his  wounds  or  by 
the  rifler's  knife,  even  though  a  rebel ! " 

"Homo  sum!"  quoth  the  noble 
chief,  "  I  am  man  !  and,  even  in  these 
bloody  times,  Nature  commands  when 
she  speaks  in  a  father's  voice  !  Mervil, 
1  marked  thee  to-day  !  Thou  art  a 
brave  fellow.  I  meant  thee  advance- 
ment— I  give  thee,  instead,  thy  son's 
pardon,  if  he  lives — ten  masses  it'  he 
died  as  a  soldier's  son  should  die,  no 
matter  under  what  flag  — antelope  or 
lion,  pierced  manfully  in  the  breast 
— his  feet  to  the  foe !  Come,  I  will 
search  with  thee  !  " 

The  boy  yielded  up  his  soul  while 
Sibyl  1  prayed,  and  her  sweet  voice 
soothed  the  last,  pang  :  and  the  man 
ceased  to  curse  while  Adam  spoke  of 
God's  power  and  mercy,  and  his  breath 
ebbed,  gasp  upon  gasp,  away.     While 


thus  detained,  the  wanderers  saw  not 
pale,  fleeting  figures,  that  had  glided 
to  the  ground,  and  moved,  gleaming, 
irregular,  and  rapid,  as  marsh-fed 
vapours,  from  heap  to  heap  of  the 
slain.  With  a  loud,  wild  cry,  the 
robber  Lancastrian  half  sprung  to  his 
feet,  in  the  paroxysm  of  the  last 
struggle,  and  then  fell  on  his  face — a 
corpse ! 

The  cry  reached  the  tymbesteres, 
andGraul  rose  from  a  body  from  which 
she  had  extracted  a  few  coins  smeared 
with  blood,  and  darted  to  the  spot ; 
and  so,  as  Adam  raised  his  face  from 
contemplating  the  dead,  whose  last 
moments  he  had  sought  to  soothe,  the 
Alecto  of  the  battle-field  stood  before 
him,  her  knife  bare  in  her  gory  hand. 
Red  Grisell,  who  had  just  left  (with  a 
spurn  of  wrath — for  the  pouch  was 
empty)  the  corpse  of  a  soldier,  round 
whose  neck  she  had  twined  her  hot 
clasp  the  day  before,  sprang  towards 
Sibyll :  the  rest  of  the  sisterhood 
flocked  to  the  place,  and  laughed  in 
glee  as  they  beheld  their  unexpected 
prey.  The  danger  was  horrible  and 
imminent ;  no  pity  was  seen  in  those 
savage  eyes.  The  wanderers  prepared 
for  death  —  when,  suddenly,  torches 
flashed  over  the  ground.  A  cry  was 
heard — "  See,  the  riflers  of  the  dead  !" 
Armed  men  bounded  forward,  and  the 
startled  wretches  uttered  a  shrill  un- 
earthly scream,  and  fled  from  the 
spot,  leaping  over  the  carcases,  and 
doubling  and  winding,  till  they  had 
vanished  into  the  darkness  of  the 
»  008 

"  Provost !  "  said  a  commanding 
voice,  "  hang  me  up  those  sentinels 
at  day-break  ! " 

•'  My  son  !  my  boy  !  speak,  Hal- 
speak  to  me.  He  is  here  —  he  ia 
found!"  exclaimed  the  old  soldier, 
.kneeling  beside  the  corpse  at  Sibyll's 
feet. 

"  My  lord  !  my  beloved  !  my  Hast- 
ings!" And  Sibyll  fell  insensible 
before  the  chief. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   SUBTLE    CRAFT    OF    RICHARD    01    GLOUCESTER. 


It  was  some  weeks  after  the  defeat 
of  Sir  Geoffrey  Gates,  and  Edward 
was  at  Shene,  with  his  gay  court. 
Reclined  at  length  within  a  pavilion 
placed  before  a  cool  fountain,  in  the 
royal  gardens,  and  surrounded  by  his 
favourites,  the  king  listened  indolently 
to  the  music  of  his  minstrels,  and 
sleeked  the  plumage  of  his  favourite 
falcon,  perched  upon  his  wrist.  And 
scarcely  would  it  have  been  possible 
to  recognise  in  that  lazy  voluptuary 
the  dauntless  soldier,  before  whose 
lance,  as  deer  before  the  hound,  had 
so  lately  tied,  at  bloody  Erpingham, 
the  chivalry  of  the  Lancastrian  Rose  ; 
but  remote  from  the  pavilion,  and  in 
one  of  the  deserted  bowling  alleys. 
Prince  Richard  and  Lord  Montagu 
walked  apart,  in  earnest  conversation. 
The  last  of  these  noble  personages 
had  remained  inactive  during  the 
disturbances,  and  Edward  had  not 
seemed  to  entertain  any  su  picion  of 
his  participation  in  the  anger  and 
revenge  of  Warwick.  The  king  took 
from  him,  it  is  true,  the  lands  and 
earldom  of  Northumberland,  and 
restored  them  to  the  Percy,  but  he 
had  accompanied  this  act  with  gra 
cious  excuses,  alleging  the  n 
of  conciliating  the  head  of  an  illus- 
trious house,  which  had  formally 
entered  into  allegiance  to  the  dynasty 
of  Y'>rk,  and  bestowed  upon  his  early 
favourite,  in  compensation,  the  dignity 
of   marquis.*      The  politic  king,  in 


*  Montagu  ki><\,  bitterly,  of  tiiis  new 
dignity,  ** He  takes  from  me  the  E  -  m 
andd  mains  of  Northumberland,  and  makes 
mi'  .1  Marquis,  with  h  pie's  nesl  to  maintain 
it  withal."— Btowb,  Edw.  [V.— Warkworth 
Icle. 


thus  depriving  Montagu  of  the  wealth 
and  the  retainers  of  the  Percy,  re- 
duced him,  as  a  younger  brother,  to 
a  comparative  poverty  and  insignifi- 
cance, which  left  him  dependent  on 
Edward's  favour,  and  deprived  him, 
as  he  thought,  of  the  power  of  active 
mischief;  at  the  same  time,  more  than 
ever,  he  insisted  on  Montagu's  society, 
and  summoning  his  attendance  at  the 
court,  kept  his  movements  in  watchful 
surveillance. 

"  Nay,  my  lord,"  said  Richard,  pur 
suing  with  much  unction  the  conver- 
sation he  had  commenced,  "you  wrong 
me  much,  Holy  Paul  be  my  witness, 
if  you  doubt  the  deep  sorrow  I  feel  at 
the  unhappy  events  which  have  led  to 
the  severance  of  my  kinsmen  !  Eng- 
land  seems  to  me  to  have  lost  its 
smile,  in  losing  the  glory  of  Earl 
Warwick's  presence,  and  Clarence  is 
my  brother,  and  was  my  friend;  and 
thou  knowest,  Montagu,  thou  knowest, 
how  dear  to  my  heart  was  the  hop, 
to  win  for  my  wife  and  lady  the  gentle 
Anne." 

"  Prince,"  said  Montagu,  abruptly, 
"  though  the  pride  of  Warwick  and 
the  honour  of  our  house  may  have 
forbidden  the  public  revelation  of  the 
cause  which  fired  my  brother  to  re- 
bellion, thou,  at  least,  art  privy  to  a 
secret " 

"Cease!"  exclaimed  Richard,  in 
rreal  emotion,  probably  sincere,  for 
grew  livid,  and  its  muscles 
were  nervously  convulsed.  "  I  would 
not  have  that  remembrance  stirred 
from  it^  dirk  repose.  I  would  fain 
forgei  a  brother's  hasty  frenzy,  in  the 
belief  of  hi-  lasting  penitence."  II  ! 
I  paused  ami   turned  his  face,  gasped 
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for  breath,  and  resumed—  "  The  cause 
justified  the  father;  it  had  justified 
me  in  the  father's  cause,  had  Warwick 
listened  to  my  suit,  and  given  me  the 
right  to  deem  insult  to  his  daughter 
injury  to  myself." 

'"  And  if,  my  prince,"  returned 
Montagu,  looking  round  him,  and  in 
a  subdued  whisper,  "  if  yet  the  hand 
of  Lady  Anne  were  pledged  to  you  ?" 

"  Tempt  me  not — tempt  me  not ! " 
cried  the  prince,  crossing  himself. 
Montagu  continued — 

"  Our  cause,  I  mean  Lord  Warwick's 
cause,  is  not  lost,  as  the  king  deems  it." 

"  Proceed,"  said  Richard,  casting 
down  his  eyes,  while  his  countenance 
settled  back  into  its  thoughtful  calm. 

"  I  mean."  renewed  Montagu,  "  that 
in  my  brother's  flight,  his  retainers 
were  taken  by  surprise.  In  vain  the 
king  would  confiscate  his  lands — he 
cannot  confiscate  men's  hearts.  If 
Warwick  to-morrow  set  his  armed 
heel  upon  the  soil,  trowest  thou,  saga- 
cious and  clear-judging  priuce,  that 
the  strife  which  would  follow  would 
be  but  another  field  of  Losecote  ?* 
Thou  hast  heard  of  the  honours  with 
which  King  Louis  has  received  the 
earl.  Will  that  king  grudge  him 
ships  and  monies  1  And  meanwhile, 
thinke-t  thou  that  his  favourers 
sleep  1 " 

"  But  if  he  land,  Montagu,"  said 
Richard,  who  seemed  to  listen  with  an 
attention  that  awoke  all  the  hopes  of 
Montagu,  coveting  so  powerful  an 
ally — "  if  he  land,  and  make  open 
war  on  Edward  —  we  must  say  the 
word  boldly — what  intent  can  he  pro- 
claim ]  It  is  not  enough  to  say  King 
Edward  shall  not  reign  ;  the  earl  must 
say  also  what  king  England  should 
elect ! " 

"  Prince,"  answered  Montagu,  "  be- 
fore I  reply  to  that  question,  vouch 
safe  to  hear  my  own  hearty  desire  and 

*  The  battle  of  Erpinpham,  so  popularly 
(••iil'-l,  in  contempt  of  the  rebellious  ruu- 
■iwaya 


wish.  Though  the  king  ha3  deeply 
wronged  my  brother,  though  he  has 
despoiled  me  of  the  lands,  which  were, 
peradventure,  not  too  large  a  reward 
for  twenty  victories  in  his  cause,  and 
restored  them  to  the  house  that  ever 
ranked  amongst  the  strongholds  of 
his  Lancastrian  foe,  yet  often,  when  I 
am  most  resentful,  the  memory  of  my 
royal  seigneur's  past  love  and  kind- 
ness comes  over  me, — above  all  the 
thought  of  the  solemn  contract  be- 
tween his  daughter  and  my  son;  — 
and  I  feel  (now  the  first  heat  of  na- 
tural anger  at  an  insult  offered  to  my 
niece  is  somewhat  cooled)  that  if 
Warwick  did  land  I  could  almost  for- 
get my  brother  for  my  king." 

"  Almost  !  "  repeated  Kichard, 
smiling. 

"  I  am  plain  with  jrour  highness, 
and  say  but  what  I  feel.  I  would  even 
now  fain  trust,  that  by  your  media- 
tion, the  king  may  be  persuaded  to 
make  such  concessions  and  excuses, 
as  in  truth  would  not  misbeseem  him, 
to  the  father  of  Lady  Anne,  and  his 
own  kinsman ;  and  that  yet,  ere  it  be 
too  late,  I  may  be  spared  the  bitter 
choice  between  the  ties  of  blood,  and 
my  allegiance  to  the  king." 

"  But  failing  this  hope  (which  I 
devoutly  share),  —  and  Edward,  it 
must  be  owned,  could  scarcely  trust 
to  a  letter,  still  less  to  a  messenger, 
the  confession  of  a  crime  —  failing 
this,  and  your  brother  land,  and  I 
side  with  him  for  love  of  Anne, 
pledged  to  me  as  a  bride, — what  king 
would  he  ask  England  to  elect  V 

"  The  Duke  of  Clarence  loves  you 
dearly,  Lord  Richard,"  replied  Mon 
tagu.  "  Knowest  thou  not  how  often 
he  hath  said,  '  By  sweet  St.  George 
if  Gloucester  would  join  me,  I  would 
make  Edward  know  we  were  all  one 
man's  sons,  who  should  be  more  pre- 
ferred and  promoted  than  strangers 
of  his  wife's  blood.'  "* 
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Richard's  countenance  for  a  moment 
evinced  disappointment ;  l.ut  he  said 
drily,  "  Then  Warwick  would  propose 
that  Clarence  should  be  king  ] — And 
the    great    barons,   and    the    honest 
burghers,    and    the    sturdy   yeomen, 
would,  you  think,  not  stand  aghasl  at 
the  manifesto  which  declares  not  that 
the  dynasty  of  York  is  corrupt  and 
faulty,    but    that    the    younger    son 
should  depose  the  elder — that  younger 
son,  mark  me !  not  only  unknown  in 
war,  and   green  in  council,  but  gay, 
giddy,  vacillating — not  subtle  of  wit, 
and  resolute  of  deed,  as  he  who  so 
aspires  should  be  ! — Montagu — a  vain 
dream  !  '* — Richard  paused,  and  then 
resumed,  in  a  low  tone,  as  to  himself 
— "Oh!    not  so  —  not  so  are  kings 
cozened  from  their  thrones — a   pre- 
text  must  blind  men — say  they  are 
illegitimate — say  they  are  too  young 
—  too   feeble  —  too   anything  —  glide 
into  their  place — and  then,  not  war 
— not   war.     You   slay   them   not —  I 
they  disappear ! "     The  duke's  face, 
as  he  muttered,  took  a  sinister  and 
dark  expression — his  eyes  seemed  to 
gaze  on  space.     Suddenly  recovering 
himself,  as  from  a  reverie,  he  turned 
with  his   wonted   sleek   and  gracious 
aspect  to  the  startled  Montagu,  and 
said,  "I  was  but  quoting  from  Italian 
history,  good  my  lord — wise  lore,  but 
terrible,  and  murderous.     Return  we 
to   the   point.     Thou    seest    Clarence 
could  not  reign,  and   as  well."  added 
the  priuce,   with   a   Blight   sigh — "as 
well  or  better  (for  without  vanity,  1 
have  more  of  a  king's  metal  in   me) 
might  I — even  / — aspire  to  my  bro- 
ther's crown  !  "     Here  he  paused,  and 
glanced    rapidly  and    keenly   at   the 
marquis  ;   but    whether    or    not,    in 
these  words  he  bad  sought  to  sound 
Montagu,  and  that  glance  sufficed  to 
show   hi  in  it  were   bootless   or  dan- 
gerous  to    speak     more    plainly,    he 
rammed    with    an    altered    voice 

"  Enough  of  this  :   Warwick  will   dis- 
cover  the   idleness   of  such   design  ; 


and  if  he  land,  his  trumpets  must 
ring  to  a  more  kindling  measura 
John  Montagu,  thinkest  thou  that 
Margaret  of  Anjou  and  the  Lancas- 
trians will  not  rather  win  thy  brother 
to  their  side  ?  There  is  the  true 
danger  to  Edward — none  elsewhere." 
"  And  if  so  ? "  said  Montagu,  watch- 
ing his  listener's  countenance.  Richard 
started,  and  gnawed  his  lip.  "  Mark 
me!"  continued  the  marquis  — "  I 
repeat  that  I  would  fain  hope  yet,  that 
Edward  may  appease  the  earl ;  but  if 
not,  and  rather  than  rest  dishonoured 
and  aggrieved,  Warwick  link  himself 
with  Lancaster,  and  thou  join  him  as 
Anne's  betrothed  and  lord,  what  mat- 
ters who  the  puppet  on  the  throne  ! — 
we  and  thou  shall  be  the  rulers  ;  or,  if 
thou  reject,"  added  the  marquis,  art- 
fully, as  he  supposed,  exciting  the 
jealousy  of  the  duke — "  Henry  has  a 
son— a  fair,  and,  they  say,  a  gallant 
prince — carefully  tutored  in  the  know- 
ledge of  our  English  laws,  and  who, 
my  lord  of  Oxford,  somewhat  in  the 
confidence  of  the  Lancastrians,  assures 
me,  would  rejoice  to  forget  old 
feuds,  and  call  Warwick  '  father,' and 
my  niece  '  Lady  and  Princess  of 
Wales.' " 

With  all  his  dissimulation,  Richard 
could  ill  conceal  the  emotions  of  fear — 
of  jealousy — of  dismay,  which  these 
words  excited. 

"  Lord  Oxford  !  "  he  cried,  stamp- 
ing his  foot.  "  Ha  !  John  de  Vere — 
pestilent  traitor,  plottest  thou  thud 
Hut  we  can  yet  seize  thy  person,  and 
will  have  thy  head." 

Alarmed  at  this  burst,  and  sud- 
denly made  aware  that  he  had  laid 
bis  breast  too  bare  to  the  boy,  whom 
he  had  thought  to  dazzle  and  seduce 
to  his  designs. —  Montagu  said,  falter- 
ingly  — "  But,  my  lord,  our  talk  is 
but  in  confidence  :  at  your  own  prayer, 
with  your  own  plighted  word,  of  prince 
and  of  kinsman,  that,  whatever  my 
frankness  may  utter,  should  not  pass 
farther.     Take,"  added  the  nobleman, 
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with  proud  dignity — "  take  my  head 
rather  than  Lord  Oxford's;  for  I  de- 
serve death,  if  I  reveal  to  one,  who  can 
betray,  the  loose  words  of  another's 
intimacy  and  trust !  " 

"  Forgive  me,  my  cousin,"  said  j 
Richard,  meekly  ;  "  my  love  to  Anne 
transported  me  too  far.  Lord  Ox- 
ford's words,  as  you  report  them,  had 
conjured  up  a  rival,  and — but  enough 
of  this. — And  now,"  added  the  prince, 
gravely,  and  with  a  steadiness  of  voice 
and  manner  that  gave  a  certain  ma- 
jesty to  his  small  stature — "  now,  as 
thou  hast  spoken  openly,  openly  also 
will  I  reply.  I  feel  the  wrong  to  the 
Lady  Anne  as  to  myself;  deeply, 
burningly,  and  lastingly,  will  it  live 
in  my  mind ;  it  may  be,  sooner  or 
later,  to  rise  to  gloomy  deeds,  even 
against  Edward  and  Edward's  blood. 
But  no,  I  have  the  king's  solemn  pro- 
testations of  repentance  ;  his  guilty 
passion  has  burned  into  ashes,  and  he 
now  sighs — gay  Edward — for  a  lighter 
fere.  I  cannot  join  with  Clarence, 
less  can  I  join  with  the  Lancastrians. 
My  birth  makes  me  the  prop  of  the 
throne  of  York — to  guard  it  as  a  herit- 
age (who  knows!)  that  may  descend 
to  mine — nay,  to  me  !  And  mark  me 
well !  if  Warwick  attempt  a  war  of 
fratricide,  he  is  lost ;  if,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  can  submit  himself  to  the 
hands  of  Margaret,  stained  with  his 
father's  gore,  the  success  of  an  hour 
will  close  in  the  humiliation  of  a  life. 
There  is  a  third  way  left,  and  that  way 
thou  hast  piously  and  wisely  shown. 
Let  him,  like  me,  resign  revenge,  and, 
no!  exacting  a  confession  and  a  cry  of 
Peccavi,  which  no  king,  much  less 
King  Edward  the  Plantauenet,  can 
whimper  forth — let  him  accept  such 
overtures  as  his  liege  can  make.  His 
titles  and  castles  shall  be  restored, 
equal  possessions  to  those  thou  hast 
lost  assigned  to  thee,  and  all  my 
guerdon  (if  I  can  so  negotiate)  a-  all 
my  ambition,- -his  daughter's  hand. 
Muse  on  this.,  and  for  the  peace  and 


weal  of  the  realm,  so  limit  all  tbj 
schemes,  my  lord  and  cousin  !  * 

With  these  words  the  prince  pressed 
the  hand  of  the  marquis,  and  walked 
slowly  towards  the  king's  pavilion. 

"  Shame  on  my  ripe  manhood  and 
lore  of  life,"  muttered  Montagu,  en- 
raged against  himself  and  deeply  mor- 
tified. "  How  sentence  by  sentence. 
and  step  by  step,  yon  crafty  pigmy  led 
me  on,  till  all  our  projects — all  oui 
fears  and  hopes  are  revealed  to  him, 
who  but  views  them  as  a  foe.  Anne 
betrothed  to  one,  who  even  in  fiery 
youth  can  thus  beguile  and  dupe! — - 
Warwick  decoyed  hither  upon  fair 
words,  at  the  will  of  one  whom  Italy 
(boy,  there  thou  didst  forget  thy  fence 
of  cunning  !)  has  taught  how  the  great 
are  shun  not,  but  disappear !  No, 
even  this  defeat  instructs  me  now. 
But  right — right !  the  reign  of  Cla- 
rence is  impossible,  and  that  of  Lan- 
caster is  ill  omened  and  portentous; 
and  after  all,  my  son  stands  nearer  to 
the  throne  than  any  subject,  in  his 
alliance  with  the  Lady  Elizabeth. 
Would  to  heaven  the  king  could  yet 

But  out  on  me!  this  is  no  hour 

for  musing  on  mine  own  aggrandise- 
ment ;  rather  let  me  fly  at  once,  and 
warn  Oxford,  imperilled  by  my  impru- 
dence,- against  that  dark  eye  which 
hath  set  watch  upon  his  life." 

At  that  thought,  which  showed  that 
Montagu,  with  all  his  worldliness,  was 
not  forgetful  of  one  of  the  first  duties 
of  knight  and  gentleman,  the  marquis 
hastened  up  the  alley — in  the  opposite 
direction  to  that  taken  by  Gloucester  — 
ami  soon  found  himself  in  the  court- 
yard, where  a  goodly  company  were 
mounting  their  haquen6esand  palfreys, 
to  enjoy  a  summer  ride  through  the 
neighbouring  chase.  The  cold  and 
half-slighting  salutations  of  these 
minions  of  the  hour,  which  now  mor- 
tified the  Xevile,  despoiled  of  the 
possessions  that  had  rewarded  his 
long  and  brilliant  services, — contrast- 
ing forcibly  the  reverential   honiatn; 
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he  had  formerly  enjoyed,  stung  Mon- 
tagu to  the  quick. 

"  Whither  ride  you,  brother  Mar- 
quis?" said  young  Lord  Dorset.  (Eliza- 
beth's son  by  her  firel  marriage,)  as 
Montagu  called  to  his  single  squire, 
who  was  in  waiting  with  his  horse. 
■  secret  expedition,  methinks, 
for  I  have  known  the  day  when  the 
Lord  Montagu  never  rode  from  Ins 
king's  palace  with  less  than  thirty 
squires." 

"  Since  my  Lord  Dorset  prides 
himself  on  his  memory,"  answered 
the  scornful  lord,  "  he  may  remember 
also  the  day  when,  if  a  Nevile  mounted 
in  haste,  he  bade  the  first  Woodville 
he  saw  hold  the  stirrup." 

rding  "the  brother  Mar- 
quis" with  a  stately  eye  that  silenced 
and  awed  retort,  the  long  descended 
Montagu  passed  the  courtiers,  and 
rode  slowly  on  till  out  of  sight  of  the 
palaee  ;  he  then  pushed  into  a  hand 
gallop,  and  halted  not  till  he  had 
reached  London,  and  gained  the  house 
in  which,  then;  d^elt  the  Earl  of 
Oxford,  the  most  powerful  of  all  the 
Lancastrian  nobles  not  in  exile,  and 
who  had  hitherto  temporized  with 
the  reigning  house. 

Two  days  afterwards  the  news 
reached  Edward  that  Lord  Oxford 
and  Jasper  of  Pembroke — uncle  to 
the  boy  afterwards  Henry  VII.— had 
sailed  from  England. 

The  tidings  reached  the  king  in  his 
chamber,  where  he  was  closeted  with 
Gloucester.  The  conference  between 
them  seemed  to  have  been  warm  and 
earnest,  for  Edward's  face  was  flu-bed, 
and  Gloucester's  brow  was  perturbed 
and  Bull  en. 

"Now  Heaven  be  praised!"  cried 
the  kirn:,  extending  to  Richard  the 
letter  which  communicated  the  flight 
of  the  disaffected  lords.  "We  have 
two  en<  ■■  m  in  our  roiaulme, 

and  many  a  bai 

I  kingly  wants.     Ila — ha! 

these  l.i.  mlj  serve  to  enrich 

'  02. 


us.     Frowning  still,  Richard ;  smile, 
boy!" 

"  Foi  tie  mon  dvie,  Edward,"  said 
Richard,  with  a  bitter  energy,  strangely 
at  variance  with  his  usual  unctious 
deference  to  the  king,  "your  high- 
ness's  gaiety  is  ill-seasoned  ;  you  reject 
all  the  means  to  assure  your  throne — 
you  rejoice  in  all  the  events  that  im- 
peril it.  I  prayed  you  to  lose  not  a 
moment  in  conciliating,  if  possible, 
the  great  lord  whom  you  own  yov 
have  wronged,  and  you  replied  that 
you  would  rather  lose  your  crown  than 
win  back  the  arm  that  gave  it  you." 

"Gave  it  me!  an  error,  Richard! 
that  crown  was  at  once  the  heritage 
of  my  own  birth,  and  the  achieve 
ment  of  my  own  sword.  But  were  i 
as  you  say,  it  is  not  in  a  king's  naturo 
to  bear  the  presence  of  a  power  more 
formidable  than  his  own — to  submit 
to  a  voice  that  commands  rather  than 
counsels :  and  the  happiest  chance 
that  ever  befel  me  is  the  exile  of  this 
earl.  How,  after  what  hath  chanced, 
can  I  ever  see  his  face  again  without 
humiliation,  or  he  mine  without 
resentment'! " 

"  So  you  told  me  anon,  and  I  an- 
swered,  It'  that  be  so,  and  your  high- 
ness shrinks  from  the  man  you  have 
injured,  beware  at  least  that  Warwick, 
if  he  may  not  return  as  a  friend,  come 
not  back  as  an  irresistible  foe.  If 
you  will  not  conciliate,  crush  !  Hasten 
by  all  arts  to  separate  Clarence  from 
Warwick.  Hasten  to  prevent  the 
union  of  the  earl's  popularity  and 
Henry's  rights.  Keep  eye  upon  all 
the  Lancastrian  lords,  and  see  that 
none  quit  the  realm,  where  they  are 
captives,  to  join  a  camp  where  they 
can  rise  into  leaders.  And  at  the 
very  moment  I  urge  you  to  place 
Stricl  watch  upon  Oxford  —  to  send 
your  swiftest,  rider-  to  seize  Jasper  ot 
Pembroke,  you  laugh  with  glee  to 
hear  that  Oxford  and  Pembroke  are 
gone    to    swell    the    army    of   yout 
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"  better  foes  out  of  my  realm  than 
in  it,"  answered  Ed'.vard,  drily. 

"  My  liege,  I  say  no  more ; "  and 
Richard  rose.  "I  would  forestall  a 
danger;  it  but  remains  for  me  to 
share  it." 

The  king  was  touched.  "  Tarry 
yet,  Richard,"  he  said ;  and  then, 
fixing  his  brother's  eye,  he  continued, 
with  a  half-smile  and  a  heightened 
colour,  "  Though  we  know  thee  true 
and  leal  to  us,  we  yet  know  also, 
Richard,  that  thou  hast  personal  inte- 
rest in  thy  counsels.  Thou  wouldst, 
jy  one  means  or  another,  soften  or 
constrain  the  earl  into  giving  thee 
the  hand  of  Anne.  Well,  then,  grant 
that  Warwick  and  Clarence  expel 
King  Edward  from  his  throne,  they 
znay  bring  a  bride  to  console  thee  for 
the  ruin  of  a  brother." 

"  Thou  hast  no  right  to  taunt  or  to 
suspect  me,  my  liege,"  returned 
Richard,  with  a  quiver  in  his  lip. 
"  Thou  hast  included  me  in  thy  medi- 
tated wrong  to  Warwick ;  and  had 
that  wrong  been  done " 

"  Peradventure  it  had  made  thee 
espouse  Warwick's  quarrel  1 " 

"  Bluntly,  yes  ! "  exclaimed  Richard, 
almost  fiercely,  and  playing  with  his 
dagger.  "  But  (he  added,  with  a 
sudden  change  of  voice,)  I  understand 
and  know  thee  better  than  the  earl 
did  or  could.  I  know  what  in  thee  is 
Mit  thoughtless  impulse,  haste  of 
passion,  the  habit  kings  form  of  for- 
getting all  things  save  the  love  or 
hate,  the  desire  or  anger,  of  a  moment. 
Thou  hast  tnld  me  thyself,  and  with 
tears,  of  thy  offence ;  thou  hast  par- 
doned my  boy's  burst  of  anger ;  I 
have  pardoned  thy  evil  thought  ;  thou 
hast  told  me  thyself  that  another  face 
has  succeeded  to  the  brief  empire  of 
Anne's  blue  eye,  and  hast  further 
pledged  me  thy  kingly  word,  that  if  I 
can  yet  compass  the  hand  of  a  cousin, 
dear  to  me  from  childhood,  thou  wilt 
vronfirm  the  union." 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Edward.     "  But 


if  thou  wed  thy  bride,  keep  her  aloof 
from  the  court — nay,  frown  not,  my 
boy,  I  mean  simply  that  I  would  not 
blush  before  my  brother's  wife  ! " 

Richard  bowed  low  in  order  to  con- 
ceal the  expression  of  his  face,  and 
went  on  without  further  notice  of  the 
explanation  : 

"  And  all  this  considered,  Edward, 
I  swear  by  Saint  Paul,  the  holiest 
saint  to  thoughtful  men,  ami  by  St. 
George,  the  noblest  patron  to  high- 
born warriors,  that  thy  crown  and 
thine  honour  are  as  dear  to  me  as  if 
they  were  mine  own.  Whatever  sins 
Richard  of  Gloucester  may  live  jo 
harbour  and  repent,  no  man  shall 
ever  say  of  him  that  he  was  a  recreant 
to  the  honour  of  his  country,*  or  slow 
to  defend  the  rights  of  his  ancestors 
from  the  treason  of  a  vassal  or  the 
sword  of  a  foreign  foe.  Therefore, 
I  say  again,  if  t.hou  reject  my  honest 
counsels — if  thou  suffer  Warwick  to 
unite  with  Lancaster  and  France — if 
the  ships  of  Louis  bear  to  your  shores 
an  enemy,  the  might  of  whom  your 
reckless  daring  undervalues,  foremost 
in  the  field  in  battle,  nearest  to  your 
side  in  exile,  shall  Richard  Plantagenet 
be  found  ! " 

These  words,  being  uttered  with 
sincerity,  and  conveying  a  promise 
never  forfeited,  were  more  impressive 
than  the  subtlest  eloquence  the  wily 
and  accomplished  Gloucester  ever 
employed  as  the  cloak  to  guile,  and 
they  so  affected  Edward,  that  he 
threw  his  arms  around  his  brother; 
ami  after  one  of  those  bursts  of 
emotion  which  were  frequent  in  one 
whose  feelings  were  never  deep  and 
lasting,  but  easily  aroused  and  warmly 
spoken,  he  declared  himself  ready  to 
listen  to  and  adopt  all  means  which 
Richard's   art   could   suggest  for  the 

*  So  Lord  Bacon  observes  of  Richard,  with 
th;ii  discrimination,  oven  in  the  strongest 
censure,  of  which  profound  judges  of  man- 
kind  are  alone  capable,  that  he  was  ■  a  king 
jealous  of  the  honour  of  the  Knglibh  nation.* 
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i>etter  maintenance  of  their  common 
weal  and  interests. 

And.  then,  with  that  wondrous,  if 
somewhat  too  restless  and  over-re- 
fining, energy  which  belonged  to  him, 
Richard  rapidly  detailed  the  scheme 
of  his  profound  and  dissimulating 
policy.  His  keen  and  intuitive 
insight  into  human  nature  had  shown 
him  the  stern  necessity  which,  against 
their  very  will,  must  unite  Warwick 
with  .Margaret  of  Anjou.  His  con- 
versation with  Montagu  had  left  no 
doubt  of  that  peril  on  his  penetrating 
mind.  He  foresaw  that  this  union 
might  be  made  durable  and  sacred  by 
the  marriage  of  Anne  and  Prince 
Edward:  and  to  defeat  this  alliance 
was  his  first  object,  partly  through 
Clarence,  partly  through  Margaret 
herself.  A  gentlewoman  in  the 
Duchess  of  Clarence's  train  had  been 
arrested  on  the  point  of  embarking  to 
join  her  mistress.  Richard  had 
already  seen  and  conferred  with  this 
lady,  whose  ambition,  duplicity,  and 
talent  for  intrigue',  were  known  to 
him.  Having  secured  her  by  pro- 
mises of  the  most  lavish  dignities  and 
rewards,  he  proposed  that  she  should 
be  permitted  to  join  the  duchess  with 
secret  messages  to  Isabel  and  the 
duke,  warning  them  both,  thai  War- 
wick and  Margaret  would  forget  their 
past  feud  in  present  sympathy,  and 
that  the  rebellion  against  King  Ed- 
ward, instead  of  placimr  them  on  the 
throne,  would  humble  them  to  be 
subordinates  and  aliens  to  the  real 
profilers  —  the  Lancastrians.*  He 
foresaw   what  effect    these   warnings 

*  Cominfs,  3,  c.  5;  Hall;  Uoi.unsbkd. 


would  have  upon  the  vain  duke  and 
the  ambitious  Isabel,  whose  character 
was  known  to  him  from  childhood. 
He  startled  the  king  by  insisting 
upon  sending,  at  the  same  time,  a 
trusty  diplomatist  to  Margaret  of 
Anjou,  proffering  to  give  the  Princess 
Elizabeth  (betrothed  to  Lord  Mon- 
tagu's son)  to  the  young  Prince 
Edward.*  Thus,  if  the  king,  who 
had,  as  yet,  no  son,  were  to  die,  Mar- 
garet's son,  iu  right  of  his  wife,  as 
well  as  in  that  of  his  own  descent, 
would  peaceably  ascend  the  throne. 
"  Need  I  say  that  I  mean  not  this  in 
sad  and  serious  earnest,"  observed 
Richard,  interrupting  the  astonished 
king — "I  mean  it  but  to  amuse  the 
Anjouite,  and  to  deafen  her  ears  to 
any  overtures  from  Warwick.  If  she 
listen,  we  gain  time — that  time  will 
inevitably  renew  irreconcilable  quarrel 
between  herself  and  the  earl.  His 
hot  temper  and  desire  of  revenge  will 
not  brook  delay.  He  will  land,  un- 
supported by  .Margaret  and  her  parti- 
sans, and  without  any  fixed  principle 
of  action  which  can  strengthen  force 
by  opinion." 

"  You  are  right,  Richard,"  said  Ed- 
ward, whose  faithless  cunning  com- 
prehended the  more  sagacious  policy 
it  could  not  originate.  "  All  be  it  as 
you  will." 

"And  in  the  meanwhile,"  added 
Richard,  "  watch  well,  but  anger  not, 
Montagu  and  the  archbishop.  It 
were  dangerous  to  seem  to  distrust 
them  till  proof  be  clear — it  were  dull 
to  believe  them  true.  I  go  at  once  to 
fulfil  my  task." 


*  Original  Letters  from  Harleian  MSS. 
Edited  by  Sir  a.  lima  iSec-oml  Series.) 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


WARWICK    AND    HIS    FAMILY   IN    EXILE. 


We  now  summon  the  reader  on  a 
longer  if  less  classic  journey  than  from 
Thebes  to  Athens,  and  waft  him  on  a 
rapid  wing  from  Rhene  to  Amboise. 
We  must  suppose  that  the  two  emis- 
saries of  Gloucester  have  already 
arrived  at  their  several  destinations — 
the  lady  has  reached  Isabel;  —  the 
envoy,  Margaret. 

In  one  of  the  apartments  appro- 
priated to  the  earl  in  the  royal  palace, 
within  the  embrasure  of  a  vast  Gothic 
casement,  sat  Anne  of  Warwick  ;  the 
small  wicket  in  the  window  was  open, 
and  gave  a  view  of  a  wide  and  fair 
garden,  interspersed  with  thick  bos- 
quets, and  regular  alleys,  over  which 
the  rich  skies  of  the  summer  evening, 
a  little  before  sunset,  cast  alternate 
light  and  shadow.  Towards  this  pro- 
spect the  sweet  face  of  the  Lady  Anne 
was  turned  musingly.  The  riveted 
eye — the  bended  neck  —  the  arms 
reclining  on  the  knee — the  slender 
fingers  interlaced — gave  to  her  whole 
person  the  character  of  reverie  and 
repose. 

In  the  same  chamber  were  two  other 
ladies ;  the  one  was  pacing  the  floor 
with  slow  but  uneven  steps,  with  lips 
moving  from  time  to  time,  as  if  in 
-elf-commune,  with  the  brow  con- 
tracted slightly:  Her  form  and  face 
took  also  the  character  of  reverie,  but 
not  of  repose. 

The  third  female  (the  gentle  and 
lovely  mother  of  the  other  two)  was 
seated,  towards  the  centre  of  the  room, 
before  a  small  table,  on  which  rested 
one  of  those  religious  manuscripts,  full 
of  the  moralities  and  the  marvels  of 
sloister  snnct'tv    vliich  made  so  la  rye 


a  portion  of  the  literature  of  thi 
monkish  ages.  But  her  eye  rested  not 
on  the  Gothic  letter,  and  the  rich 
blazon  of  the  holy  book.  With  all  a 
mother's  fear,  and  all  a  mother's  fond- 
ness, it  glanced  from  Isabel  to  Anne 
— from  Anne  to  Isabel,  till  at  length, 
in  one  of  those  soft  voices,  so  rarely 
heard,  which  makes  even  a  stranger 
love  the  speaker,  the  fair  countess 
said — 

"  Come  hither,  my  chi'd,  Isabel, give 
me  thy  hand,  and  whisper  me  what 
hath  chafed  thee." 

"  My  mother,"  replied  the  duchess, 
"it  would  become  me  ill  to  have  a 
secret  not  known  to  thee,  and  yet, 
methinks,  it  would  become  me  less 
to  say  aught  to  provoke  thine 
anger." 

"  Anger,  Isabel  !  who  ever  knew 
anger  for  those  they  lovel  " 

"  Pardon  me,  my  sweet  mother," 
said  Isabel,  relaxing  her  haughty  brow, 
and  she  approached  and  kissed  her 
mother's  cheek. 

The  countess  drew  her  gently  to  a 
seat  by  her  side — 

"And  now  tell  me  all — unless, 
indeed,  thy  Clarence  hath,  in  some 
lover's  hasty  mood,  vexed  thy  affec- 
tion ;  for  of  the  household  secrets,  even 
a  mother  should  not  question  the  true 
wife." 

Isabel  paused,  and  glanced  signifi- 
cantly at  Anne. 

"Nay  —  see!"  said  the  countess, 
smiling,  though  sadly — "She,  too,  hath 
thoughts  that  she  will  not  tell  to  me; 
but  they  seem  not  such  as  should 
alarm  mv  fears  as  thine  do.  For  the 
moment  ere  I  spoke  to  theft,  thu  brow 


THE  \AST  OP  THE  BARONS. 


341 


frowned,  and  h  r  lip  smiled.  She  hears 
us  not — speak  on." 

"  Is  it  then  true,  my  mother,  that 
Margaret  of  Anjou  is  hastening  hither; 
and  can  it  be  possible  that  King  Louis 
can  persuade  my  lord  and  father  to 
meet,  save  in  the  field  of  battle,  the 
arch  enemy  of  our  house  1 " 

"Ask  the  earl  thyself,  Isabel;  Lord 
Warwick  hath  no  concealment  from 
his  children.  Whatever  he  doth  is  ever 
wisest,  best,  and  knightliest  — so,  at 
least,  may  his  children  alway  deem  !" 

Isabel's  colour  changed,  and  her  eye 
flashed.  But  ere  she  could  answer, 
the  arras  was  raised,  and  Lord  War- 
wick er:  rercd.  But  no  longer  did  the 
hero's  mien  and  manner  evince  that 
cordial  and  tender  cheerfulness,  which, 
in  all  the  storms  of  his  changeful  life, 
he  had  hitherto  displayed  when 
coming  from  power  and  danger,  from 
council  or  from  camp,  to  man's  earthly 
paradise— a  virtuous  home. 

Gloomy  and  absorbed,  his  very 
dress — which,  at  that  day,  the  Anglo- 
Norman  deemed  it  a  sin  againe 
dignity  to  neglect — betraying,  by  its 
disorder,  that  thorough  change  of  the 
whole  mind ;  that  terrible  internal 
revolution,  whic  i  i-  male  but,  in 
strong  natures,  by  the  tyranny  of  a 
great  care,  or  a  grea'  passion,  the  earl 
scarcely  seemed  to  heed  his  countess, 
who  rose  hastily,  but  stopped  in  the 
timid  tear  and  reverence  of  love  at  the 
Bighi  of  hia  stern  aspect, — he  threw 
himself  abruptly  on  a  seat,  pa&se  1  his 
hand  over  his  face,  and  sighed 
heavily. 

righ  dispelled  the  fear  of  the 
vile,  and  made  her  alive  only  to  her  \ 
privilege  of  the  soother.  She  drew 
near,  and,  placing  herself  on  the  green 
it  hi>  feet,  took  hia  hand  and 
kissed  it     but  did  not  -peak. 

The  earl's  eyes  fell  on  the  lovely 
(ace  looking  up  to  him  through  tears, 
hi.-  brow  softened,  be  dn  ■■  his  band 
gently  from  hers,  placed  it  on  her 
bead,  and  said,  in  a  low  voim — 


"  God,  and  our  Lady  bless  thee, 
•  ife  !  " 

Then,  looking  round,  he  saw  Isabel 
watching  him  intently,  and,  rising  at 
once,  he  threw  his  arm  round  her 
waist,  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and 
said,  "  My  daughter,  for  thee  and 
thine,  day  and  night  have  I  striven 
and  planned  in  vain.  I  cannot  reward 
thy  husband  as  I  would  —  I  cannot 
give  thee,  as  I  had  hoped,  a  throne  !  " 

"  What  title  so  dear  to  Isabel !  " 
said  the  countess,  "  as  that  of  Lord 
Warwick's  daughter?" 

Isabel  remained  cold  and  silent,  and 
returned  not.  the  earl's  embrace. 

Warwick  was,  happily,  too  absorbed 
in  his  own  feelings  to  notice  those  of 
his  child.  Mi. viii^  away,  he  conti- 
nued, as  he  paced  the  room,  (his  habit 
in  emotion,  which  Isabel,  who  had 
many  minute  external  traits,  in  com- 
mon with  her  fa:  her,  had  uncon- 
sciously caught  from  him) — 

"Till  this  morning,  1  hoped  still, 
that  my  name  and  services,  that 
Clarence's  popular  bearing  and  his 
birth  of  Plantagenet,  would  suffice  to 
summon  the  English  people  round 
our  -tan, lard—  that  the  false  Edward 
would  be  driven,  on  our  landing,  to  fly 
tin-  realm  ;  and  that,  without  change 
to  the  dynasty  of  York,  Clarence,  as 
next  male  heir,  would  ascend  the 
throne.  True,  I  saw  all  the  obstacles 
— all  the  difficulties. —  I  was  warned  of 
them  before  I  left  England;  but  still 
I  hoped.  Lord  Oxford  has  arrived—. 
In-  has  just  left  me  We  have  gone 
over  the  chart  of  the  way  before  us, 
weighed  the  worth  of  ever)  name,  foi 
Must:  and,  alas!  1  cannot  but 
allow  that  all  attempt  to  place  the 
on  the  throne  of 
the  elder,  would  but  lead  to  boot- 
mghter,  and  irretrievable  de- 
feat '  " 

••  Wherefore  think  you  so.  my  lord!" 
asked  Isabel,  in  evident  exciti 

'•Your   own    retainers  are  sixty  thou- 
sand ••  an  army  larger  than   IMwud. 
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and  all   his   lords   of  yesterday,  can 
bring  into  the  field." 

"  My  child  !  "  answered  the  '  earl, 
with  that  profound  knowledge  of  his 
countrymen  which  he  had  rather 
acquired  from  his  English  heart,  than 
from  any  subtlety  of  intellect  — 
"armies  may  gain  a  victory,  but  they 
do  not  achieve  a  throne — unless,  at 
least,  they  enforce  a  slavery  :  And  it 
is  not  for  me,  and  for  Clarence,  to  be 
the  violent  conquerors  of  our  country- 
men ;  but  the  regenerators  of  a  free 
realm,  corrupted  by  a  false  man's 
rule." 

"  ^nd  what,  then,"  exclaimed 
Isabel — "  what  do  you  propose,  my 
father]  Can  it  be  possible  that  you 
can  unite  yourself  with  the  abhorred 
Lancastrians — with  the  savage  An- 
jouite,  who  beheaded  my  grandsire, 
Salisbury'?  Well  do  I  remember  your 
own  words — '  May  God  and  St.  George 
forget  me,  when  I  forget  those  grey 
and  gory  hairs  ! ' " 

Here  Isabel  was  interrupted  by  a 
faint  cry  from  Anne,  who,  unobserved 
by  the  rest,  and,  hitherto  concealed 
Jrom  her  father's  eye  by  the  deep 
embrasure  of  the  window,  had  risen 
some  moments  before,  and  listened, 
with  breathless  attention,  to  the  con- 
versation between  Warwick  and  the 
duchess. 

"  It  is  not  true — it  is  not  true !  " 
exclaimed  Anne  passionately.  "  Mar- 
garet disowns  the  inhuman  deed." 

"  Thou  art  right,  Anne,"  said 
Warwick;  "though  I  guess  not  how 
thou  didst  learn  the  error  of  a  report 
eo  popularly  believed,  that  till  of  late 
I  never  questioned  its  truth.  King 
Louis  assures  me  solemnly,  that  that 
foul  act  was  (lone  by  the  butcher 
Clifford  against  Margaret's  knowledge, 
ind  when  known,  to  her  grief  and 
anger." 

"  And  you,  who  call  Edward  false, 
can  believe  Louis  true  ! " 

"Cease,  Isabel — cease!"  said  the 
rountess.     "  Is  it  thus  my  child  can 


address  my  lord  and  husband  !     For 
give  her,  beloved  Richard." 

"  Such  heat  in  Clarence's  wife  mis- 
beseems  her  not,"  answered  Warwick. 
"And  I  can  comprehend  and  pardon 
in  my  haughty  Isabel  a  resentment 
which  her  reason  must,  at  last, 
subdue  ;  for,  think  not,  Isabel,  that  it 
is  without  dread  struggle  and  fierce 
agony  that  I  can  contemplate  peace 
and  league  with  mine  ancient  foe ;  but 
here  two  duties  speak  to  me  in  voices 
not  to  be  denied  :  my  honour  and  my 
hearth,  as  noble  and  as  man,  demand 
redress — and  the  weal  and  glory  of  my 
country  demand  a  ruler  who  does  not 
degrade  a  warrior,  nor  assail  a  virgin, 
nor  corrupt  a  people  by  lewd  plea- 
sures, nor  exhaust  a  land  by  grinding 
imposts ;  and  that  honour  shall  be 
vindicated,  and  that  country  shall  be 
righted,  no  matter  at  what  sacrifice  of 
private  grief  and  pride." 

The  words  and  the  tone  of  the  earl 
for  a  moment  awed  even  Isabel,  but 
after  a  pause,  she  said,  sullenly,  "And 
for  this,  then,  Clarence  hath  joined 
your  quarrel,  and  shared  your  exile  ! 
— for  this, —  that  he  may  place  the 
eternal  barrier  of  the  Lancastrian  line 
between  himself  and  the  English 
throne ! " 

"  I  would  fain  hope,"  answered  the 
earl,  calmly,  "  that  Clarence  will  view 
our  hard  position  more  charitably 
than  thou.  If  he  gain  not  all  that  I 
could  desire,  should  success  crown  our 
arms,  he  will,  at  least,  gain  much  ;  for 
often  and  ever,  did  thy  husband, 
Isabel,  urge  me  to  stern  measures 
against  Edward,  when  I  soothed  him 
and  restrained.  Mori  Dim!  how 
often  did  he  complain  of  slight  and 
insult  from  Eli/abet  hand  her  minions, 
of  open  affront  from  Edward,  of  parsi- 
mony to  his  wants  as  prince — of  a  life, 
in  short,  humbled  and  made  bitter  by 
all  the  indignity  and  the  gall  which 
scornful  power  can  inflict  on  depen- 
dent pride.  If  he  gain  not  the  throne, 
he  will  gain,  at  least,  the  succession 
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in  thy  "ight,  to  the  baronies  of  Beau- 
champ;  he  mighty  duchy  and  the  vast 
heritage  of  York,  the  vice-royalty  of 
Ireland.  Never  prince  of  the  blood 
had  wealth  and  honours  equal  to  those 
that  shall  await  thy  lord.  For  the  rest, 
I  drew  him  not  into  my  quarrel — 
long  before,  would  he  have  drawn  me 
into  his;  nor  doth  it  become  thee, 
I- >abel,  as  child  and  as  sister,  to 
iepent,  if  the  husband  of  my  daughter 
felt  as  brave  men  feel,  without  calcu- 
lation of  gain  and  profit,  the  insult 
offi  red  to  his  lady's  house.  But,  if 
here  I  overgauge  his  chivalry  and 
love  to  me  and  mine,  or  discontent  his 
ambition  and  his  hopes,  Moil  Dieu  ! 
we  hold  him  not  a  captive.  Edward 
will  hail  his  overtures  of  peace ;  let 
him  make  terms  with  his  brother, 
and  return." 

"  I  will  report  to  him  what  you  say, 
my  lord,"  said  Isabel,  with  cold  bre- 
vity ;  and,  bending  her  haughty  head 
in  formal  reverence,  she  advanced  to 
the  door.  Anne  sprang  forward  and 
caught  her  hand. 

"  I  »h.  Isabel  !  "  she  whispered  ;  "  in 
our  father's  sad  and  gloomy  hour  can 
you  leave  him  thus  !" — and  the  sweet 
ladj  buret  into  tears. 

'■  Anne,"  retorted  Isabel,  bitterly, 
"  thy  heart  is  Lancastrian  ;  and  what, 
peradventure,  grieves  my  father,  hath 
but  joy  for  thee." 

Anne  drew  back,  pale  and  trem- 
bling, and  her  sister  swept  from  the 
room. 

The  earl,  though  he  had  not  over- 
heard the  whispered  sentences  which 
passed  between  his  daughters,  had 
watched  them  closely,  and  his  li|> 
qnivered  with  emotion,  as  Isabel 
closed  the  door. 

"  Come  hither, my  Anne,"  he  said, 
tenderly;  "  thou,  who  hast  thy 
mother'.--  £ace,  never  hasl  a  harsh 
thought  for  thy  father." 

A-  Anne  threw  herself  on  War- 
virk's  breast,  be  continued — "And 
hoi'  earnest  thou  to  Learn  thai  Mai 


garet  disowns  a  deed  that,  if  done  by 
her  command,  would  render  my  union 
with  her  cause  a  sacrilegious  impiety 
to  the  dead  !" 

Anne  coloured,  and  nestled  her 
head  still  closer  to  her  father's  bosom. 
Her  mother  regarded  her  confusion 
and  her  silence  with  an  anxious  eye. 

The  wing  of  the  palace  in  which 
the  earl's  apartments  were  situated, 
was  appropriated  to  himself  and 
household,  flanked  to  the  left  by  an 
abutting  pile  containing  state-cham- 
bers, never  used  by  the  austere  and 
thrifty  Louis,  save  on  great  occasions 
of  pomp  or  revel ;  and,  as  we  have 
before  observed,  looking  on  a  garden, 
— which  was  generally  solitary  and 
deserted.  From  this  garden,  while 
Anne  yet  strove  for  words  to  answer 
her  father,  and  the  countess  yet 
watched  her  embarrassment,  suddenly 
came  the  soft  strain  of  a  Provencal 
lute;  while  a  low  voice,  rich,  and 
modulated  at  once  by  a  deep  feeling 
and  an  exquisite  art  that  would  have 
given  effect  to  even  simpler  words, 
breathed 

THE    LAY    OF    THE    HEIR   OF    LANCASTER. 

"His  birthright  l>ut  ;i  Father's  name, 
A  Grandsire's  hero-sword  , 
He  dwelt  within  the  Straneer's  land, 
The  friendless,  homeless  Lord ' 

"  Yet  one  dear  hope,  too  dear  to  tell, 
Consoled  the  exiled  man; 
Tin'  Angels  have  their  home  in  Heaven 

And  gentle  the  lights  in  Anne." 

At  that  name  the  voice  of  the 
singer  trembled,  and  paused  a  mo- 
ment ;  the  earl,  who  at  first  had 
scarcely  listened  to  what  he  deemed 
but  the  ill  seasoned  gallantry  of  one 
of  the  royal  minstrels,  started  in 
proud  surprise,  and  Anne  herself, 
tightening  her  clasp  round  hrr  father's 
neck,  burst  into  passionate  sobs.  The 
eye  of  the  countess  met  that  of  her 
lord,  but  she  put  her  finger  to  her 
li]is  in  sign  to  him  to  listen.  The 
song  was  resinned — 
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'  Recal  the  single  sunny  time, 
In  childhood's  April  weather, 
When  he  and  thou,  the  hoy  and  girl, 
Roved,  hand  in  hand,  together  ; — 

"  When  round  thy  young  companion  knelt 
The  Princes  of  the  Isle  ; — 
And  Priest  and  People  pray'd  their  God, 
On  England's  Heir  to  smile." 

The  earl  uttered  a  half-stifled  excla- 
mation, but  the  minstrel  heard  not 
the  interruption,  and  continued — 

«' Methinks  the  sun  hath  never  smil'd 
Upon  the  exiled  man, 
Like  that  blight  morning  when  the  boy 
Told  all  his  soul  to  Anne. 

"  No  ;  while  his  birthright  but  a  name, 
A  Grandsire's  hero-sword, 
He  would  not  woo  the  lofty  maid 
To  love  the  banish'd  lord. 

"  But  when,  with  clarion,  fife,  and  drum, 
He  claims  and  wins  his  own  ; 
When  o'er  the  Deluge  drifts  his  Ark, 
To  rest  upon  a  throne — 

•'Then,  wilt  thou  deign  to  hear  the  hope 
Thatbless'd  the  exiled  man, 
When  pining  for  his  Father's  crown 
To  deck  the  brows  of  Anne  ! " 

The  song  ceased,  and  there  was 
silence  within  the  chamber,  broken 
but  by  Anne's  low,  yet  passionate 
weeping.  The  earl  gently  strove  to 
disengage  her  arms  from  his  neck, 
but  she,  mistaking  his  intention,  sank 
on  her  knees,  and  covering  her  face 
with  her  hands,  exclaimed  — 

"  Pardon  ! — pardon  ! — pardon  him 
if  not  me  !  " 

"What  have  I  to  pardon?  What 
hast  thou  concealed  from  me?  Can 
j  think  that  thou  hast  met,  in  secret, 
one  who " 

"  In  secret !  Never — never,  father! 
This  is  the  third  time  only  that  I  have 
heard  his  voice  since  we  have  been  at 
Amboise,  save  when     save  when " 

"  Go  on." 

"  Save  when  King  Louis  presented 
him    to  me   in    the  revel,  under    the 

name  of  the  Count  de  F ,  anil  he 

asked  me  if  I  could  forgive  hi3  mother 
for  Lord  Clifford's  crime" 


"  It  is,  then,  as  the  rhyme  pro- 
claimed ;  and  it  is  Edward  of  Lancas- 
ter who  loves  and  woos  the  daughter 
?  '  'jord  Warwick  i" 

Something  in  her  father's  voice 
made  Anne  remove  her  hands  from 
her  face,  and  look  up  to  him  with  a 
thrill  of  timid  joy.  Upon  his  brow, 
indeed,  frowned  no  anger—  upon  his 
lip  smiled  no  scorn.  At  that  moment 
all  his  haughty  grief  at  the  curse  of 
circumstance,  which  drove  him  to  his 
hereditary  foe,  had  vanished.  Though 
Montagu  had  obtained  from  Oxford 
some  glimpse  of  the  desire  which  the 
more  sagacious  and  temperate  Lan 
castrians  already  entertained  for  that 
alliance,  and  though  Louis  had  already 
hinted  its  expediency  to  the  earl,  yet, 
till  now,  Warwick  himself  had  natu- 
rally conceived  that  the  prince  shared 
the  enmity  of  his  mother,  and  that 
such  an  union,  however  politic,  was 
impossible ;  but  now,  indeed,  there 
burst  upon  him  the  full  triumph  of 
revenge  and  pride.  Edward  of  York 
dared  to  woo  Anne  to  dishonour — 
Edward  of  Lancaster  dared  not  even 
woo  her  as  his  wife  till  his  crown  was 
won !  To  place  upon  the  throne  the 
very  daughter  the  ungrateful  monarch 
had  insulted — to  make  her  he  would 
have  humbled  not  only  the  instrument 
of  his  fall,  but  the  successor  of  his 
purple — to  unite  in  one  glorious  strife, 
the  wrongs  of  the  man  and  the  pride 
of  the  father, — these  were  the  thoughts 
that  sparkled  in  the  eye  of  the  king- 
maker, and  flushed  with  a  fierce  rap- 
ture the  dark  cheek,  already  hollowed 
by  passion  and  care.  He  raised  his 
daughter  from  the  floor,  and  placed 
her  in  her  mother's  arms,  but  still 
spoke  not. 

"  This,  then,  was  thy  secret,  Anne;" 
whispered  the  countess,  "  and  I  half 
foreguessed  it.  when,  last  night,  I  knelt 
beside  thy  couch  to  pray,  and  over- 
heard thee  murmur  in  thy  dreams." 

"  Sweet  mother,  thou  forgivest  me; 
but  my  father — ah,  he  speaks  not ! — 
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One  word !  Father,  father,  not  even  h  is 
love  could  console  me  if  I  angered  Oieel* 

The  earl,  who  had  remained  rooted 
to  the  spot,  his  eyes  shining  thought- 
fully under  his  dark  brows,  and  his 
hand  slightly  raised,  as  if  piercing 
into  the  future,  and  mapping  out  its 
airy  realm,  turned  quickly — 


"  I  go  to  the  heir  of  Lancaster;  if 
this  boy  be  bold  and  true — worthy  of 
England  and  of  thee — we  will  change 
the  sad  ditty  of  that  scrannel  lute 
into  such  a  storm  of  trumpets  as  be- 
seems the  triumph  of  a  conqueror, 
and  the  marriage  of  a  prince  I" 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


HOW    THE    HEIR    OF    LANCASTER    MEETS    THE    KING-MAKER. 


In  truth,  the  young  prince,  in  obe- 
dience to  a  secret  message  from  the 
artful  Louis,  had  repaired  to  the  court 
of  Amboise  under  the  name  of  the 

Count  de  F .     The  French  king 

had  long  before  made  himself  ac- 
quainted with  Prince  Edward's  ro- 
mantic attachment  to  the  earl's  daugh- 
ter, through  the  agent  employed  by 
Edward  to  transmit  his  portrait  to 
Anne  at  Rouen ;  and  from  him,  pro- 
bably, came  to  Oxford  the  suggestion 
which  that  nobleman  had  hazarded  to 
Montagu;  and  now  that  it  became 
his  policy  seriously  and  earnestly  to 
espouse  the  cause  of  his  kinswoman 
Margaret,  he  saw  all  the  advantage  to 
his  cold  statecraft,  which  could  be 
drawn  from  a  boyish  love.  Louis 
had  a  well-founded  fear  of  the  war- 
like spirit,  and  military  talents  of 
Edward  IV.:  and  this  fear  had  in- 
duced him  hitherto  to  refrain  from 
openly  espousing  the  cause  of  ihe ] 
Lancastrians,  though  it  did  not  pre- 
vent, his  abetting  such  seditions  and 
intrigues  as  could  confine  the  atten- 
tion of  the  martial  Plantagenet  to  the  i 
perils  of  his  own  realm.  But  now 
thai  the  breach  between  Warwickand 
the  king  had  taken  place — now  that 
the  earl  could  no  longer  curb  the 
desire  of  the  Yorkist  monarch  to 
advance  his  I  i  laims  to  the 

fairest  provinces  of  France-  i, 


adventure,  to  France  itself, — while 
the  defection  of  Lord  Warwick  gave 
to  the  Lancastrians  the  first  fair  hope 
of  success  in  urging  their  own  preten. 
sions  to  the  English  throne — he  bent 
all  the  powers  of  his  intellect  and  his 
will  towards  the  restoration  of  a  natu- 
ral ally,  and  the  downfall  of  a  danger- 
ous foe.  But  he  knew  that  Margaret 
and  her  Lancastrian  favourers  could 
not  of  themselves  suffice  to  aehieve  a 
revolution — that  they  could  only  sue 
ceed  under  cover  of  the  popularity 
and  the  power  of  Warwick,  while  he 
perceived  all  the  art  it  would  require 
to  make  Margaret  forego  her  vindic- 
tive nature  and  long  resentment,  and 
to  supple  the  pride  of  the  great  earl 
into  recognising,  as  a  sovereign,  the 
woman  who  had  branded  him  as  a 
traitor. 

Long  before  Lord  Oxford's  arrival, 
Louis,  with  all  that  address  which 
belonged  to  him,  had  gradually  pre- 
pared the  earl  to  familiarize  himself 
to  the  only  alternative  before  him, 
save  that,  indeed,  of  powerless  sense 
of  wnmg,  and  obscure  and  lasting 
exile.  The  French  king  looked  with 
more  uneasiness  to  the  scruples  of 
Margaret  ;  and  to  remove  these,  he 
trusted  less  to  his  own  skill,  than  to 
her  love  for  her  onlj  son. 

Hi-  youth  passed  principally  in 
Anjou    -  that   court    of    minstrels  — 
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young  Edward's  gallant  and  ardent 
temper  Lad  become  deeply  imbued 
with  the  southern  poetry  and  romance. 
Perhaps,  the  very  feud  between  his 
House  and  Lord  Warwick's,  though 
both  claimed  their  common  descent 
from  John  of  Gaunt,  had  tended,  by 
the  contradictions  in  the  human 
heart,  to  endear  to  him  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  gentle  Anne.  He  obeyed 
with  joy  the  summons  of  Louis,  re- 
paired to  the  court,  was  presented  to 

Anne  as  the  Count  de  F ,  found 

himself  recognised  at  the  first  glance, 
(for  his  portrait  still  lay  upon  her 
heart,  as  his  remembrance  in  its  core,) 
and,  twice  before  the  song  we  have 
recited,  had  ventured,  agreeably  to 
the  sweet  customs  of  Anjou,  to 
address  the  lady  of  his  love,  under 
the  shade  of  the  starlit  and  summer 
copses.  But,  on  this  last  occasion,  he 
had  departed  from  his  former  discre- 
tion ;  hitherto  he  had  selected  an 
hour  of  deeper  night,  and  ventured 
but  beneath  the  lattice  of  the  maiden's 
chamber  when  the  rest  of  the  palace 
was  hushed  in  sleep.  And  the  fear- 
less declaration  of  his  rank  and  love 
now  hazarded,  was  prompted  by  one 
who  contrived  to  turn  to  grave  uses 
the  wildest  whim  of  the  minstrel,  the 
most  romantic  enthusiasm  of  youth. 

Louis  had  just  learned  from  Oxford 
the  result  of  his  interview  with 
Warwick.  And  about  the  same  time 
the  French  king  had  received  a  letter 
from  Margaret,  announcing  her  de- 
parture from  the  Castle  of  Verdun  for 
Tours,  where  she  prayed  him  to  meet 
her  forthwith,  and  stating,  that  she 
had  received  from  England  tidings 
that  might  change  all  her  schemes, 
and  more  than  ever  forbid  the  possi- 
bility of  a  reconciliation  with  the  Earl 
of  Warwick. 

The  king  perceived  the  necessity  of 
calling  into  immediate  effect  the  aid 
on  which  he  had  relied,  in  the  pre- 
sence and  passion  of  the  young  prince. 
He  sought  him  at  once  —  he  found  , 


him  in  a  remote  part  of  the  gardens, 
and  overheard  him  breathing  to  him- 
self the  lav  he  had  just  composed. 

"  Pasque  Dieu  !  "  said  the  king, 
laying  his  hand  on  the  young  man's 
shoulder — "  if  thou  wilt  but  repeat 
that  song  where  and  when  I  bid  thee, 
I  promise  that  before  the  month  ends 
Lord  Warwick  shall  pledge  thee  his 
daughter's  hand ;  and  before  the 
year  is  closed  thou  shalt  sit  beside 
Lord  Warwick's  daughter  in  the  halls 
of  Westminster." 

And  the  royal  troubador  took  the 
counsel  of  the  king. 

The  song  had  ceased ;  the  minstrel 
emerged  from  the  bosquets,  and  stood 
upon  the  sward,  as,  from  the  postern 
of  the  palace,  walked  with  a  slow  step, 
a  form  which  it  became  him  not,  as 
prince  or  as  lover,  in  peace  or  in  war, 
to  shrink.  The  first  stars  had  now 
risen ;  the  light,  though  serene,  was 
pale  and  dim.  The  two  men  —  the 
one  advancing,  the  other  motionless 
—  gazed    on    each    other    in    grave 

silence.     As  Count  de  F ,  amidst 

the  young  nobles  in  the  king's  train, 
the  earl  had  scarcely  noticed  the  Leir 
of  England.  He  viewed  him  now 
with  a  different  eye  : — in  secret  com- 
placency, for,  with  a  soldier's  weak 
ness,  the  soldier-baron  valued  men 
too  much  for  their  outward  seeming, 
— he  surveyed  a  figure  already  mas- 
culine and  stalwart,  though  still  in  the 
graceful  symmetry  of  fair  eighteen. 

"  A  youth  of  a  goodly  presence," 
muttered  the  earl,  "with  the  dignity 
that  commands  in  peace,  and  the 
sinews  that  can  strive  against  hard 
ship  and  death  in  war." 

He  approached,  and  said,  calmly — 
"  Sir  minstrel,  he  who  woos  either 
fame  or  beauty  may  love  the  lute,  but 
should  wield  the  sword.  At  least,  so, 
methinks,  had  the  Fifth  Henry  said 
to  hini  who  boasts  for  his  heritage  the 
sword  of  Agincourt." 

"()  noble  earl!"  exclaimed  the 
prince,  touched  by  words  far  gentler 
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than  he  had  dared  to  hope,  despite 
his  bold  and  steadfast  mien,  and 
giving  away  to  frank  and  graceful 
emotion — "0  noble  earl  !  since  thou 
knowest  me — since  my  secret  is  told 
— since,  in  that  secret,  I  have  pro- 
claimed a  hope  as  dear  to  me  as  a 
crown,  and  dearer  far  than  life,  can 
I  hope  that  thy  rebuke  but  veils  thy 
favour,  and  that,  under  Lord  War- 
wick's eye,  the  grandson  of  Henry  V. 
shall  approve  himself  worthy  of  the 
blood  that  kindles  in  his  veins?" 

"  Fair  sir  and  prince,"  returned  the 
earl,  «  hose  hardy  and  generous  nature 
the  emotion  and  fire  of  Edward 
warmed  and  charmed,  "  there  are, 
alas  :  deep  memories  of  blood  and 
wrong — the  sad  deeds  and  wrathful 
words  of  party  feud  and  civil  war, 
between  thy  royal  mother  and  myself; 
and  though  we  may  unite  now  against 
a  common  foe,  much  I  fear  that  the 
Lady  Margaret  would  brook  ill  a 
closer  friendship,  a  nearer  tie,  than 
the  exigency  of  the  hour,  between 
Richard  Nevile  and  her  sou." 

"  No,  sir  earl ;  let  me  hope  you 
inisihink  her.  Hot  ami  impetuous, 
but  not  mean  and  treacherous,  the 
moment  that  she  accepts  the  service 
of  thine  arm  she  must  forget  that 
thou  hast  been  her  foe;  and  if  I,  as 
my  father's  heir,  return  to  England, 
it  is  in  the  trust  that  a  new  era  will 
commence.  Free  from  the  passionate 
enmities  of  either  faction,  Yorkist 
and  Lancastrian  are  but  Englishmen 
to  me.  Justice  to  all  who  serve  us — 
pardon  for  all  who  have  opposed." 

The   prince  paused,   and,  even   in 


the  dim  light,  his  kingly  aspect  gave 
effect  to  his  kingly  words.  "  And  if 
this  resolve  be  such  as  you  approve — 
if  you,  great  earl,  be  that  which  even 
your  foes  proclaim,  a  mau  whose 
power  depends  less  on  lands  and  vas- 
sals—  broad  though  the  one,  and 
numerous  though  the  other — than  on 
well-known  love  for  England,  her 
glory,  and  her  peace,  it  rests  with  you 
to  bury  for  ever  in  one  grave  the 
feuds  of  Lancaster  and  York  !  What 
Yorkist,  who  hath  fought  at  Touton 
or  St.  Alban's,  under  Lord  Warwick's 
standard,  will  lift  sword  against  the 
husband  of  Lord  Warwick's  daughter? 
what  Lancastrian  will  not  forgive  a 
Yorkist,  when  Lord  Warwick,  the 
kinsman  of  Duke  Richard,  becomes 
father  to  the  Lancastrian  heir,  and 
bulwark  to  the  Lancastrian  throne! 
Oh,  Warwick,  if  not  for  my  sake,  nor 
for  the  sake  of  full  redress  against  the 
ingrate  whom  thou  repentest  to  have 
placed  on  my  father's  throne,  at  least 
for  the  sake  of  England  —  for  the 
healing  of  her  bleeding  wounds — foi 
the  union  of  her  divided  people,  hear 
the  grandson  of  Henry  V.,  who  sues 
to  thee  for  thy  daughter's  hand  !" 

The  royal  wooer  bent  his  knee  as 
he  spoke  —  the  mighty  subject  saw 
and  prevented  the  impulse  of  the 
prince  who  had  forgotten  himself  in 
the  lover;  the  hand  which  he  caught 
he  lifted  to  his  lips,  and  the  next 
moment,  in  manly  and  soldierlike 
embrace,  the  prince's  young  arm  was 
thrown  over  the  broad  shoulder  of  the 
king-maker. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


THB    INTERVIEW    OF    EARL   WARWICK    AND    QUEEN    MARGARET. 


Louis  hastened  to  meet  Margaret 
at  Tours;  thither  came  also,  her 
father  Reng,  her  brother,  John  of 
Calabria,  Yolante  her  sister,  and  the 
Count  of  Vaudemonte.  The  meeting 
between  the  queen  and  Rene'  was  so 
touching  as  to  have  drawn  tears  to 
the  hard  eyes  of  Louis  XI. ;  but,  that 
emotion  over,  Margaret  evinced  how 
little  affliction  had  humbled  her  high 
spirit,  or  softened  her  angry  passions: 
she  interrupted  Louis  in  every  argu- 
ment fox  reconciliation  with  Warwick. 
"  Not  with  honour  to  myself,  and  to 
my  son,"  she  exclaimed,  "  can  I 
pardon  that  cruel  earl — the  main 
cause  of  King  Henry's  downfall  !  in 
vain  patch  up  a  hollow  peace  between 
us — a  peace,  of  form  and  parchment ! 
My  spirit  never  can  be  contented  with 
him,  ne  pardon  !" 

For  several  days  she  maintained  a 
language  which  betrayed  the  chief 
cause  of  her  own  impolitic  passions, 
that  had  lost  her  crown.  Shewing  to 
Louis  the  letter  despatched  to  her, 
proffering  the  hand  of  the  Lady 
Elizabeth  to  her  son,  she  asked  "  if 
that  were  not  a  more  profitable 
party,"  *  and,  "  if  it  were  necessary 
that  she  should  forgive — whether  it 
were  not  more  queenly  to  treat  with 
Edward  than  with  a  two-fold  rebel  >." 

In  fact,  the  queen  would,  perhaps, 
have  fallen  into  Gloucester's  artful 
Bnare,  despite  all  the  arguments  and 
even  the  half-menaces  t  of  the  more* 


*  See,  for  this  curious  passage  of  secret 
history.  Sir  II.  Kllis's  Orioinal  Letters  from 
the  llarleian  MSS.,  second  series,  vol.  i., 
letter  42. 

I   I. "iiis  would  have  thrown  over  Marga- 


penctrating  Louis,  but  for  a  counter- 
acting influence  which  Richard  had 
not  reckoned  upon.  Prince  Edward, 
who  had  lingered  behind  Louis, 
arrived  frcm  Amboise,  and  his  per- 
suasions did  more  than  all  the  repre- 
sentations of  the  crafty  king.  The 
queen  loved  her  son  with  that  in- 
tenseness  which  characterises  the  one 
soft  affection  of  violent  natures. 
Never  had  she  yet  opposed  his  most 
childish  whim,  and  now  he  spoke 
with  the  eloquence  of  one,  who  put 
his  heart  and  his  life's  life  into  hi3 
words.  At  last,  reluctantly,  she  con- 
sented to  an  interview  with  Warwick. 
The  earl,  accompanied  by  Oxford, 
arrived  at  Tours,  and  the  two  nobles 
were  led  into  the  presence  of  Mar- 
garet by  King  Louis. 

The  reader  will  picture  to  himself  a 
room  darkened  by  thick  curtains 
drawn  across  the  casement,  for  the 
proud  woman  wished  not  the  earl  to 
detect  on  her  face  either  the  ravages 
of  years,  or  the  emotions  of  offended 
pride.  In  a  throne  chair,  placed  on 
the  dais,  sate  the  motionless  queen, 
her  hands  clasping,  convulsively,  the 
arms  of  the  fauteuil,  her  features  pale 
and  rigid  ;  —  and  behind  the  chair 
leant  the  graceful  figure  of  her  son. 
The  person  of  the  Lancastrian  prince 
was  little  less  remarkable  than  that 
of  his  hostile  namesake,  but  its  cha- 


ret's  cause,  if  Warwick  had  demanded  it: 
he  instructed  MM.  de  Concressault  and  Du 
Plessis  to  a-sure  the  earl  that  he  would  aid 
him  to  the  utmost  to  reconquer  Kngland 
either  for  the  Queen  Margaret  or  for  any  one 
else  he  chose  (ou  pour  qui  il  voudra). — For 
that  he  loved  the  earl  better  than  Margaret 
or  her  son.— ISrantk,  t.  ix.  270. 
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racter  was  distinctly  different.*  Spare, 
like  Henry  V.,  almost  to  the  manly 
defect  of  leanness,  his  proportions 
were  slight  to  those  which  gave  such 
portly  majesty  to  the  vast  chested 
Edward,  but  they  evinced  the  promise 
of  almost  equal  strength;  the  muscles 
hardened  to  iron  1>\  early  exercise  in 
arms,  the  sap  of  youth  never  wasted 
by  riot  and  debauch:  his  short  purple 
manteline  trimmed  with  ermine,  was 
embroidered  with  his  grandfather's 
favourite  device,  "  the  silver  swan  " — 
he  wore  on  his  breast,  the  badge  of 
St.  George,  and  the  single  ostrich 
plume,  which  made  his  cognisance  is 
Prince  of  Wales,  waved  over  a  fair 
and  amide  forehead,  on  which  were, 
even  then,  traced  the  lines  of  musing 
thought  and  high  design  ;  his  che.-nut 
hair  curled  close  to  his  noble  head,  his 
eye  shone  dark  and  brilliant,  beneath 
the  deep-set  brow,  which  gives  to  the 
human  countenance  such  expression 
of  energy  and  intellect:  —  all  about 
him.  in  aspect  and  mien,  seemed  to 
betoken  a  mind  riper  than  his  years, 
a  masculine  simplicity  of  taste  and 
bearing,  the  earnest  and  grave  tem- 
perament, mostly  allied,  in  youth,  to 
pure  and  elevated  desires,  to  an  j 
honourable  and  chivalric  soul. 

Below  the  dais  stood  some  of  the 
tried  and  gallant  gentlemen  who  had 
braved  exile,  and  tasted  penury  in 
their  devotion  to  the  House  of  Lan- 
caster, and  who  had  now  flocked  once 
more  round  their  queen,  irr  the  hope 
of  better  days.  There,  were  the 
Dukes  of  Exeter  ami  Somerset — their 
very  garments  soiled  and  threadbare 
— many  a  day  had  those  great  lords 
hungered   for   the   beggar's  crust !  t 

*    "  According    to    some   of    the    French 
i -.the   l'niire   i.f    Wales,  wbfl   was 

one  <>f  tin'  handsomest  ami  most  accom- 
plished  princes  in  Europe,  was  v.  ry  desiroui 
of  becoming  the  husband  of  Anne  Nrvile," 
4r  —Miss  Strickland,  Life  of  Margaret  of 

Anjou. 
\   Pbilfp  de  Comlnes  says  lie  himself  had 

»<-elj    Uie  Duke-)  of  Fxetci    and   Somerset  in 


There,  stood  Sir  John  Fortescue,  the 
patriarch  authority  of  our  laws,  who 
had  composed  his  famous  treatise  for 
the  benefit  of  the  young  prince,  over- 
fond  of  exercise  with  lanc^  and  brand, 
and  the  recreation  of  knightly  song. 
There,  were  Jasper  of  Pembroke,  and 
Sir  Henry  Rous,  and  the  Earl  of 
Devon,  and  the  Knight  of  Lytton, 
whose  house  had  followed,  from  sire 
to  son,  the  fortunes  of  the  Lancastrian 
Rose  ;  *  and,  contrasting  the  sober 
garments  of  the  exiles,  shone  the 
Jewels  and  cloth  of  gold  that  decked 
the  persons  of  the  more  prosperous 
foreigners,  Ferri,  Count  of  Vaude- 
monte,  Margaret's  brother,  the  Duke 
of  Calabria,  and  the  powerful  form  of 
Sir  Pierre  de  Bre/.e.  who  had  accom- 
panied Margaret  in  her  last  disastrous 
campaigns,  with  all  the  devotion  of  a 
chevalier  for  the  lofty  lady  adored  in 
secret.t 

When  the  door  opened,  and  gave 
to  the  eyes  of  those  proud  exiles  the 
form  of  their  puissant  enemy,  -they 
with  difficulty  suppressed  the  murmur 
of  their  resentment,  and  their  looks 
turned  with  sympathy  and  grief  to 
the  hueless  face  of  their  queen. 

The  earl  himself  was  troubled — his 
step    was    less    firm,    his    crest    less 

the  Low  Countries  in  as  wretched  a  plight 
as  common  beggars. 

*  Sir  Robert  de  Lytton  (whose  grandfather 
had  been  Comptroller  to  the  Household  of 
Henry  IV,  and  Agister  of  the  Forests 
allotted  to  Queen  Joan)  was  one  of  the  most 
powerful  knights  of  tin-  time,  and  after- 
wards, according  to  Perkin  Warbeck,  one 
of  the  ministers  most  trusted  by  Henry  VII. 
He  was  Lord  of  Lytton.  in  Derbyshire 
(where  his  ancestors  had  been  settled  since 
the  Conquest),  of  Knebworth  in  Herts  (the 
ancient  Mat  and  manor  of  Plantagenet  de 
Brotherton.  Hail  of  Norfolk  and  Barl-Mar- 
shal),  of  Myndelesden  aid  Langley,  of  Stand, 
yarn.  Dene,  ami  Brekesborne, in  Northamp 
tonshire,  atnl  became,  in  the  reign  of  Henry 
VII.,  Privy  •Councillor,  Under-Treasurer, 
ami  Keeper  of  the  great  Wardrobe. 

t  See  for  the  chivalrous  devotion  of  thii 
knight  (Seneschal  of  Normandy)  to  Marga- 
ret— .Miss  Strickland's  Life  of  that  queen. 


350 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


haughty,  his  eye  less  serenely  stead- ! 
fast. 

But  beside  him,  in  a  dress  more 
homely  than  that  of  the  poorest  exile 
there,  and  in  garb  and  in  aspect,  as 
he  lives  for  ever  in  the  portraiture  of 
Victor  Hugo  and  our  own  yet  greater 
Scott,  moved  Louis,  popularly  called 
"  The  Fell." 

"  Madame  and  cousin,"  said  the 
king,  "  we  present  to  you  the  man  for 
whose  haute  courage  and  diead  fame 
ne  have  such  love  and  respect,  that 
we  value  him  as  much  as  any  king, 
and  would  do  as  much  for  him  as  for 
man  living,*  and  with  my  lord  of 
Warwick,  .see  also  this  noble  Earl  of 
Oxford,  who,  though  he  may  have 
sided  awhile  with  the  enemies  of  your 
highness,  monies  now  to  pray  your 
pardon,  and  to  lay  at  your  feet  his 
sword." 

Lord  Oxford,  (who  had  ever  unwil- 
lingly acquiesced  in  the  Yorkist 
dynasty) — more  prompt  than  War- 
wick, here  threw  himself  on  his  knees 
before  Margaret,  and  his  tears  fell  on 
her  hand,  as  he  murmured  "  Pardon." 

''  Rise,  Sir  John  de  Vere,"  said 
the  queen,  glancing,  with  a  flashing 
eye,  from  Oxford  to  Lord  Warwick. 
"  Your  pardon  is  right  easy  to  pur- 
chase, for  well  I  know  that  you  yielded 
but  to  the  time — you  did  not  turn  the 
time  .tgainst  us  — you  and  yours  have 
suffered  much  for  King  Henry's  cause. 
Rise,  Sir  Earl." 

"  And,"  said  a  voice,  so  deep  ami  so 
solemn,  that  it  hushed  the  very  breath 
of  those  who  heard  it, — "  and  has 
Margaret  a  pardon  also  for  the  man 
vvho  did  more  than  all  others  to  de- 
throne King  Henry,  and  can  do  more 
than  all  to  restore  his  crown?" 

"  Ha  ! "  cried  Margaret,  rising  in. 
her  passion,  and  casting  from  her  the 
hand  her  son  had  placed  upon  her 
shoulder — "  Ha  !  "  Ownest   thou  thy 

*  Ellis's  Original  Letters,  vol.  i ,  letter  4l'. 
*••■  -i mil  (series. 


wrongs,  proud  lord  ?  Comest  thou 
at  last  to  kneel  at  Queen  Margaret's 
feet]  Look  round  and  behold  her 
court  —  some  half-score  brave  and 
unhappy  gentlemen,  driven  from  their 
hearths  and  homes — their  heritage  the 
prey  of  knaves  and  varleta  —  their 
sovereign  in  a  prison — theirsovereign's 
wife,  their  sovereign's  son,  persecuted 
and  hunted  from  the  soil !  And 
comest  thou  now  to  the  forlorn  majesty 
of  sorrow  to  boast — '  Such  deeds  were 
mine?' " 

"  Mother  and  lady,"  began  the 
prince — 

"  Madden  me  not,  my  son.  For- 
giveness is  for  the  prosperous,  not  for 
adversity  and  woe." 

"  Hear  me,"  said  the  earl,  —  who, 
having  once  bowed  his  pride  to  the 
interview,  had  steeled  himself  against 
the  passion  which,  in  his  heart,  he 
somewhat  despised  as  a  mere  woman's 
burst  of  inconsiderate  fury — "  For  I 
have  this  right  to  be  heard — that  not 
one  of  these  kniyhts,  your  lealest  and 
noblest  friends,  can  say  of  me,  that  I 
ever  stooped  to  gloss  mine  acts,  or 
palliate  bold  deeds  with  wily  words. 
Dear  to  me  as  comrade  in  arms — 
sacred  to  me  as  a  father's  head,  was 
Richard  of  York,  mine  uncle  by  mar- 
riage with  Lord  Salisbury's  sister. 
I  speak  not  now  of  his  claims  by 
descent,  (for  those  even  King  Henry 
could  not  deny,)  but  I  maintain  them, 
even  in  your  grace's  presence,  to  be 
such  as  vindicate,  from  disloyalty  and 
treason,  me  and  the  many  true  and 
gallant  men,  who  upheld  them  through 
danger,  by  field  and  scaffold.  Error, 
it  might  be — but  the  error  of  men 
who  believed  themselves  the  defenders 
of  a  just  cause.  Nor  did  I,  Queen 
Margaret,  lend  myself  wholly  to  my 
kinsman's  quarrel,  nor  share  one 
scheme  that  went  to  the  dethrone- 
ment of  King  Henry,  until — pardon 
if  I  speak  bluntly;  it  is  my  wont,  and 
would  be  more  so  now,  but  tor  thy 
fair   face  and   woman's  form,  which 
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iwe  me  more  than  if  confronting  the 
frown  of  0<eiir  de  Lion,  or  the  Fir.-t 
great  Bdward — pardon  me.  I  say,  if  1 
speak  bluntly  and  aver,  that  I  was  not 
King  Henry's  foe  until  false  counsel- 
lors had  planned  my  destruction,  in 
body  and  goods,  land  and  life.  In  the 
midst  of  peace,  at  Coventry,  my  father 
and  myself  scarcely  escaped  the  knife 
of  the  murderer."  In  the  streets  of 
London,  the  very  menials  and  hang- 
men employed  in  the  service  of  your 
highness  beset  me  unarmed  ;  t  a  little 
time  after,  and  my  name  was  attainted 
by  an  illegal  Parliament.^  And  not 
till  after  these  things  did  Richard 
Duke  of  York  ride  to  the  Hall  of 
Westminster,  and  lay  his  hand  upon 
the  throne  ;  nor  till  after  these  things 
did  I  and  my  father  Salisbury  say  to 
each  other,  '  The  time  has  come  when 
neither  peace  nor  honour  can  be 
found  for  us  under  King  Henry's 
reign.'  Blame  me,  if  you  will,  Queen 
Margaret ;  reject  me,  if  you  need  not 
my  sword;  but  that  which  I  did  in 
the  gone  days  was  such  as  no  noble- 
man so  outraged  and  denpai7-ed,% 
would  have  forborne  to  do  ; — remem- 
bering that  England  is  not  the  heri- 
tage of  the  king  alone,  but  that  safety 
ami  honour,  and  freedom  and  justice, 
are  the  rights  of  his  Norman  gentle- 
men, and  his  Saxon  people.  And 
rights  are  a  mockery  and  a  laughter  if 
they  do  not  justify  resistance,  when- 
soever, and  by  whomsoever,  they  are 
invaded  and  assailed." 

It  had  been  with  a  violent  effort 
that  Margaret  had  refrained  from 
interrupting  this  address,  which  had, 
however,  produced  no  inconsiderable 

*  See  Hall  i2:«>).  who  gays  that  Margaret 

had  laid  a  h 'are  fur  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 

;ft   Warwick,  an. I  •■it   they  bad  not   sud- 
denly departed  their  life's  thread  1 1 ; ■ . (  been 

broken  " 

t  Hall.  Pabyajt. 

t  Pari,  liollt.  37<i ;  W.  Wva,  478. 

}  Warwick'-  phrase ;    Bee  Bull.  Blub's 
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effect  upon  the  knightly  listeners 
around  the  dais.  And  now,  as  the  earl 
ceased,  her  indignation  was  arrested 
by  dismay  on  seeing  the  young  prince 
suddenly  leave  his  post  and  advance 
to  the  side  of  Warwick. 

"Right  well  hast  thou  spoken,  noble 
earl  and  cousin  —  right  well,  though 
right  plainly.  And  I,"  added  the 
prince,  "saving  the  presence  of  my 
queen  and  mother — I,  the  representa- 
tive of  my  sovereign  father,  in  his 
name  will  pledge  thee  a  king's  obli- 
vion and  pardon  for  the  past,  if  thou, 
on  thy  side,  acquit  my  princely 
mother  of  all  privity  to  the  snares 
against  thy  life  and  honour  of  which 
thou  hast  spoken,  and  give  thy 
knightly  word  to  be  henceforth  leal 
to  Lancaster.  Perish  all  memories  of 
the  past  that  can  make  walls  between 
the  souls  of  brave  men  !  " 

Till  this  moment,  his  arms  folded 
in  his  gown,  his  thin,  fox  like  face  bent 
to  the  ground,  Louis  had  listened, 
silent  and  undisturbed.  He  now 
deemed  it  the  moment  to  second  the 
appeal  of  the  prince.  Passing  his 
hand  hypocritically  over  his  tearless 
eyes,  the  king  turned  to  Margaret, 
and  said —     . 

"Joyful  hour! — happy  union! — 
May  Madame  La.  Vierge  and  Mon- 
seigneur  St.  Martin  sanctify  and  hal- 
low the  bond  b}-  which  alone  my 
beloved  kinswoman  can  regain  her 
rights  and  roiaulme.     Amen." 

Unheeding  this  pious  ejaculation, 
le-r  bosom  heaving,  her  eyes  wander- 
ing from  the  earl  to  Edward,  .Margaret 
at  last  gave  vent  to  her  passion. 

"  And  is  it  come  to  this.  Prince 
Bdward  of  Wales,  that  thy  mother's 
wrongs  are  not  thine?  Standest  thou 
side  by  side  with  my  mortal  foe,  who, 
instead  of  repenting  treason,  dares 
but  to  complain  of  injury  !  Am  I 
fallen  so  low  that  my  voice  to  pardon 
or  disdain  is  counted  but  as  a  sough 
of  idle  air !  God  of  my  fat  ers,  hear 
me!     Willingly  from  my  heart  1  tew 
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the  last  thought  and  care  for  the 
pomps  of  earth.  Hateful  to  me  a 
crown  for  which  the  wearer  must 
cringe  to  enemy  and  rebel !  A  way, 
Earl  Warwick !  Monstrous  and  un- 
natural seems  it  to  the  wife  of  captive 
Henry,  to  see  thee  by  the  side  of 
Henry's  son !" 

Every  eye  turned  in  fear  to  the 
aspect  of  the  earl,  every  ear  listened 
for  the  answer  which  might  be  ex- 
pected from  his  well  known  heat  and 
pride — an  answer  to  destroy  for  ever 
the  last  hope  of  the  Lancastrian  line. 
But  whether  it  was  the  very  consci- 
ousness of  his  power  to  raise  or  to 
crush  that  fiery  speaker,  or  those 
feelings  natural  to  brave  men,  half  of 
chivalry,  half  contempt,  which  kept 
down  the  natural  anger  by  thoughts 
of  the  sex  and  sorrows  of  the  A  njouite, 
or  that  the  wonted  irascibility  of  his 
temper  bad  melted  into  one  steady 
and  profouud  passion  of  revenge 
against  Edward  of  .York,  which  ab- 
sorbed all  lesser  and  more  trivial 
causes  of  resentment, — the  earl's  face, 
though  pale  as  the  dead,  was  unmoved 
and  calm,  and,  with  a  grave  and  me- 
lancholy smile,  he  answered — 

"  More  do  I  respect  thee,  O  queen, 
for  the  hot  words  which  show  a  truth 
rarely  heard  from  royal  lips,  than 
hadst  thou  deigned  to  dissimulate  the 
forgiveness  and  kindly  charity,  which 
sharp  remembrance  permits  thee  not 
to  feel!  No,  princely  Margaret,  not 
"/  it  can  there  be  frank  amity  between 
1  'ace  and  me!  Nor  do  I  boast  the 
affection  yon  gallant  gentlemen  have 
displayed.  Frankly,  as  thou  hast 
spoken,  do  I  say,  that  the  wrongs  I 
have  suffered  from  another  alone  move 
me  to  allegiance  to  thyself!  Let 
others  serve  thee  for  love  of  Henry— - 
reject  not  my  service,  given  but  for 
revenge  on  Edward — as  much,  hence- 
forth, am  I  his  foe  as  formerly  his 
friend  and  maker!*     And   if,   here- 

*  Sik  H.  Ellis  s  Original  Letters,  vol.1., 
second  series. 


j  after,  on  the  throne,  thot»  shouiast 
remember  and  resent  the  former  wars, 
I  at  least,  thou  hast  owed  me  no  grati- 
tude, and  thou  canst  not  grieve  my 
heart,  and  seethe  my  brain,  as  the 
man  whom  I  once  loved  better  than  a 
son !  Thus,  from  thy  presence  I  de- 
part, chafing  not  at  thy  scornful  wrath 
— mindful,  young  prince,  but  of  thy 
just  and  gentle  heart,  and  sure,  in  the 
calm  of  my  own  soul,  (on  which  this 
much,  at  least,  of  our  destiny  is  re- 
flected as  on  a  glass,)  that  when,  high 
lady,  thy  colder  sense  returns  to  thee, 
thou  wilt  see  that  the  league  between 
us  must  be  made ! — that  thine  ire  as 
woman,  must  fade  before  thy  duties 
as  a  mother,  thy  affection  as  a  wife, 
and  thy  paramount  and  solemn  obli 
gations  to  the  people  thou  hast  ruled 
as  queen!  In  the  dead  of  night,  thou 
shalt  hear  the  voice  of  Henry,  in  hig 
prison,  asking  Margaret  to  set  him 
free !  The  vision  of  thy  son  shall  rise 
before  thee  in  his  bloom  and  promise, 
to  demand,  '  Why  his  mother  deprives 
him  of  a  crown?'  and  crowds  of  pale 
peasants,  grinded  beneath  tyrannous 
exaction,  and  despairing  fathers 
mourning  for  dishonoured  children, 
shall  ask  the  christian  queen,  '  If  God 
will  sanction  the  unreasoning  wrath 
which  rejects  the  only  instrument 
that  can  redress  her  people?' " 

This  said,  the  earl  bowed  his  head 
and  turned;  but,  at  the  first  sign  of 
his  departure,  there  was  a  general 
movement  among  the  noble  bystand- 
ers: Impressed  by  the  dignity  of  his 
bearing,  by  the  greatness. if  his  power, 
and  by  the  unquestionable  truth  that 
in  rejecting  lorn,  Margaret  cast  away 
the  heritage  of  her  son — the  exiles, 
with  a  common  impulse,  threw  them- 
selves at  the  queen's  feet,  and  ex- 
claimed, almost  in  the  same  words, — 

"Grace!  noble  queen! — Grace  for 
the  great  Lord  Warwick!" 

"  My  sister,"  whispered  John  0/ 
Calabria,  "thou  art  thy  son's  ruin  if 
the  earl  depart!" 
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"  Panqut  Dieu .  Vex  not  my  kins- 
woman—  If  she  prefer  a  convent  to  a 
throne,  cross  not  the  holy  choice!" 
said  the  wily  Louis,  with  a  mocking 
irony  on  his  ['inched  lips. 

The  prince  alone  spoke  not,  hut 
stood  proudly  on  the  same  spot,  gazing 
on  the  carl,  as  he  slowly  moved  to  the 
door. 

'•Oh,  Edward  Edward,  my  son!" 
exclaimed  the  unhappy  Margaret,  "  If 
for  thy  sake—  for  thine-  I  must  make 
the  past  a  blank — speak  thou  for 
me  !" 

"  I  have  spoken,"  said  the  prince, 
gently,  "  and  thou  didst  chide  me, 
noble  mother;  yet  I  spoke,  methinks, 
as  Henry  V.  had  done,  if  of  a  mighty 
enemy  he  had  had  the  power  to  make 
a  noble  friend]" 

A  short  convulsive  sob  was  heard 
ironi  the  throne  chair;  and  as  sud- 
denly as  it  burst,  it  ceased.     Queen 


Margaret  rose — not  a  trace  of  that 
stormy  emotion  upon  the  grand  and 
marble  beauty  of  her  face.  Her  voice, 
unnaturally  calm,  arrested  the  steps 
of  the  departing  earl. 

"  Lord  Warwick,  defend  this  boy — 
restore  his  rights — release  his  sain;ed 
father — and  for  years  of  anguish  and 
of  exile,  Margaret  of  Anjou  forgives 
the  champion  of  her  son  !" 

In  an  instant  l'unce  Edward  was 
again  by  the  earl's  side — a  moment 
more,  and  the  earl's  proud  knee  bent 
in  homage  to  the  queen — joyful  tears 
were  in  the  eyes  of  her-  friends  and 
kindred — a  triumphant  smile  on  the 
lips  of  Louis, — and  Margaret's  face, 
terrible  in  its  stony  and  lock'd  re- 
pose, was  raised  above,  as  if  asking  the 
A 11- Merciful,  pardon— -for  the  pardon 
which  the  human  sinner  had  be- 
stowed !  * 


CHAPTER  X. 


LOVE    AND    MARRIAOE- 


-DOUBTS    OF    CONSCIENCE — DOMESTIC    JEALOUSY AND 

HOUSEHOLD    TREASON. 


-  that  followed  this  tem- 
itstuous  interview  were  such  as  the 
position  of  the  parties  necessarily 
compelled.  The  craft  of  Louis — the 
energy  and  love  of  Prince  Edward — 
the  representations  of  all  her  kindred 
and  friends,  conquered,  though  not 
without  repeated  struggles,  Margaret's 
repugnance  to  a  nearer  union  between 
Warwick  and  her  son.  The  earl  did 
not  deign  to  appear  personally  in  this 
matter.  He  left  it,  as  became  him,  to 
Louis  and  the  prince,  and  finally  re- 
ceived from  them  the  proposals,  which 
ratified  the  league,  and  consummated 
the  schemes  of  his  revenge. 
Upon  the  Very  Cross +  in  St.  Mary's 

*  Rujs'a  Original  Letter*  from  the  Bar- 

ttet  42. 
No.  103  v 


Church  of  Angers,  Lord  Warwick 
swore  without  change  to  hold  the 
party  of  King  Henry.  Before  the 
same  sacred  symbol,  King  Louis  and 
hi*  brother,  Duke  of  Guienne,  robei 
in  canvas,  swore  to  sustain  to  their 
utmost  the  Earl  of  Warwick  in  be- 
half of  King  Henry;  and  Margaret 
recorded  her  oath  to  treat  the  earl 
as  true  and  faithiul,  and  never  for 
deeds  past  to  make  him  any  reproach. 
Then  were  signed  the  articles  of 
marriage  between  Prince  Edward  and 


t  Mii-a  Strickland  observes  upon  this  in- 
terview—"II  does  not  nppearthat  Warwick 
mentioned  the  execution  of  his  father,  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  which  is  almost  a  eon 
firmation  of  the  statements  of  those  histo- 
rians who  deny  that  be  was  beheaded  bj 
Margaret. 
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the  Lady  Anne — the  latter  to  remain 
with  Margaret,  hut  the  marriage  not 
to  be  consummated  'till  Lord  War- 
wick had  entered  England  and  re- 
gained the  realm,  or  most  part,  for 
King  Henry'  —  a  condition  which 
pleased  the  earl,  who  desired  to  award 
his  beloved  daughter  no  less  a  dowry 
than  a  crown. 

An  article  far  more  important  than 
all  to  the  safety  of  the  earl,  and  to  the 
permanent  success  of  the  enterprise, 
was  one  that  virtually  took  from  the 
fierce  and  unpopular  Margaret  the 
reins  of  government,  by  constituting 
Prince  Edward,  (whose  qualities  en- 
deared him  more  and  more  to  War- 
wick, and  were  such  as  promised  to 
command  the  respect  and  love  of  the 
people,^  sole  regent  of  all  the  realm, 
upon  attaining  his  majority.  For  the 
Duke  of  Clarence  were  reserved  all 
the  lands  and  dignities  of  the  Duchy 
of  York,  the  right  to  the  succession 
of  the  throne  to  him,  and  his  pos- 
terity— failing  male  heirs  to  the  Prince 
of  Wales — with  a  private  pledge  of 
the  vice-royalty  of  Ireland. 

Margaret  had  attached  to  her  con- 
sent one  condition  highly  obnoxious  to 
her  high-spirited  son,  and  to  which  he 
was  only  reconciled  by  the  arguments 
of  Warwick  :  she  stipulated  that  he 
should  not  accompany  the  earl  to  Eng- 
land, nor  appear  there  till  his  father 
was  proclaimed  king.  In  this,  no 
doubt,  she  wasguided  by  maternal  fears 
and  by  some  undeclared  suspicion 
either  of  the  good  fa'th  of  Warwick, 
or  of  his  mean."  to  raise  a  sufficient 
Army  to  fulfil  his  promise.  The  brave 
prince  wished  to  be  himself  foremost 
in  the  battles  fought  in  his  right  and 
for  his  cause.  But  the  earl  con- 
tended, to  the  surprise  ami  joy  of, 
Margaret,  that  it  best  behoved  the 
prince's  interests  to  enter  England 
without  one  enemy  in  the  field,  leav- 
ing others  to  clear  his  path,  free 
himself  from  all  the  personal  hate  of 
hortile  factions,  and  without  a  drop  of 


blood  upon  the  sword  of  one  heralded 
and  announced  as  the  peace-maker, 
and  impartial  reconciler  of  all  feuds. 
So  then  (these  high  conditions  settled), 
in  the  presence  of  the  Kings  llene" 
and  Louis,  of  the  Earl  and  Countess 
of  Warwick,  and  in  solemn  state, 
at  Amboise,  Edward  of  Lancaster 
plighted  his  marriage  troth  to  his 
beloved  and  loving  Anne. 

It  was  deep  night — and  high  revel 
in  the  Palace  of  Amboise  crowned 
the  ceremonies  of  that  memorable 
day.  The  Earl  of  Warwick  stood 
alone  in  the  same  chamber  in  which 
he  had  first  discovered  the  secret  of 
the  young  Lancastrian.  From  the 
brilliant  company,  assembled  in  the 
halls  of  state,  he  had  stolen  unper- 
ceived  away,  for  his  great  heart  was 
full  to  overflowing.  The  part  he  had 
played  for  many  days  was  over,  and 
with  it  the  excitement  and  the  fever. 
His  schemes  were  crowned  ;  —  the 
Lancastrians  were  won  to  his  revenge  ; 
—  the  king's  heir  was  the  betrothed  of 
his  favourite  child;  —  and  the  hour 
was  visible  in  the  distance  when,  by 
the  retribution  most  to  be  desired,  the 
father's  hand  should  lead  that  child 
to  the  throne  of  him  who  would  have 
degraded  her  to  the  dust.  If  victory 
awaited  his  sanguiue  hopes,  as  father 
to  his  future  que  n,  the  dignity  and 
power  of  the  earl  became  greater  in 
the  court  of  Lancaster,  than,  even  in 
his  palmiest  day.  amidst  the  minions 
of  ungrateful  York  ;  the  sire  of  two 
lines — if  Anne's  posterity  should  fail 
the  crown  would  pass  to  the  sons  ol 
Isabel, — in  either  case,  from  him  (il 
successful  in  his  invasion)  would 
descend  the  royalty  of  England.  Am- 
bition, pride,  revenge,  might  well 
exult  in  viewing  the  future,  as  morta. 
wisdom  could  discern  it.  The  house 
of  Nevile  never  seemed  brightened  by 
a  more  glorious  star:  And  yet  the 
earl  was  heavy  and  sad  at  heart.  How 
ever  he  had  concealed  it  from  the  eyes 
of  others,  Um>  haughty  ire  0'r  Margaret 
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must  have  galled  him  in  his  deepest 
soul.  And  even,  as  he  had  that  day 
contemplated  the  holy  happiness  in 
the  face  of  Anne,  a  sharp  pang  had 
shot  through  his  breast.  Were  those 
the  witnesses  of  fair-omened  spou- 
aailles  >  How  different  from  the 
hearty  greeting  of  his  warrior-friends, 
was  the  measured  courtesy  of  foes, 
who  had  lelt  and  fled  before  his  sword  ! 
If  aught  chanced  to  him,  in  the 
hazard  of  the  field,  what  thought  for 
his  child  could  ever  speak  in  pity  from 
the  hard  and  scornful  eyes  of  the 
imperious  Anjouite ! 

The  mist  which  till  then  had 
clouded  his  mind,  or  left  visible  to  his 
gaze  but  one  stern  idea  of  retribution, 
melted  into  air.  He  beheld  the  fear- 
ful crisis  to  which  his  life  had  passed 
—  he  had  reached  the  eminence  to 
mourn  the  happy  gardens  left  behind. 
Gone,  for  ever  gone,  the  old  endearing 
friendships — the  sweet  and  manly 
remembrances  of  brave  companion- 
ship and  early  love!  Who  among 
those  who  had  confronted  war  by  his 
side,  for  the  house  of  York,  would 
li  i-m  ii  to  clasp  his  hand  and  hail  his 
coming,  as  the  captain  of  hated  Lan- 
True,  could  he  bow  his 
honour  to  proclaim  the  true  cause  of 
his  desertion,  the  heart  of  every 
father  would  heat  in  sympathy  with 
his:  Iml  less  than  ever  could  the  tale 
that  vindicated  his  name  be  told. 
How  stoop  to  invoke  malignant  pity 
to  the  insult  offered  to  a  future  queen ! 
Dark  in  his  grave  must  rest  the  secret 
no  words  could  syllable,  save  by  such 
vague  and  mysterious  hint  and  com- 
ment as  pass  from  baseless  gossip  into 
dubious  history.*  True,  that  in  his 
of  party  lie  was  not,  like 
Julian  of  Spain,  an  apostate  to  his 
native  land.     He   did  not   meditate 

*  Mall  will  explains  the  mystery  which 
irrapped  the  king's  Insult  tn  a  female  nf  the 
House- nf  Warwick.  In  the  simple  sentence. 
><the  certainty  was  not,  for  both  their 
honours,  openlj  known  !  " 


the  subversion  of  his  country  by  the 
foreign  foe,  it  was  but  the  substitution 
of  one  English  monarch  for  another — 
a  virtuous  prince  for  a  false  and  a  san- 
guinary king.  True  that  the  change 
from  rose  to  rose  had  been  so  com- 
mon  amongst  the  greatest  and  the 

j  bravest,  that  even  the  most  rigid 
could  scarcely  censure  what  the  age 
itself  had  sanctioned.  But  what  other 
man  of  his  stormy  day  had  been  so 
conspicuous  in  the  downfall  of  those 
he  was  now  as  conspicuously  to  raise  ? 
What  other  man  had  Richard  of  York 
taken  so  dearly  to  his  heart — to  what 
other  man  had  the  august  father  said 
— "Protect  my  sons?"  Before  him 
seemed  literally  to  rise  the  phantom 
of  that  honoured  prince,  and  with 
clay-cold  lips  to  ask — "  Art  thou,  of 
all  the  world,  the  doomsman  of  my 
first-born  ! "  A  groan  escaped  the 
breast  of  the  self-tormentor,  he  fell  on 
his  knees,  and  prayed — "  O,  pardon, 
thou  All-seeing!  —  plead  for  me, 
Divine  Mother!  if  in  this  I  have 
darkly  erred,  taking  my  heart  for  my 
conscience,  and  mindful  only  of  a 
selfish  wrong  !  Oh,  surely,  no  !  Had 
Ric  ard  of  York  himself  lived  to 
know  what  1  have  suffered  from  his 
unworthy  son  —  causeless  insult, 
broken  faith,  public  and  unabashed 
dishonour  ;— yea,  pardoning,  serving, 
loving  on  through  all,  till,  at  the  last, 
nothing  less  than  the  foulest  taint 
that  can  light  upon  'scutcheon  anil 
name  was  the  cold,  premeditated 
reward  for  untired  devotion, — surely, 
surely  Richard  himself  had  said — 
'  Thy  honour,  at  la.st,  forbids  all 
pardon  ! ' " 

Then,  in  that  rapidity  with  which 
the  human  heart,  once  seizing  upoi 
self  excuse,  reviews,  one  after  one,  tht 
fair  apologies,  the  earl  passed  from 
the  injury  to  himself  to  the  mal- 
government  of  his  land,  and  muttered 
over  the  thousand  instances  of  rruelty 
and  misrule  which  rose  to  hisremem- 

*  bin  nee — forgetting,  alas,   or  Steeling 
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himself  to    the    memory,    that    till 
Edward's  vices  had  assailed  hi*  own 
hearth  and  honour,  he  had  been  con- 
nted  with  lamenting  them, — he  had 
uot  ventured  to  chastise. — At  length, 
calm  and  self-acquitted,  he  rose  from 
his  self-confession,  and  leaning  by  the 
open  casement,  drank  in  the  reviving 
and  gentle  balm  of  the  summer  air. 
Thi    state   apartments   he   had    left, 
fori  ied,  as  we  have  before  observed, 
an    .ngle  to  the  wing  in   which  the 
cha  aber  he  had  now  reared  to  was 
pla<  ed.      They    were    brilliantly  illn- 
mii  ed — their  windows  open  to  admit 
the  fresh  soft  breeze  of  night, — and 
he  saw,  as  if  by  daylight,  distinct  and 
gorgeous,  in   their  gay   dresses,  the 
many  revellers  within.  But  one  group 
caught  and  riveted  his  eye.     Close  by 
the  centre  window  he  recognised  his 
gentle  Anne,  with  downcast  looks;  he 
almost  fancied  he  saw  her  blush,  as 
her  young  bridegroom,   young    and 
beautiful  as  herself,  whispered  love's 
flatteries  in  her  ear.     He  saw  farther 
on,    but    yet  near,    his    own    sweet 
countess,  and  muttered,  "After  twenty 
years   of  marriage  may  Anne  be  as 
dear  to  him  as  thou  art  now  to  me  ! " 
And  still  he  saw,  or  deemed  he  saw, 
his  lady's  eye,  after  resting  with  ten- 
der happiness  on  the  young  pair,  rove 
wistfully  around,  as  if  missing  and 
searching   for    her    partner    in    her 
mother's  joy.     But  what  form  sweeps 
by  with  so  haughty  a  majesty,  then 
pauses    by   the  betrothed,  addresses 
them  not,  but  seems  to  regard  them 
with  so  fixed  a  watch  ?     He  knew  by 
her  ducal  diadem,  by  the  baudekin 
colours  of  her  robe,  by  her  unmis- 
takable air  of    pride,    his   daughter 
Isabel.     He  did  not  distinguish   the 
expression  of  her  countenance,  but  an 
ominous  thrill    passed    through    his 
heart ;  for  the  attitude  itself  had  an 
expression,  and  not  that  of  a  sister's 
sympathy  and  love.     He  turned  away 
his  face  with  an  unquiet  recollection 
of  the   altered   mood  of  his  discon- 


tented daughter.  He  looked  again 
the  duchess  had  passed  on  —  lost 
amidst  the  confused  splendour  of  the 
revel.  And  high  and  rich  swelled 
the  merry  music  that  invited  to  the 
stately  pavon.  He  ga/.ed  still  :  his 
lady  had  left  her  place,  the  lovers,  too. 
had  vanished,  and  where  they  had 
stood,  stood  now,  in  close  conference, 
his  ancient  enemies,  Exeter  and 
Somerset.  TI13  sudden  change,  from 
objects  of  love  to  those  associate! 
with  hate,  had  something  which 
touched  one  of  those  superstitions  to 
which,  in  all  ages,  the  heart,  whey 
deeply  stirred,  is  weakly  sensitive 
And  again,  forgetful  of  the  revel,  the 
earl  turned  to  the  serener  landscape 
of  the  grove  and  the  moon-lit  green- 
sward, and  mused,  and  mused,  till  a 
soft  arm  thrown  around  him,  woke 
his  reverie.  For  this  had  his  lady  left 
the  revel.  Divining,  by  the  instinct 
born  of  love,  the  gloom  of  her  hus- 
band, she  had  stolen  from  pomp  and 
pleasure  to  his  side. 

"  Ah  !  wherefore  wouldst  thou  rob 
me."  said  the  countess,  "  of  one  hour 
of  thy  presence,  since  so  few  hours 
remain— since  when  the  sun,  that 
succeeds  the  morrow's,  shines  upon 
these  walls,  the  night  of  thine  absence 
will  have  closed  upon  roe  \  " 

"And  if  that  thought  of  parting, 
sad  to  me  as  thee,  sufficed  not, 
bel'amie,  to  dim  the  revel,"  answered 
1  the  earl,  "  weetest  thou  not  how  ill 
!  the  grave  and  solemn  thoughts  of  one 
who  sees  before  him  the  emprise  that 
would  change  the  dynasty  of  a  realm, 
can  suit  with  the  careless  dance  and 
the  wanton  music  1  But,  not  at  t  hat- 
moment  did  I  think  of  those  mightier 
cares,  my  thoughts  were  nearer  home. 
Hast  thou  noted,  sweet  wife,  the 
silent  gloom,  the  clouded  brow  of 
Isabel,  since  she  learned  that  Anne 
was  to  be  the  bride  of  the  heir  of 
L  tncaster. " 

The  mother  suppressed  a  sigh. 
"  W     must  pardon,  or  glance  light lj 
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over,  the  mood  of  one  who  loves  her 
lord,  and  mourns  for  his  baffled  hopes. 
Well-a  day  !  [grieve  that  she  admits 
not  even  me  to  her  confidence.  Ever 
with  the  favourite  lady  who  lately 
joined  her  train — methinks,  that  new 
friend  gives  less  holy  counsels  than  a 
mother 

"Ha!  and  yet  what  counsels  can 
Isabel  listen  to  from  a  comparative 
Btran  -r  !  Even  if  Edward,  or  rather 
his  cunning  Elizabeth,  had  suborned 
this  waiting-woman,  our  daughter 
never  could  hearken,  even  in  an  hour 
of  anger,  to  the  message  from  our  dis- 
honourer and  our  foe." 

••  Nay,  but  a  flatterer  often  fosters, 
by  praising,  the  erring  thought, 
[sabel  hath  something,  dear  lord,  of 
thy  high  heart  and  courage,  and  ever 
from  childhood,  her  vaulting  spirit, 
her  very  character  of  stately  beauty, 
have  given  her  a  conviction  of  destiny 
and  power  loftier  than  those  reserved 
For  pur  gentle  Anne.  Let  us  trust  to 
time  and  forbearance,  and  hope  that 
the  affection  of  the  generous  sister 
will  subdue  the  jealousy  of  the  disap- 
pointed princess." 

"  Pray  Heaven,  indeed,  that  it  so 
prove  !  Isabel's  ascendancy  over 
Clarence  is  great,  and  might  be  dan- 
gerous. Would  that  she  consented 
■main  in  France  with  thee  and 
Anne!  Her  lord,  at  least,  it  seems  I 
havi  I  and  satisfied.  Pleased 

at  the  vast  fortunes  before  him,  the 
-  of  vice  regal   power,  his  lig 
ire  n  conciles  itself  to  the  loss  of 
a  crown,  which,  1  fear,  it  could  never 
have   upheld.      For   the  more   I   have 
read    his  qualities  in  our  household 
intimacy,  the   more  it  seem-  thai    I 
have  justified   the  im- 
og  '.a  England  a  kin--  not  worth} 
of  so  gre  U  a  people.    He  isyoun 
but  how  different   the  youth  of  Lan- 
,  a    Ed  ■  aid  '      In    him     what 
earnest    and    manly    spirit  !      What 
he  •■•'  en  born  i  ie«     of  the  duties  of  a 
king!     Oli,  if  there  be  a  siu   in   the 


passion  that  hath  urged  me  on,  let 
me,  and  me  alone,  atone— and  may  I 
be  at  least  the  instrument  to  give  to 
England  a  prince  whose  virtues  shall 
compensate  for  all !  " 

While  yet  the  last  word  trembled 
upon  the  earl's  lips,  a  light  flashed 
along  the  floors,  hitherto  illumined 
but  by  the  stars  and  the  full  moon. 
And  presently  Isabel,  in  conference 
with  the  lady  whom  her  mother  had 
referred  to,  passed  into  the  room,  on 
her  way  to  her  private  chamber.  The 
countenance  of  this  female  diploma- 
tist, whose  talent  for  intrigue  Philip 
de  Comines*  has  commemorated,  but 
whose  name,  happily  for  her  memory, 
History  has  concealed,  was  soft  and 
winning  in  its  expression  to  the  ordi- 
nary glance,  though  the  sharpness  of 
the  features,  the  thin  compression  of 
the  lips,  and  the  harsh  dry  redness  of 
the  hair,  corresponded  with  the  attri- 
butes which  modern  physiognomical 
science  truly  .»r  erringly  assigns  to  a 
wily  and  treacherous  character.  She 
bore  a  light  in  her  hand,  and  its  rays 
shone  lull  on  the  disturbed  and  agi- 
tated face  of  the  duchess.  Isabel  per- 
ceived at  once  the  forms  of  her  parents, 
and  stopped  short,  in  some  whispered 
conversation,  and  uttered  a  cry  almost 
of  dismay. 

"  Tlmu  leavest  the  revel  betimes, 
fair  daughter,"  said  the  earl, examining 
her  countenance,  with  an  eye  some- 
what 

"  My  lady,"  said  the  confidant,  with 
a  lowly  reverence,  "  was  anxious  foi 
her  babe." 

"  Thy  lady,  good  waiting  wench," 
said  Warwick,  "needs  not  thy  tongue 
to  address  her  father.     Pass  on." 

The  gentlewoman  bit  her  lips,  but 
obeyed,  and  quitted  the  room.  The 
earl  approached  and  took  Isabel's 
hand— it  was  cold  as  stone. 

'•  My  child,"  said  he,  tenderly, 
"thou  dost   well  to  retire  to  rest— of 
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late  thy  cheek  hath  lost  its  bloom. 
But  just  now,  for  many  causes,  I  was 
wishing  thee  ni4  to  brave  our  perilous 
return  to  England  ;  and  now,  I  know- 
not  whether  it  w.  uld  make  me  the 
more  uneasy,  to  fear  for  thy  health  if 
absent  or  thy  safety  if  with  me  I  " 

"  My  lord,"  replied  Isabel,  coldly, 
"my  duty  calls  me  to  my  husband's 
side,  and  the  more,  since  now  it  seems 
lie  dares  the  battle,  but  reaps  not  its 
rewards !  Let  Edward  and  Anne  rest 
here  in  safety — Clarence  and  Isabel 
go  to  achieve  the  diadem  and  orb  for 
others ! " 

"  Be  not  bitter  with  thy  father,  girl 
— be  not  envious  of  thy  sister !  "  said 
the  earl,  in  grave  rebuke;  then,  soften- 
ing his  tone,  he  added,  "the  women 
of  a  noble  house  should  have  no  am- 
bition of  their  own — their  glory  and 
their  honour,  they  should  leave,  un- 
murmuring, in  the  hands  of  men ! 
Mourn  not  if  thy  sister  mounts  the 
throne  of  him  who  would  have  branded 
the  very  name  to  which  thou  and  she 
were  born ! " 

"  I  have  made  no  reproach,  my 
lord.  Forgive  me,  I  pray  you,  if  I 
now  retire ;  I  am  sore  weary,  and 
would  fain  have  strength  and  health 
T>ot  to  be  a  burden  to  you  when  you 
depart." 

The  duchess  bowed  with  proud  sub- 
mission, and  moved  on. 

"  Beware ! "  said  the  earl,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"Beware! — and  of  what?"  said 
Isabel,  startled. 

"  Of  thine  own  heart,  Isabel.  Ay, 
go  to  thine  infant's  couch,  ere  thou 
seek  thine  own,  and,  before  the  sleep 
of  Innocence,  calm  thyself  back  to 
Womanhood. " 

The  duchess  raised  her  head  quickly," 
but  habitual  awe  of  her  father  checked 
the  angry  answer;  and  kissing,  with 
formal  reverence,  the  hand  thecountess 
extended  to  her,  she  left  the  room. 
She  gained  the  chamber  in  which  w;us 
Hiv    cradle   of   her    son,  gorgeously 


canopied  with  silks,  inwrought  with 
the  blazoned  arms  of  royal  Clarence ; 
— and  beside  the  cradle  sat  the  confi- 
dant. 

The  duchess  drew  aside  the  drapery, 
and  contemplated  the  rosy  face  of  the 
infant  slum berer. 

Then  turning  to  h.r  confidant,  she 
said — 

"  Three  months  sir.ee,  and  I  hoped 
my  firstborn  would  be  a  king!  Away 
with  those  vain  mockeries  of  royal 
birth!  How  suit  they  the  destined 
vassal  of  the  abhorred  Lancastrian  !" 

"  Sweet  lady,"  said  the  confidant, 
"  did  I  not  warn  thee,  from  the  first, 
that  this  alliance,  to  the  injury  of  my 
lord  duke  and  this  dear  boy,  was 
already  imminent?  I  had  hoped  thou 
mightst  have  prevailed  with  the  earl !" 

"He  heeds  me  not— he  cares  not 
for  me!"  exclaimed  Isabel;  "  his 
whole  love  is  for  Anne — Anne  who, 
without  energy  and  pride,  I  scarcely 
have  looked  on  as  my  equal !  And 
now,  to  my  younger  sister,  I  must  bow 
my  knee — pleased  if  she  deign  to  bid 
me  hold  the  skirt  of  her  queenly  robe  ! 
Never — no  never ! " 

"  Calm  thyself;  the  courier  must 
part  this  night.  My  Lord  of  Clarence 
is  already  in  his  chamber;  he  waits 
but  thine  assent  to  write  to  Edward, 
that  he  rejects  not  his  loving  mes- 
sages." 

The  duchess  walked  to  and  fro,  in 
great  disorder. 

"  But  to  be  thus  secret  and  false  to 
my  father?" 

"  Doth  he  merit  that th>u  shouldst 
sacrifice  thy  child  to  him  ?  Reflect ! — 
the  king  has  no  son !  The  English 
barons  acknowledge  not  in  girls  a 
sovereign  ;  *  and,  with  Edward  on  the 
throne,  thy  son  is  heir-presumptive. 

*  Mi-s  Strickland  (Life  of  Elizabeth  of 
Yark)  remarks,  "  How  much  Norman  preju- 
dice in  favour  of  Salic  law  had  corrupted 
the  common,  or  constitutional  law  of  Eng- 
land, regarding  the  succession."  Thereniark 
involves  a  controversy 
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Little  chance  that  a  male  heir  shall 
now  In.- horn  to  Queen  E  izaheth,  while 
from  Anne  and  her  bridegroom,  a 
long  line  may  spring-.  Besides,  no 
matter  wbal  parchment-treaties  may 
ordain,  how  can  Clarence  and  his 
offspring  ever  he  regarded  by  a  Lan- 
castrian king-  hut  as  enemies  to  feed 
the  prison  or  the  hh.ck,  when  some 
false  invention  gives  the  seemly  pre- 
text for  extirpating  the  lawful  race." 

"Cease — cease — cease!"  cried  Isa- 
bel, in  terrible  struggles  with  herself. 

•■  Lady,  the  hour  presses!  And, 
reflect,  a  few  lines  are  hut  words,  to 
be  confirmed  or  retracted  as  occasion 
Buits  !  If  Lord  Warwick  succeed,  and 
King  Edward  lose  his  crown,  ye  can 
shape  as  ye  host  may  your  conduct  to 
the  time.  But,  if  the  earl  lose  the 
day — if  again  he  he  driven  into  exile 
— a  few  words  now  release  vou  and 
yours  from  everlasting  .sgtf/fthment ; 
restore  your  hoy  to  his  natura1  herit- 
age; deliver  you  from  the  insolence 
of  the  Anjouite,  who,  inethinks,  even 
dared  this  very  dav  to  taunt  your 
highness ' 

"  She  did — she  did  !  Oh  that  my 
father  had  been  by  to  hear  !  She  bade 
me  stand  aside  (that  Anne  might 
pa<s)--'  not  for  the  younger  daughter 
of  Lord  Warwick,  but  for  the  lady 
admitted  into  the  royalty  of  Lam-as- 
ter!'    Elizabeth  W Iville,  at   least, 

never  dared  this  insolence!" 

"  And  this  Margaret,  the  Duke  of 
Clarence  is  to  plac    ~n   the  throne 
n  hieh  your  child  yoi.uer  might  other- 
-pire  to  mount  ! 

Isabel  clasped  her  hands  in  mute 
passion. 

"  Hark!"  said  i  he  confidant,  throw- 
ing 0]  or, — 

And  along  the  corridor  came,  in 
measured  pomp,  a  stately  pra 

Lmberlain  in  front,  announcing 
—  •'  H •  r  highness     the    Prin 
Wales;"  and    Louis   XI.    leading   the 
virgin    bride  (wife  hut  in   nan 
honour,  till  her  dowry  of  a  kingdom 


was  made  secure)  to  her  gentle  rest. 
The  ceremonial  pomp,  the  regai 
homage  that  attended  the  younger 
sister  thus  r.iised  above  herself,  com- 
pleted in  Isabel's  jealous  heart  the 
triumph  of  the  Tempter.  Her  face 
settled  into  hard  resolve,  and  she 
passed  at  onee  from  the  chamber  into 
one  near  at  hand,  where  the  Duke  of 
Clarence  sate  alone,  the  rich  wines  of 
the  livery,  not  untasted,  before  him, 
and  the  ink  yet  wet  upon  a  scroll  he 
had  just  indited. 

He  turned  his  irresolute  counte- 
nance to  Isabel  as  she  bent  over  him 
and  read  the  letter.  It  was  to  Edward, 
and  after  briefly  warning  him  of  the 
rnedi'ated  invasion,  significantly  added 
— "  and  if  I  may  seem  to  share  this 
emprise,  which,  here  and  alone,  I  can- 
not resist,  thou  shalt  find  me  still, 
when  the  moment  comes,  thy  affec 
tionate  brother  and  loyal  subject." 

"  Well,  Isabel,"  said  the  duke, 
"thouknowest  1  have  delayed  this,  till 
the  last  hour,  to  please  thee,  for  verily, 
lady  mine,  thy  will  is  my  sweetest 
•a.\v.  But  now,  if  thy  heart  misgives 
thee " 

"  It  does — it  does!"  exclaimed  the 
duchess,  bursting  into  tears. 

"  If  thy  heart  misgives  thee,"  con- 
tinued Clarence,  who  with  all  his 
weakness  had  much  of  the  duplicity 
of  his  brothers,  "why  let  it  pass. 
Slavery  to  scornful  Margaret—  vassal- 
age to  thy  sister's  spouse — triumph  to 
the  House  which  both  thou  and  I  were 
taught  from  childhood  to  deem  ac- 
cursed,— why  welcome  all !  so  that 
Isabel  does  not  weep,  and  our  boy 
reproach  us  not  in  the  days  to  come  !" 

For  all  answer,  Isabel,  who  had 
seized  the  letter,  let  it  drop  on  the 
table,  pushed  it,  with  averted  face 
towards  the  duke,  and  turned  back 
to  the  cradle  of  her  child,  whom  shi 
woke  with  her  sohs,  and  who  wailed 
its  shrill  reply  in  infant  petulance  and 
terror, —  snatched  from  its  slumber  tc 
the  arms  of  the  remorseful  mother 
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A  smile  of  half-contemptuous  joy- 
passed  over  the  thin  lips  of  the  she- 
Judas,  and,  without  speaking,  she  took 
her  way  to  Clarence.  He  had  sealed 
and  bound  his  letter,  first  adding 
these  words — "  My  lady  and  duchess, 
whatever  her  kin,  has  seen  this  letter, 
and  approves  it,  for  she  is  more  a 
friend  to  York  than  to  the  earl,  now 
he  has  turned  Lancastrian ;"  and  placed 
it  in  a  small  iron  coffer. 

He  gave  I  he  coffer,  curiously  clasped 
and  locked,  to  the  gentlewoman,  with 
a  significant  glance — ''  Be  quick,  or 
she  repent*  !  The  courier  waits  1 — 
his  steed  saddled  ]  The  instant  you 
give  it,  he  departs — he  hath  his  per- 
mit to  pass  the  gates?" 

"  All  is  prepared;  ere  the  clock 
strike,  hb  is  on  his  way." 


The  confidant  vanished — the  duke 
sank  in  his  chair,  and  rubbed  his 
hands. 

"  Oho!  father-in-law,  thou  deemesl 
me  too  dull  for  a  crown.  J  am  not 
dull  enough  for  thy  tool.  I  have  had 
the  wit  at  least  to  deceive  thee, — an(J 
to  hide  resentment  beneath  a  smiling 
brow !  Dullard  thou,  to  b°)ieve  aught 
less  than  the  sovereignty  of  England 
could  have  bribed  Clarence  to  thy 
cause  !" — He  turned  to  the  table  ana 
complacently  drained  his  goblet. 

Suddenly,  haggard  and  pale  a*,  a 
spectre,  Isabel  stood  before  him. 

"  I  was  mad — mad,  George  !  The 
letter !  the  letter — it  must  not  go ! " 

At  that  moment  the  clock  Btruck. 
"  Bel  enfant,"  said  the  duke,  "  it  if 
too  late  I" 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE    MAIDS    HOPE,  THK    COURTIERS    LOVE,  AND    THE    SAGES    COMFORT. 


Fair  are  thy  fields,  0  England ; 
fair  the  rural  farm  and  the  orchards 
in  which  the  blossoms  have  ripened 
into  laughing  fruits  ;  and  fairer  than 
all,  0  England,  the  faces  of  thy  soft- 
eyed  daughters.  - 

From  the  field  where  Sibyll  and 
her  father  had  wandered  amidst  the 
dead,  the  dismal  witnesses  of  war  had 
vanished  ;  and  over  the  green  pastures 
roved  the  gentle  flocks.  And  the 
farm  to  which  Hastings  had  led  the 
wanderers  looked  upon  that  peaceful 
field  through  its  leafy  screen;  and 
there  father  and  daughter  had  found 
a  home. 

It  was  a  lovely  summer  evening, 
and  Sibyll  put  aside  the  broidery 
frame,  at  which,  for  the  last  hour,  she 
had  not  worked  ;  and  gliding  to  the 
lattice,  looked  wistfully  along  the 
winding  lane.  The  room  was  in  the 
upper  story,  and  was  decorated  with  a 
care  which  the  exterior  of  the  house 
little  promised,  and  which  almost  ap 
proached  to  elegance.  The  fresh  green 
rushes  thai  Btrewed  the  il<>or  were 
intermingled  with  dried  wild  thyme 
her  fragrant  herbs.  The  hire 
walls  were  hung  with  serge  of  a  bright 
and  cheerful  blue;  a  rich  carpet  de 
cuir  covered   the  oak   (aide,  OU  which 


lay  musical  instruments,  curiously  in- 
laid, with  a  few  MSS.,  chiefly  of 
English  and  Provencal  poetry.  The 
tabourets  were  covered  with  cushions 
of  Norwich  worsted,  in  gay  colours. 
All  was  simple,  it  is  true,  yet  all 
betokened  a  comfort — nay,  a  refine- 
ment, an  evidence  of  wealth,  very  rare 
in  the  houses  even  of  the  second  order 
of  nobility. 

As  Sibyll  gazed,  her  face  suddenly 
brightened  ;  she  uttered  a  joyous  cry 
— hurried  from  the  room — descended 
the  stairs,  and  passed  her  father,  who 
was  seated  without  the  porch,  and 
seemingly  plunged  in  one  of  his  most 
abstracted  reveries.  She  kissed  his 
brow — (he  heeded  her  not) — hounded 
with  light  step  over  the  sward  of  the 
orchard,  and  pausing  by  a  wicket 
gate,  listened,  with  throbbing  heart, 
to  the  advancing  sound  of  a  horse"s 
hoofs ;  nearer  came  the  sound,  and 
nearer.  A  cavalier  appeared  in  sight, 
sprang  from  his  saddle,  and,  leaving 
his  palfrey  to  find  his  way  to  the  well- 
known  stable,  sprang  lightly  over  the 
little  gate. 

"And  thou  hast  watched  for  me, 
Sibyll?" 

The  girl  blnshingly  withdrew  from 
the   eager  embrace,  and  said,  touch- 
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inglj — "My  heart  watcheth  for  thee 
alway.  Oh,  shall  I  thank  or  chide 
thee  for  so  much  care  !  Thou  wilt 
see  how  thy  craftsmen  have  changed 
the  rugged  homestead  into  the  dainti- 
est bower ! " 

"  Alas,  my  Sibyll !  would  that  it 
were  worthier  of  thy  beauty,  and  our 
mutual  troth  !  Blessings  on  thy  trust 
and  sweet  patience ;  may  the  day 
soon  come  when  1  may  lead  thee  to  a 
nobler  home ;  and  hear  knight  and 
baron  envy  the  bride  of  Hastings." 

"  My  own  lord!"  said  Sibyll,  with 
grateful  tears  in  confiding  eyes;  but, 
after  a  pause,  she  added,  timidly- — 
"  Does  the  king  still  bear  so  stern  a 
memory  against  so  humble  a  subject]' 

"The  king  is  more  wroth  than 
before,  since  tidings  of  Lord  War- 
wick's restless  machinations  in  France 
have  soured  his  temper.  He  cannot 
hear  thy  name  without  threats  against 
thy  father  as  a  secret  adherent  of 
Lancaster,  and  accuseth  thee  of  witch- 
ing his  chamberlain, — as,  in  truth, 
thou  hast.  The  Duchess  of  Bedford 
is  more  than  ever  under  the  influence 
of  friar  Bungey,  to  whose  spells  and 
charms,  and  not  to  our  good  swords, 
she  ascribes  the  marvellous  flight  of 
Warwick  and  the  dispersion  of  our 
foes ;  and  the  friar,  methinks,  has 
fostered,  and  yet  feeds  Edward's  sus- 
picions of  thy  harmless  father.  The 
king  chides  himself  for  having  suffered 
poor  Warner  to  depart  unscathed,  and 
even  recalls  the  disastrous  adventure 
of  the  mechanical,  and  swears  that, 
from  the  first,  thy  father  was  in  trea- 
sonable conspiracy  with  Margaret. 
Nay,  sure  I  am,  that  if  I  dared  to  wed 
thee  while  his  anger  lasts,  he  would 
condemn  thee  as  a  sorceress,  and  give 
me  up  to  the  secret  hate  of  my  old  * 
foes,  the  Woodvilles.  But  fie  !  be  not 
so  appalled,  my  Sibyll  ;  Edward's  pas- 
sions, though  fierce,  are  changeful, 
and  patience  will  reward  us  both." 

"Meanwhile,  thou  lovest  me,  Hast- 
ings |  '  said   Sibyll,  with   great  emo- 1 


tion.  "Oh,  if  thou  knewest  how  1 
torment  myself  in  thine  absence  ! — 1 
see  thee  surrounded  by  the  fairest 
and  the  loftiest,  and  say  to  myself, 
'  Is  it  possible  that  he  can  remember 
me?'  But  thou  lovest  me  still — still 
— still,  and  ever!     Dost  thou  not?" 

And  Hastings  said  and  swore. 

"And  the  Lady  Bonville?"  asked 
Sibyll,  trying  to  smile  archly,  but 
with  the  faltering  tone  of  jealous  fear. 

"I  have  not  seen  her  for  months," 
replied  the  noble,  with  a  slight  change 
of  countenance.  "  She  is  at  one  of 
their  western  manors.  They  say  her 
lord  is  sorely  ill ;  and  the  Lady  Bon- 
ville is  a  devout  hypocrite,  and  plays 
the  tender  wife.  But  enough  of  such 
ancient  and  worn-out  memories.  Thy 
father — sorrows  he  still  for  his  Eurekal 
I  can  learn  no  trace  of  it." 

"  See,"  said  Sibyll,  recalled  to  her 
filial  love,  and  pointing  to  Warner  as 
they  now  drew  near  the  house,  "See, 
he  shapes  another  Eureka  from  his 
thoughts !" 

"  How  fares  it,  dear  Warner?"  asked 
the  noble,  taking  the  scholar's  hand. 

"Ah!"  cried  the  student,  roused 
at  the  sight  of  his  powerful  protector. 
"  Bringest  thou  tidings  of  it?  Thy 
cheerful  eye  tells  me  that — no — no — 
thy  face  changes !  They  have  destroyed 
it !  Oh  that  I  could  be  young  once 
more ! " 

"  What !  "  said  the  world-wise  man, 
astonished.  "  If  thou  hadst  anothei 
youth,  wouldst  thou  cherish  the  same 
delusion,  and  go  again  through  a  life 
of  hardship,  persecution,  and  wrong?" 

"  My  noble  son,"  said  the  philo- 
sopher, "  for  hours  when  I  have  felt 
the  wrong,  the  persecution,  and  the 
hardship,  count  the  days  and  the 
nights  when  I  have  felt  only  the  hope, 
and  the  glory,  and  the  joy  !  God  ii 
kinder  to  us  all  than  man  can  know ; 
for  man  looks  only  to  the  sorrow  on 
the  surface,  and  sees  not  the  consola- 
tion in  the  deeps  of  the  unwitnessed 
soul." 
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Sibyl!  had  left  Hastings  by  her 
father's  side,  and  tripped  lightly  to 
the  farther  part  of  the  house,  Inhabited 
by  the  rustic  owners  who  supplied  the 
homely  service,  to  order  the  evening 
banquet — t lie  happy  banquet;  for 
hunger  gives  not  such  flavour  to  the 
viand,  nor  thirst  such  sparkle  to  the 
wine,  as  the  presence  of  a  beloved 
guest. 

And  as  the  courtier  seated  himself 
on  the  rude  settle,  under  the  honey- 
■■'ckles  that  wreathed  the   porch,   a 

licious   calm   stole   over  his   sated 

nd.     The  pure  soul  of  the  student, 

elcused  awhile  from  the  tyranny  of 

earthly  pursuit — the  drudgery  of 

toil  that,  however  grand,  still  but 
ministered  to  human  and  material 
science — had  found  for  its  only  other 
element  the  contemplation  of  more 
solemn  and  eternal  mysteries.  Soar- 
ing naturally,  as  a  bird  freed  from  a 
golden  cage,  into  the  realms  of  heaven, 
he  began  now,  with  earnest  and  spiri- 
tual eloquence,  to  talk  of  the  things 
and  visions  lately  made   familiar   to 


his  thoughts.  Mounting  from  philo- 
sophy to  religion,  he  indulged  in  his 
large  ideas  upon  life  and  nature:  o? 
the  stars  that  now  came  forth  in 
heaven ;  of  the  laws  that  gave  har- 
mony to  the  universe  ;  of  the  evidence 
of  a  God  in  the  mechanism  of  crea- 
tion ;  of  the  spark  from  central  divinity, 
that,  kindling  in  a  man's  soul,  we  call 
"  genius  ;"  of  the  eternal  resurrection 
of  the  dead,  which  makes  the  very 
principle  of  being,  and  types,  in  the 
leaf  and  in  the  atom,  the  immortality 
of  the  great  human  race.  He  was 
sublimer,  that  grey  old  man,  hunted 
from  the  circle  of  his  kind — in  his 
words,  than  ever  is  action  in  its  deeds  ; 
for  words  can  fathom  truth,  and  deeds 
but  blunderingly  and  lamely  seek  it. 

And  the  sad,  and  gifted,  and  erring 
intellect  of  Hastings,  rapt  from  its 
little  ambition  of  the  hour,  had  no 
answer  when  his  heart  asked,  "  What 
can  courts  and  a  king's  smile  give  me 
in  exchange  for  serene  tranquillity 
and  devoted  love?" 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    MAN    AWAKES    IN    THE    SAGE,  AND    THE    SHE    WOLF    AGAIN    HATH    TRAOKED 
THE    LAMB. 


From  the  night  in  which  Hastings 
had  saved  from  the  knives  of  the 
tymbesteres  Sibyll  and  her  father,  his 
honour  and  chivalry  had  made  him 
their  protector.  The  people  of  the 
farm  (a  widow  and  her  children,  with 
the  peasants  in  their  employ)  were 
kindly  and  simple  folks.  What  safer 
home  for  the  wanderers  than  thai  to 
which  Hastings  had  removed  them] 
The  influence  of  Sibj II  over  his  vari 
able  heart  or  fancj  was  renewed. 
Again,  vows  were  interchanged,  and 
faith  plighted.     Anthony  Woudville, 


,  Lord  Rivers,  who,  however  gallant  an 
enemy,  was  still  more  than  ever,  since 
Warwick's  exile,  a  formidable  mie,  and 
who  shared  his  sister's  dislike  to 
Hastings,  was  naturally,  =.t  that  time, 
in  the  fullest  favour  of  King  Edward, 
anxious  to  atone  for  the  brief  disgrace 
bis  brother»in-law  had  suffered  during 
the  later  days  of  Warwick's  adminis- 
tration. And  Hastings,  offended  by 
the  manners  of  the  rival  favourite, 
took  one  of  the  di  gUBtS  so  i'*'v-  —  u l  in 
I  he  life  of  a  court  ier,  and.  „  spite  his 
otliee  of  chamberlain,  absented  himself 
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much  from  his  sovereign's  company. 
Thus,  in  the  reaction  of  his  mind,  the 
influence  of  Sibyll  was  greater  than 
it  otherwise  might  have  been.  His 
visits  to  the  farm  grew  regular  and 
frequent.  The  widow  believed  him 
nearly  related  to  Sibyll,  and  suspected 
Warner  to  be  some  attainted  Lancas- 
trian, compelled  to  hide  in  secret  till 
his  pardon  was  obtained ;  and  no 
scandal  was  attached  to  the  noble's 
visits,  nor  any  surprise  evinced  at  his 
attentive  care  for  all  that  could  lend  a 
grace  to  a  temporary  refuge  unfitting 
the  quality  of  his  supposed  kindred. 

And,  in  her  entire  confidence  and 
reverential  affection,  Sibyll's  very  pride 
was  rather  soothed  than  wounded,  by 
obligations  which  were  but  proofs  of 
love,  and  to  which  plighted  troth  gave 
her  a  sweet  right.  As  for  Warner, — 
he  had  hitherto  seemed  to  regard  the 
great  lord's  attentions  only  as  a  tribute 
to  his  own  science,  and  a  testimony  of 
the  interest  which  a  statesman  might 
naturally  feel  in  the  invention  of  a 
thing  that  might  benefit  the  realm. 
And  Hastings  had  been  delicate  in 
the  pretexts  of  his  visits.  One  time 
he  called  to  relate  the  death  of  poor 
Madge,  though  he  kindly  concealed 
the  manner  of  it,  which  he  had  dis-  j 
covered,  but  which  opinion,  if  not  law,  j 
forbade  him  to  attempt  to  punish  : —  j 
Drowning  was  but  the  orthodox  ordeal  ' 
of  a  suspected  witch,  and  it  was  not 
without  many  scruples  that  the  poor  \ 
woman  was  interred  in  holy  ground.  \ 
The  search  for  the  Eureka  was  a  pre- 
tence that  sufficed  for  countless  visits; 
and  then,  too,  Hastings  had  counselled 
Adam  to  sell  the  ruined  house,  and 
undertaken  the  negotiation  ;  and  the 
new  comforts  of  their  present  resi- 
dence, and  the  expense  of  the  mainte- 
nance, were  laid  to  the  account  of  the 
"ale.  Hastings  had  begun  to  consider 
Adam  Warner  as  utterly  blind  and 
passive  to  the  things  that  passed  under 
his  eyes;  and  his  astonishment  was 
great   when,   the   morning  after  the  , 


visit  we  have  just  recorded,  Adam 
suddenly  lifting  his  eyes,  and  seeing 
the  guest  whispering  soft  tales  in 
Sibyll's  ear,  rose  abruptly,  approached 
the  nobleman,  took  him  gently  by  the 
arm,  led  him  into  the  garden,  and 
thus  addressed  him  : — 

"  Noble  lord,  you  have  been  tender 
and  generous  in  our  misfortunes.  The 
poor  Eureka  is  lost  to  me  and  the 
world  for  ever.  God's  will  be  done  ! 
Methinks  Heaven  designs  thereby  to 
rouse  me  to  the  sense  of  nearer  duties ; 
and  I  have  a  daughter  whose  name  I 
adjure  you  not  to  sully,  and  whose 
heart  I  pray  you  not  to  break.  Come 
hither  no  more,  my  Lord  Hastings." 

This  speech,  almost  the  only  one 
which  showed  plain  sense  and  judg- 
ment in  the  affairs  of  this  life  that  the 
man  of  genius  had  ever  uttered,  so 
confounded  Hastings,  that  he  with 
difficulty  recovered  himself  enough  to 
say— 

"  My  poor  scholar,  what  hath  so 
suddenly  kindled  suspicions  which 
wrong  thy  child  and  me  ''  " 

"  Last  eve,  when  ye  sate  together,  I 
saw  your  hand  steal  into  hers,  and 
suddenly  I  remembered  the  day  when 
/  was  young  and  wooed  her  mother  ! 
And  last  night  I  slept  not,  and  sense 
and  memory  became  active  for  my 
living  child,  as  they  were  wont  to  be 
only  for  the  iron  infant  of  my  mind, 
and  I  said  to  myself — '  Lord  Hastings 
is  King  Edward's  friend,  and  King 
Edward  spares  not  maiden  honour. 
Lord  Hastings  is  a  mighty  p^er,  and 
he  will  not  wed  the  dowerless  and 
worse  than  nameless  girl ! '  Be  mer- 
ciful !     Depart — depart !  " 

"  But,"  exclaimed  Hastings,  "  if  1 
love  thy  sweet  Sibyll  in  all  honesty — 
if  1  have  plighted  to  her  my  troth 

"  A  las  ! — alas  !  "  groaned  Adam. 

"If  I  wait  but  my  king's  permis- 
sion to  demand  her  wedded  hand, 
couldst  thou  forbid  me  the  presence 
of  my  affianced  ? " 

"  She  loves  thee,  then? "  said  Adam, 
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so; 


m  a  tone  of  great  anguish — "she  loves 
thee — speak  ! " 

"It  is  my  pride  to  think  it." 

"  Then  go — go  at  once  ;  come  back 
no  more  till  thou  hast  wound  up  thy 
courage  to  brave  the  sacrifice ;  no,  not 
till  the  priest  is  readv  at  the  altar — 
not  till  the  bridegroom  can  claim  the 
bride.  And  as  that  time  will  never 
come — never — never, —  leave  me  to 
whisper  to  the  breaking  heart  — 
"  Courage ; —  honour  and  virtue  are 
left  thee  yet,  and  thy  mother  from 
heaven  looks  down  on  a  stainless 
child!'" 

The  resuscitation  of  the  dead  could 
scarcely  have  startled  and  awed  the 
courtier  more  than  this  abrupt  de- 
velopment of  life  and  passion  and 
energy,  in  a  man  who  had  hitherto 
seemed  to  sleep  in  the  folds  of  his 
thought,  as  a  chrysalis  in  its  web. 
Hut  as  we  have  always  seen  that  ever. 
when  this  strange  being  woke  from  his 
ideal  abstraction, 'he  awoke  to  honour 
and  courage  and  truth, — so  now,  whe- 
ther, as  he  had  said,  the  absence  of 
the  Eureka  left  his  mind  to  the  sense 
of  practical  duties,  or  whether  their 
common  Buffering  had  more  endeared 
to  him  his  gentle  companion,  and 
affection  sharpened  reason,  Adam 
Warner  became  puissant  and  majestic 
in  his  rights  and  sanctity  of  father; 
greater  in  his  homely  household  cha- 
racter, than  when,  in  his  mania  of 
inventor  and  the  Bublime  hunger  of 
aspiring  genius,  he  had  stolen  to  his 
daughter's  couch,  and  waked  her  with 
the  cry  of  "  Gold  !  " 

re  the  force  and  power  of 
Adam's  adjuration,—  his  outstretched 
hand — the  anguish,  yet  authority, 
ice— all  the  art  and 
Belf-possession  of  the  accomplished 
.over  deserted  him,  as  one  spellbound. 

He  was  literally  without  re] 
suddenly,  the   Bight  of  Sibyll,  who, 
surprised  by  this  Bingular  conference, 
but  unsuspecting  its  nature,  now  came 
from   the  house,  relieved  and   nerved 


him ;  and  his  first  impulse  was  then, 
as  ever,  worthy  and  noble,  such  as 
showed,  though  dimly,  how  glorioua 
a  creature  he  had  been,  if  cast  in  a 
time  and  amidst  a  race,  which  could 
have  fostered  the  impulse  into  liabit. 

"  Brave  old  man  ! "  ho  said,  kissing 
the  hand  still  raised  in  command — 
"thou  hast  spoken  as  beseems  thee ; 
and  my  answer  I  will  tell  thy  child." 
Then  hurrying  to  the  wondering 
Sibyll,  he  resumed.  "  Your  father 
says  well,  that  not  thus,  dubious  and 
in  secret,  should  I  visit  the  home 
blest  by  thy  beloved  presence — I 
obey  ; — I  leave  thee,  Sibyll.  I  go  to 
my  king,  as  one  who  hath  served  him 
long  and  truly,  and  claims  his  guerdon 
—thee!" 

"  Oh,  my  lord  !  "  exclaimed  Sibyll, 
in  generous  terror;  "bethink  thee 
well — remember  what  thou  saidst  but 
last  eve.  This  king  so  fierce — my 
naine  so  hated  !  No — no  !  leave  me. 
Farewell  for  ever,  if  it  be  right,  as 
what  thou  and  my  father  say  must  be. 
Hut  thy  life — thy  liberty— thy  welfare 
— they  are  my  happiness — thou  hast 
no  right  to  endanger  them!"  And 
she  fell  at  his  knees.  He  raised,  and 
strained  her  to  his  heart;  then  re- 
signing her  to  her  father's  arms,  hs 
said  in  a  voice  choked  with  emotion — 

"  Not  as  peer  and  as  knight,  but  as 
man,  I  claim  my  prerogative  of  home 
and  hearth  !  Let  Edward  frown — call 
back  his  gifts— banish  me  his  court— 
thou  art  more  worth  than  all !  Look 
for  me — sigh  not — weep  not — smile 
till  we  meet  again!"  He  left  them 
with  these  words — hastened  to  the 
stall  where  his  steed  stood,  capari- 
soned it  with  his  own  hands,  and  rode 
with  the  speed  of  one  whom  passion 
spurs  and  goads,  towards  the  Tower 
of  London. 

But  a-<  Sibyll  started  from  hei 
father's  arms,  when  sin-  heara  'he  de. 

i  irting  1 l's  of  her  lover's  steed, — to 

listen  and  to  listen  for  the  last  sound 
thai  told  of  Aim,  a  terrible  apparition. 
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ever  ominous  of  woe  and  horror,  met  this  recognition  burst  from  Sibyl],  a* 

her  eye.     On  the  other  side  of  the  she  threw  herself  again  upon  Adam's 

orchard   fence,  which   concealed   her  breast ;  but,  when  be  looked  round, 

figure,  but  not  her  well-known  face  to  discover  the  cause  of  her  alarm — 

which  peered  above,  stood  the  tym-  Graul  was  gone, 
bestere,  Graul.     A  shriek  of  terr  r 


CHAPTER  III. 


VIRTUOUS    RESOLVES    STBHITTEL    TO    THE    TEST    OF    VA51TT    ANT)    THB    W02LD. 


Ok  reaching  his  own  house.  Hastings 
learned  that  the  court  was  still  at 
Shene.  He  waited  but  till  the  retinue 
which  his  rank  required  were  equipped 
and  ready,  and  reached  the  court, 
from  which  of  late  he  had  found  so 
many  excuses  to  absent  bimseli 
night.  Edward  «ras  then  at  the  nau- 
ouef  *.nd  Hastings  was  too  experi- 
enced a  courtier  to  disturb  him  at 
such  a  time.  In  a  mood  unfit  for 
companionship,  he  took  his  way  to  the 
apartments  usually  reserved  for  him, 
when  a  gentleman  met  him  by  the 
way,  and  apprized  him  with  great 
respect,  that  the  Lord  Scales  and 
Rivers  had  already appropriat 
apartments  to  the  principal  waiting- 
lady  of  his  countess, — but  that  other 
chambers,  if  less  commodious  and 
spacious,  were  at  his  command. 

Hastings  had  not  the  superb  and 
more  than  re£ral  pride  of  Warwick 
and  Montagu,  but  this  notice  sensibly 
piqued  and  galled  him. 

'•  My  apartments  as  Lord  Chamber- 
lain— as  one  of  the  captain-generals 
in  the  king's  army,  given  to  the  wait- 
ing-lady of  Sir  Anthony  Wo< 
wife!— At  whose  order, 

"  Her   highness    the  queer.  - 
don  me,  my  lord,"  and  the  gentleman. 
looking  round  and  sinking  i 
continued — "pardon    me,   hei 
ness  added,  '  If  my  Lord  Chamberlain 
not  ere  the  week  end-,  . 


find,  not  only  the  apartment,  but  the 
office,  no  longer  free.'     My  lord,  we  all 
love  you — forgive  my  ?.eal,  and  look 
well  if  you  would  guard  your  own." 
"  Thanks,  sir. — Is  my  lord  of  Glou 

r  in  the  palace  I" 
••  He  is— and  in  his  chamber.     He 

■•  long  at  the  feast." 
"  Oblige  me,  by  craving  his  grace's 
-  on  to  wait  on  him  at  leisure — 
I  attend  his  answer  here." 

ing  against  the  wall  of  the 
corridor,  Hastings  gave  himself  up  to 
other  thoughts  than  Uk  - 
So  strong  is  habit — so  powerful  vanity 
or  ambition,  once  indulged,  that  this 
puny  slight  made  a  sudden  revulsion 
in  the  mind  of  the  royal  favo  a 
once  more  the  agitated  and  brilliant 
court  life  stirred  and  fevered  him ; — 
that  life,  so  wearisome  when 

sweet    when   imperilled.     To 
counteract   his   foes — to   humble   his 
rivals — to  regain   the  king's  counte- 
nance^— to  baffle,  with  the  easy  art  of 
Iful     intellect,    every 
in  — such  were  the  ideas  that 
and  hurtled  themselves,  and 
Sibyll  was  forgotten  ■ 

rod.  "Prince 

Richard  besought  my  lord's  presence 

with    loving    welcome;"   and    to    the 

duke'*  apartment  went  Lord  Hastings. 

..  clad  in  a  loose  chamber  robe, 

iled    the   defects   of  hii 

lu  before  a  table  covere/ 
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with  papers,  and  embraced  Hastings 
with  cordial  affection. 

'■  Never  more  gladly  hail  to  thee, 
dear  William.  I  need  thy  wise  coun- 
sels with  t lie  king,  and  I  have  glad 
tidings  for  thine  own  ear." 

••  Pardieu,   my   prince,   the   king, 
methinks,  will  scarce  heed  the  coun- 
sels of  a  dead  man." 
"  Dead  I " 

"  Ay.  At  courts  it  seems  men  are 
dead — their  rooms  filled — their  places 
promised  or  bestowed,  if  they  come 
not,  morn  and  night,  to  convince  the 
king  that  they  are  alive."  And  Hast- 
ings, with  constrained  gaiety,  repeated 
the  information  he  had  received. 

"  What  would  you,  Hastings]"  said 
the  duke,   Bhrugging   his   shoulders, 
but  with  some  latent   meaning  in  his 
tone.     "  Lord  Rivers  were  nought   in 
himself;  but    his    lady    is    a    mighty 
and   requires  state,  as  she 
-  pomp.     Look  round,  and  tell 
me  what  man  ever  maintained  him- 
self in  power  without  the  strong  con- 
nections,  the  convenient    dower,  the 
acute,   unseen,  unsleeping  woman  in- 
fluence of  some  noble  wife  f    How  can 
a  poor  man   defend    his   repute,  his 
popular  name,  that    airy  but    all-puis- 
bing  we  call  dignity  or  station, 
ag  dust  the  pricks  and  stings  of  female 
intrigue  and  female  gossip  !     But  he 
.  aud  lo,  a  host  of  fairy  cham- 
pions, who  pinch  the  rival  lozels  un- 
L is    wife    hath    her    army   of 
courtpie  and  jupon,  to  at  raj 

unes  of  bis  foes '  When  for  . 
my  friend,  while  thou  art  unwedded, 
think  not  to  cope  with  Lord  Rivers, 
who  hath  a  wife,  with  three 
two  aunt-,  and  a  score  of  she-cou- 
aina  I " 

"And  if,"  replied  Hastings,  more 
and  more  unquiet  under  the  duke's 

*  i:iir ili  ili   secured   '•,   ... 
Antlmn  in  tin-  kingdom 

— in   the  dttughtei   •<   I I  Bealea — n   wife, 

by  the  ■■■  Id  r"  have  been  .1  mere 

i  the  tunc  of  the  ni  1 1 
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truthful  irony, — "if  I  were  now  coma 

to  ask  the  king  permission  to  wed " 

"  If  thou  wert — and  the  bride  elec* 
were  a  lady,  with  power  and  wealth 
and  manifold  connexions,  and  the 
practice  of  a  court,  thou  wouldst  be 
the  mightiest  lord  in  the  kingdom 
since  Warwick's  exile." 

"  And  if  she  had  but  youth,  beauty 
and  virtue?" 

"  Oh,  then,  my  Lord  Hastings, 
pray  thy  patron  saint  for  a  war — for 
in  peace  thou  wouldst  be  lost  amongst 
the  crowd.  But  truce  to  these  jests  ; 
for  thou  art  not  the  man  to  prate  of 
youth,  virtue,  and  such  like,  in  sober 
earnest,  amidst  this  work-day  world, 
where  nothing  is  young  and  no- 
thing virtuous; — and  listen  to  grave 
matters." 

The  duke  then  communicated  to 
Hastings  the  last  tidings  received  of 
the  machinations  of  Warwick.  He 
was  in  high  spirits;  for  those  las' 
tidings  but  reported  Margaret's  re- 
fusal to  entertain  the  proposition  of 
a  nuptial  alliance  with  the  earl, 
though,  on  the  other  hand,  the  Duke 
of  Burgundy,  who  was  in  constant 
correspondence  with  his  spies,  wrote 
word  that  Warwick  was  collecting 
provisions,  from  his  own  means,  for 
more  than  60,000  men ;  and  that, 
with  Lancaster  or  without,  the  earl 
was  prepared  to  match  his  own  family 
i  against  the  armies  of  Ed- 
ward. 

"And,"  said  Hastings,  "if  all  hia 
family  joined  with  him.  what  foreign 
king  could  be  s<  formidable  an  in- 
vader! Maltravera  and  the  Mow- 
brays,  Fauconberg,  Westmoreland, 
Fitzhugh,  Stanley,  Bon vi lie,  Wor- 
—  " 
"  But    happily,"    said    Gloucester, 

"the  Mowbrays  have  I n  allied  also 

to  the  queen'e  Bister;  Worcester  de> 

Warwick  ;  Stanley  always  ml 
murs  against  us,  a  Bure  sign  that  he 
will    fight    for   us;  and    Bonville — I 
ii    view  a    trusty    Yorkist    io 
u  24 
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ever  ominous  of  woe  and  horror,  met  i  this  recognition  burst  from  Sibyll,  as 
her  eye.  On  the  other  side  of  the  she  threw  herself  again  upon  Adam'a 
orchard  fence,  which  concealed  her  breast;  but,  when  ho  looked  round, 
figure,  but  not  her  well-known  face  to  discover  the  cause  of  her  alarm — 
which  peered  above,  stood  the  tym-  Graul  was  gone, 
bestere,  Graul.     A  shriek  of  terror  at ' 


CHAPTER  III. 


TIRTtjOUS    RESOLVES    SUBMITTED    TO    THE    TKST    OF    VAN1TT    AND    THE    WORLD. 


On  reaching  his  own  house,  Hastings 
learned  that  the  court  was  still  at 
Shene.  He  waited  but  till  the  retinue 
which  his  rank  required  were  equipped 
and  read}7,  and  reached  the  court, 
from  which  of  late  he  had  found  so 
many  excuses  to  absent  himself,  before 
night.  Edward  was  then  at  the  oan- 
ouet.  tnd  Hastings  was  too  experi- 
enced a  courtier  to  disturb  him  at 
such  a  time.  In  a  mood  unfit  for 
companionship,  he  took  his  way  to  the 
apartments  usually  reserved  for  him, 
when  a  gentleman  met  him  by  the 
way,  and  apprized  him  with  great 
respect,  that  the  Lord  Scales  and 
Rivers  had  already  appropriated  those 
apartments  to  the  principal  waiting- 
lady  of  his  countess, — but  that  other 
chambers,  if  less  commodious  and 
spacious,  were  at  his  command. 

Hastings  had  not  the  superb  and 
more  than  regal  pride  of  Warwick 
and  Montagu,  but  this  notice  sensibly 
piqued  and  galled  him. 

"  My  apartments  as  Lord  Chamber- 
lain— as  one  of  the  captain-generals 
in  the  king's  army,  given  to  the  wait- 
ing-lady of  Sir  Anthony  Woodville's 
wife  ! — At  whose  order,  sir  !  " 

"Her  highness  the  queen's— par- 
don me,  my  lord,"  and  the  gentleman, 
looking  round  and  sinking  his  voice, 
continued — "pardon  me,  her  high- 
ness added,  '  If  my  Lord  Chamberlain 
returns  not  ere  the  week  ends,  he  may  i 


find,  not  only  the  apartment,  but  the 
office,  no  longer  free.'  My  lord,  we  all 
love  you — forgive  my  zeal,  and  look 
well  if  you  would  guard  your  own." 

"  Thanks,  sir. — Is  my  lord  of  Glou 
cester  in  the  palace  ? " 

"  He  is — and  in  his  chamber.  He 
sits  not  long  at  the  feast." 

"  Oblige  me,  by  craving  his  grace's 
permission  to  wait  on  him  at  leisure — 
I  attend  his  answer  here." 

Leaning  against  the  wall  of  the 
corridor,  Hastings  gave  himself  up  to 
other  thoughts  than  those  of  love! — 
So  strong  is  habit — so  powerful  vanity 
or  ambition,  once  indulged,  that  thu 
puny  slight  made  a  sudden  revulsion 
in  the  mind  of  the  royal  favourite; — 
once  more  the  agitated  and  brilliant 
court  life  stirred  and  fevered  him; — 
that  life,  so  wearisome  when  secure, 
became  sweet  when  imperilled.  T<i 
counteract  his  foes — to  humble  his 
rivals — to  regain  the  king's  counte- 
nance— to  baffle,  with  the  easy  art  of 
his  skilful  intellect,  every  hostile 
stratagem-  such  were  the  ideas  that 
crossed  and  Inn  tied  themselves,  and 
Sibyll  was  forgotten ! 

The  gentleman  reappeared.  "Prince 
Richard  besoughl  my  lord's  presence 
with  loving  welcome;"  and  to  the 
duke's  apartment  went  Lord  Hastings. 
Richard,  clad  in  a  loose  chamber  robe, 
which  concealed  the  defects  of  hii 
shape,  rose  from  before  a  table  covererf 
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with  papers,  and  embraced  Hastings 
■with  cordial  affection. 

"  Never  more  gladly  hail  to  thee, 
dear  William.  I  need  thy  wise  coun- 
sels with  the  king,  and  I  have  glad 
tidiugs  for  thine  own  ear." 

••  Pardieu,  my  prince,  the  king, 
methinks,  will  scarce  heed  the  coun- 
sels of  a  dead  man." 

"  Dead  i " 

"  Ay.  At  courts  it  seems  men  are 
dead — their  rooms  filled — their  places 
promised  or  bestowed,  if  they  come 
not,  morn  and  night,  to  convince  the 
king  that  they  are  alive."  And  Hast- 
ings, with  constrained  gaiety,  repeated 
the  information  he  had  received. 

"  What  would  you,  Hastings'}"  said 
the  duke,  Bhrugging  his  shoulders, 
but  with  some  latent  meaning  in  his 
tone.  "  Lord  Rivers  were  nought  in 
himself;  but  his  lady  is  a  mighty 
and  requires  state,  as  Bhe 
-  pomp.  Look  round,  and  tell 
me  what  man  ever  maintained  him- 
self in  power  with.. ut  the  strong  con- 
nections, the  convenient  dower,  the 
acute,  unseen,  unsleeping  woman-in- 
fluence of  some  noble  wife?  How  can 
a  poor  man  defend  his  repute,  his 
popular  name,  that  airy  but  all-puis- 
Bant  thing  we  call  dignity  or  station, 

-  and  stings  <  E 
intrigue  and  female  gossip  i     But  he 
.  and  lo,  a  host  of  fairy  cham- 
pions, who  pinch  the  rival  lozels  un- 
l.is    wife    hath    her    army   of 
courtpie  and  jupon,  to  array  against 
unes  of  his  foes !     Wherefore, 
my  friend,  while  thou  art  unwedded, 
think  not  to  cope  with  Lord  Rivers, 
who  hath  a  wife,  with   three  sisters, 
ints,  and    a  seme  of    she-cou- 
sins : " 

"And  if,"  replied  Hastings,  more 
and  nmre  unquiet  under  the  duke's 

*  Kliz.ii  Hi   secured   '..  her  brother,  Sir 

•  Hi-ins,  in  the  kingdom 

— in  the  dnughtei   •<   Lord  Scales— «  wife, 

by  the  waj  .  who  in  nald  to  hav<  been  a  mere 

the  time  .if  the  ni  1 1 
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truthful  irony, — "  if  I  were  now  coma 

to  ask  the  king  permission  to  wed " 

"  If  thou  wert — and  the  bride  elecf 
were  a  lady,  with  power  and  wealth 
and  manifold  connexions,  and  the 
practice  of  a  court,  thou  wouldst  be 
the  mightiest  lord  in  the  kingdom 
since  Warwick's  exile." 

"  And  if  she  had  but  youth,  beauty 
and  virtue?" 

"  Oh,  then,  my  Lord  Hastings, 
pray  thy  patron  saint  for  a  war — for 
in  peace  thou  wouldst  be  lost  amongst 
the  crowd.  But  truce  to  these  jests  ; 
for  thou  art  not  the  man  to  prate  of 
youth,  virtue,  and  such  like,  in  sober 
earnest,  amidst  this  work-day  world, 
where  nothing  is  young  and  no- 
thing virtuous; — and  listen  to  grave 
matters." 

The  duke  then  communicated  to 
Hastings  the  last  tidings  received  of 
the  machinations  of  Warwick.  He 
was  in  high  spirits ;  for  those  las' 
tidings  but  reported  Margaret's  re- 
fusal to  entertain  the  proposition  of 
a  nuptial  alliance  with  the  earl, 
though,  on  the  other  hand,  the  Duke 
of  Burgundy,  who  was  in  constant 
correspondence  with  his  spies,  wrote 
word  that  Warwick  was  collecting 
provisions,  from  his  own  means,  for 
more  than  60,000  men ;  and  that, 
with  Lancaster  or  without,  the  earl 
was  prepared  to  match  his  own  family 
i  against  the  armies  of  Ed- 
ward. 

"And,"  said  Hastings,  "if  all  hia 
family  joined  with,  him,  what  foreign 
king  could  be  sc  formidable  an  in- 
vader !  Maltravers  and  the  Mow- 
brays,  Fauconberg,  Westmoreland, 
Fitzhugh,  Stanley,  Bonville,  Wor- 
cester  " 

"  But  happily,"  said  Gloucester, 
"the  Mowbrays  have  been  allied  also 
to  the  queen's  sister;  Worcester  de- 
i.  i  Warwick  ;  Stanley  always  mi 
murs  against  us,  a  sure  sign  that  ht> 
will    fight    for   us;  ami    Bonville — I 

have    in    view    a     trusty     Yorkist    U> 
u  24 
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whom  the  retainers  of  that  house  I 
6hall  be  assigned.  But  of  that  anon. 
What  I  now  wish  from  thy  wisdom  ! 
is,  to  aid  me  in  rousing  Edward  from 
his  lethargy:  he  laughs  at  his  danger, 
and  neither  communicates  with  his 
captains  nor  mans  his  coasts.  His 
courage  makes  him  a  dullard." 

After  some  farther  talk  on  these 
leads,  and  more  detailed  account  of 
the  preparations  which  Gloucester 
deemed  necessary  to  urge  on  the  king, 
the  duke,  then,  moving  his  chair 
nearer  to  Hastings,  said,  with  a  smile, 

"And  now,  Hastings,  to  thyself: 
it  seems,  that  thou  hast  not  heard 
the  news  which  reached  us  four  days 
since — the  Lord  Bonville  is  dead — 
died  three  months  *  ago  at  his  manor 
house  in  Devon.  Thy  Katherine  is 
free,  and  in  London.  Well,  man, 
where  is  thy  joy  ?" 

"  Time  is — time  was  !"  said  Hast- 
ings, gloomily.  "  The  day  has  passed 
when  this  news  could  rejoice  me." 

"  Passed  !  nay,  thy  good  stars 
themselves  have  fought  for  thee  in 
delay.  Seven  goodly  manors  swell 
the  fair  widow's  jointure;  the  noble 
dowry  she  brought  returns  to  her. 
Her  very  daughter  will  bring  thee 
power.  Young  Cecily  Bonville,  the 
heiress,-)-  Lord  Dorset  demands  in 
betrothal.  Thy  wife  will  be  mother- 
in-law  to  thy  queen's  son ;  on  the 
other  hand,  she  is  already  aunt  to  the 
Duchess  of  Clarence  ;  and  George,  be 
sure,  sooner  or  later,  will  desert  War- 
wick, and  win  his  pardon.  Powerful 
connexions — vast  possessions — a  lady 
of  immaculate  name  and  surpassing 
beauty,    and    thy  first  love  !  —  (thy 

*  To  those  who  have  read  the  Paston 
Letters,  it  will  not  seem  strange  that  in 
that  day  the  death  of  a  nobleman  at  his 
country  scat  shouli  be  so  long  in  reaching 
the  metropolis — the  ordinary  purveyors  of 
communication  were  the  itinerant  attend- 
ants of  fairs.  And  a  father  might  be  igno- 
rant for  months  together  of  the  death  of 
his  son. 

t  Afterwards  married  to  Dorset. 


hand  trembles  !) — thy  first  love — thj 
sole  love,  and  thy  last ! " 

"  Prince — Prince  !  forbear  !  Even 
if  so — —in  brief.  Katherine  loves  me 
not !" 

"  Thou  mistakest !  I  have  seen 
her,  and  she  loves  thee  not  the  less 
because  her  virtue  so  long  concealed 
the  love." 

Hastings  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  passionate  joy,  but  again  his  face 
darkened. 

Gloucester  watched  him  in  silence; 
besides  any  motives  suggested  by  the 
affection  he  then  sincerely  bore  to 
Hastings,  policy  might  well  interest 
the  duke  in  the  securing  to  so  loyal  a 
Yorkist,  the  hand  and  the  wealth  o<" 
Lord  Warwick's  sister ;  but,  pru- 
dently not  pressing  the  subject  far- 
ther, he  said,  in  an  altered  and  care- 
less voice,  "  Pardon  me  if  I  have 
presumed  on  matters  on  which  each 
man  judges  for  himself.  But  as, 
despite  all  obstacle,  one  day  or  other 
Anne  Nevile  shall  be  mine,  it  would 
have  delighted  me  to  know  a  near 
connexion  in  Lord  Hastings.  And 
now,  the  hour  grows  late,  I  prithee 
let  Edward  find  thee  in  his  chamber." 

When  Hastings  attended  the  king, 
he  at  once  perceived  that  Edward's 
manner  was  changed  to  him.  At 
first,  he  attributed  the  cause  to  the 
ill-offices  of  the  queen  and  her  brother ; 
but  the  king  soon  betrayed  the  true 
source  of  his  altered  humour. 

"My  lord,"  he  said,  abruptly,  "I 
am  no  saint,  as  thou  knowest ;  but 
there  are  some  ties,  par  amour, 
which,  in  my  mind,  become  not 
knights  and  nobles  about  a  king's 
person." 

"  ^Iy  liege,  I  arede  you  not !" 

"Tush,  William  !"  replied  the  king, 
more  gently,  "  thou  hast  more  than 
once  wearied  me  with  application  for 
the  pardon  of  the  nigromancer, 
Warner  —  the  whole  court  is  scan- 
dalised at  thy  love  for  his  daughter. 
Thou    haat    absented    thyself    from 
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thine  office  on  poor  pretexts  !  I  know 
thee  too  well  not  to  be  aware  that  love 
alone  can  make  thee  neglect  thj 
king— thy  time  has  been  spent  at 
the  knees  or  in  the  arms  of  I  his  young 
sorceress!  One  word  for  all  times  — 
he  whom  a  witch  snares  cannot  be  a 
king's  true  servant  !  I  ask  of  thee, 
as  a  right,  or  as  a  grace— see  this  fair 
■  no  more!  What,  man.  are 
there  not  ladies  enough  in  merry 
England,  that  thou  shouhlst  undo 
thyself  for  so  unchristian  a  fere]" 

"My  king!  how  can  this  poor 
maid  have  angered  thee  thus]" 

••  Kuowest  thou  not  " — began  the 
king,  sharply,  and  changing  colour  as 
he  eyed  his  favourite's  mournful 
astonishment, — 

"Ah,  well  !"  he  muttered  to  him- 
self, "they  have  been  discreet  hitherto, 
but  how  long  will  they  be  so  1  I  am 
in  time  yet.  It  is  enough," — he 
added,  aloud  and  gravely-  "it  is 
enough  that  our  learned  *  Bungey 
holds  her  father  as  a  most  pestilent 
wizard,  whose  spells  are  muttered  for 
Lancaster  and  the  rebel  Warwick  : 
that  the  nirl  hath  her  father's  unholy 
gifts,  and  1  lay  my  command  on  thee, 
as  liege  king,  and  I  pray  thee,  as 
loving  friend,  to  see  no  more  either 
child  or  sire!  Let  this  suffice — and 
now  I  will  hear  thee  on  state  matters." 

Whatever  Hastings  might  feel,  he 
saw  that  it  was  no  time  to  venture 
remonstrance  with  the  king,  and 
strove  to  collect  his  thoughts,  and 
Bpeak  indifferently  on  the  high  inte- 
rests to  which   Edward  invited  him; 

•    It  will  be  remembered  that  Rdward 

himself  was  a  man  of  no  learning. 


hut  he  was  so  distracted  and  absent 
that  he  made  but  a  sorry  counsellor, 
and  the  king,  taking  pity  on  him, 
dismissed  his  chamberlain  for  the 
night. 

Sleep  came  not  to  the  couch  of 
Hastings  ;  his  acuteness  perceived 
that  whatever  Edward's  superstition, 
and  he  was  a  devout  believer  in 
witchcraft,  some  more  worldly  motive 
actuated  him  in  his  resentment  to 
poor  Sibyll.  But,  as  we  need  scarcely 
say,  that  neither  from  the  abstracted 
Warner,  nor  his  innocent  daughter, 
had  Hastings  learned  the  true  cause, 
he  wearied  himself  with  vain  conjec- 
tures, and  knew  not  that  Edward 
involuntarily  did  homage  to  the 
superior  chivalry  of  his  gallant 
favourite,  when  he  dreaded  that, 
above  all  men,  Hastings  should  be 
made  aware  of  the  guilty  secret  which 
the  philosopher  and  his  child  cculd 
tell.  If  Hastings  gave  his  name  and 
rank  to  Sibyll,  how  powerful  a  weight 
would  the  tale  of  a  witness  now  so 
obscure  suddenly  acquire  ! 

Turning  from  the  image  of  Sibyll, 
thus  beset  with  thoughts  of  danger, 
embarrassment,  humiliation,  disgrace, 
rain.  Lord  Hastings  recalled  the 
words  of  Gloucester  :  and  the  stately 
image  of  Katherine,  surrounded  with 
every  memory  of  early  passion — 
every  attribute  of  present  ambition — 
rose  before  him,  and  he  slept  at  last, 
to  dream  not.  of  Sibyll  and  the  humble 
orchard,  but  of  Katherine  in  her 
maiden  bloom — of  the  trysting  tree, 
by  the  Halls  of  Middleham — of  the 
broken  ring — of  the  rapture  and  the 
woe  of  his  youth's  first  high-placed 
love. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE   STRIFE    WHICH    8IBTLI,    HAD    CODKTED,    BETWEEN    KATHERINB    AND 
HERSELF,    COMMENCES    IN    SERIOUS    EARNEST. 


Hastings  f?lt  relieved  when,  the 
next  day,  several  couriers  arri  ^ed  with 
tidings  so  important  as  to  merge  all 
considerations  into  those  of  state.  A 
secret  messenger  from  the  French 
court  threw  Gloucester  into  one  of 
those  convulsive  passions  of  rage,  to 
tvhich,  with  all  his  intellect  and  dis- 
simulation, he  was  sometimes  subject 
— by  the  news  of  Anne's  betrothal  to 
Prince  Edward ;  nor  did  the  letter 
from  Clarence  to  the  king,  attesting 
the  success  of  one  of  his  schemes, 
comfort  Pichard  for  the  failure  of  the 
other.  A  letter  from  Burgundy  con- 
firmed the  report  of  the  spy,  an- 
nounced Duke  Charles's  intention  of 
sending  •}  fleet  to  prevent  Warwick's 
invasion,  and  rated  King  Edward 
sharply  for  his  supineness  in  not  pre- 
paring suitably  against  so  formidable 
a  foe.  The  gay  and  reckless  pre- 
sumption of  Edward,  worthier  of  a 
knight-errant  than  a  monarch,  laughed 
at  the  word  Invasion.  "  Pest  on 
Burgundy's  ships!  I  only  wish  that 
the  earl  would  land ! "  *  he  said  to 
his  council.  None  echoed  tjie  wish  ! 
I5ut  later  in  the  day  came  a  third 
messenger  with  information  that 
roused  all  Edward's  ire;  careless  of 
each  danger  in  the  distance,  he  ever 
sprang  into  energy  and  vengeance 
when  a  foe  was  already  in  the  field. 
And  the  Lord  Fitzhugh  (the  young 
nobluman  before  seen  among  the 
rebels  at  Olney,  and  who  had  now 
succeeded  to  the  honours  of  his 
house)    had    suddenly   risen    in    the 


*  Com.  iii.  o.  ."». 


north,  at  the  head  of  a  formi  labia 
rebellion:  No  man  had  bo  large 
an  experience  in  the  warfare  of 
those  districts,  the  temper  of  the 
people,  and  the  inclinations  of  the 
various  towns  and  lordships  as  Mon- 
tagu ;  he  was  the  natural  chief  to 
depute  against  the  rebels.  Some 
animated  discussion  took  place  as  to 
the  dependence  to  be  placed  in  the 
marquis  at  such  a  crisis ;  but  while 
the  more  wary  held  it  safer,  at  all 
hazards,  not  to  leave  him  unem- 
ployed, and  to  command  his  service? 
in  an  expedition  that  would  remove 
him  from  the  neighbourhood  of  his 
brother,  should  the  latter  land,  as 
was  expected,  on  the  coast  of  Nor- 
folk, Edward,  with  a  blindness  of 
conceit  that  seems  almost  incredible, 
believed  firmly  in  the  infatuated 
loyalty  of  the  man  whom  he  had 
slightly  and  impoverished,  and  whom, 
by  his  offer  of  his  daughter  to  the 
Lancastrian  Prince,  he  had  yc-t  more 
recently  cozened  and  deluded.  Mon- 
tagu was  hastily  nimmoned,  and 
received  orders  to  march  at  once  to 
the  north,  levy  forces  and  assume 
their  command.  The  marquis  obeyed 
with  fewer  words  than  were  natural  to 
him — left  the  presence,  sprang  on  his 
horse,  and  as  he  rode  from  the  palace, 
drew  a  letter  from  his  bosom.  "  Ah, 
Edward!"  said  he,  setting  his  teeth; 
"  so,  after  the  solemn  betrothal  of  thy 
daughter  to  my  son,  thou  wouldat 
have  given  her  to  thy  Lancastrian 
enemy.  Coward,  to  bribe  his  peace  . 
— recreant,  to  bely  thy  word  !  I  thank 
thee   for   this    news,    Warwick ;    for 
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without  that  injury  I  feel  I  could 
never,  when  the  hour  came,  have 
drawn  Bword  against  this  faithless 
man,— especially  for  Lancaster.  Ay, 
tremble,  thou  who  deridest  all  truth 
Mini  honour!  He  who  himself  betrays, 
cannpl  call  vengeance,  treason  I " 

Meanwhile,  Edward  departed,  for 
farther  preparations,  to  the  Tower  of 
London.  New  evidences  of  the  mine 
beneath  his  feet  here  awaited  the 
incredulous  king.  On  the  door  of 
St.  Paul's,  of  many  of  the  metropo 
litan  churches,  on  the  standard  ai 
Chepe,  and  on  London  Bridge,  during 
the  past  night,  had  been  affixed,  none 
knew  by  whom,  t lie  celebrated  pro- 
clamation. Blgned  by  Warwick  and 
Clarence,  (  brawn  up  in  the  bold  style 
of  the  earl)  announcing  their  speedy 
return,  containing  a  brief  and  vigor- 
ous description  of  the  misrule  of  the 
realm,  and  their  determination  to 
reform  all  evils  and  redress  all 
wrongs.*  Though  the  proclamation 
named  not  the  restoration  of  the  Lan- 
castrian line,  (doubtless  from  regard 
for  Henry's  safety,)  all  men  in  the 
metropolis  were  already  aware  of  the 
formidable  league  between  Margaret 
and  Warwick.  Yet.  even  still.  Ed- 
w;u<l  smiled  in  contempt,  for  he  had 
faith  in  the  letter  received  from  Cla- 
rence,  and  felt  assured  that  the 
moment  the  duke  and  the  earl  landed, 
the  former  would  betray  his  compa 
nion  stealthily  to  the  king;  so,  de- 
spite ail  these  exciting  subjects  of 
.  inn,  the  nightly  banquet  ai 
iwer  was  never  merrier  and 
more  joyous.  Hastings  lefl  the  feast 
ere  it  deepened  in  and,  ab 

Borbed  in  various  and  profound  con 
red   his    apartment. 
He  threw  himself  "ii  a  sea',  and  lean! 
•■  on  hi-  hands. 
"Oh,    no  —  no!"     he    muttered; 
"now,    in   the  hour  when  true  great- 


*    Bee    f'  I  m  ition,    Bunt's 

Original     Letter*     »'•'    >,    Mcond     series, 

U  tt.r  -W 


ness  is  most  seen — when  prince  and 
peer  crowd  around  me  for  counsel  — 
when  noble,  knight,  and  squire,  crave 
permission  to  march  in  the  troop  of 
which  Hastings  is  the  leader — non'  I 
feel  how  impossible,  how  falsely  fair, 
the  dream  that  1  could  forget  all  — 
all  for  a  life  of  obscurity — for  a  young 
girl's  love  !  Love  as  if  I  had  not. 
felt  its  delusions  to  palling  ! — love, 
as  if  1  could  love  again  ;  or,  if  iove — 
alas,  it  must  be  a  light  reflected  but 
from  memory  !  And  Kathcrine  is 
free  once  more  ! "  His  eye  fell,  as  he 
spoke  —  perhaps  in  shame  and  re- 
morse that,  feeling  thus  now,  he  had 
felt  so  differently  when  he  bade 
Siby  1  smile  till  his  return  ! 

"  It  is  the  air  of  this  accursed  court 
which  taints  our  best  resolves!"  be 
murmured,  as  an  apology  for  himself; 
but  scarcely  was  the  poor  excuse 
made,  than  the  murmur  broke  into 
an  exclamation  of  surprise  and  joy. 
A  letter  lay  before  him — he  recog- 
nised the  hand  of  Katherine.  What 
years  had  passed  since  her  writing 
had  met  his  eye — since  the  lines  that 
bade  him  'farewell,  and  forget!' 
Those  lines  bail  been  blotted  with 
tears,  and  these,  as  he  tore  open  the 
silk  that  bound  them — these,  the  trace 
of  tears,  too,  was  on  them  !  Yet  they 
were  but  few,  and  in  tremulous  cha- 
racters     They  ran  thus  : — 

"  To-morrow,  before  noon,  the  Lore 
Hastings  is  prayed  to  visit  one  whos- 
life  he  hath  saddened  by  the  though 
and  the  accusation  that  she  hail 
clouded  and  embittered  his. 

"  Katuerine  de  Bonvill,. 

Leaving  Hastings  to  such  medita- 
tions  of  feai  or  of  hope,  af  these  lines 
could  call  forth,  we  lead  the  reader  to 
a  room,  not  very  distant  from  hu 
own,  —  the  room  of  the  illustrioul 
Friir  Buiigey. 

The  i  egetour  was  standing  be- 
fore tin-  capi  ured  Eureka,  and 
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on  it  with  an  air  of  seriocomic  de- 
spair and  rage.  We  say  the  Eureka, 
as  comprising  all  the  ingenious  con- 
trivances towards  one  single  object 
invented  by  its  maker,  an  harmonious 
compound  of  many  separate  details; 
— but  the  iron  creature  no  longer  de- 
served that  superb  appellation,  for  its 
various  members  were  now  disjointed 
and  dislocated,  and  lay  pele  uiele  in 
multiform  confusion. 

By  the  side  of  the  friar  stood  a 
female  enveloped  in  a  long  scarlet 
mantle,  with  the  hood  partially  drawn 
over  the  face,  but  still  leaving  visible 
the  hard,  thin,  villanous  lips,  the 
stern,  sharp  chin,  and  the  jaw  resolute 
and  solid  as  if  hewed  from  stone. 

"  I  tell  thee,  Graul,"  said  the  friar, 
"  that  thou  hast  had  far  the  best  of 
the  bargain.  I  have  put  this  diabo- 
lical contrivance  to  all  manner  of 
shapes,  and  have  muttered  over  it 
enough  Latin  to  have  charmed  a 
monster  into  civility.  And  the  ac- 
cursed thing,  after  nearly  pinching 
off  three  lingers,  and  scalding  me 
with  seething  water,  and  spluttering 
and  sputtering  enough  to  have  terri- 
fied any  man  but  Friar  Bungey  out  of 
his  skin,  is  obstinatus  ut  nudum — 
dogged  as  a  mule  ;  and  was  absolutely 
good  for  nought,  till  1  happily  thought 
of  separating  this  vess-1  from  all  the 
rest  of  the  gear, — and  it  serves  now 
for  the  boiling  my  eggs !  But  by  the 
soul  of  Father  Merlin,  whom  the  saints 
assoil,  1  need  not  have  given  myself 
all  this  torment,  for  a  thing  which,  at 
best,  does  the  work  of  a  farthing 
pipkin !" 

"  Quick,  master — the  hour  is  late  ! 
I  must  go  while  yet  the  trooper=,  and 
couriers,  and  riders,  hurrying  to  and 
fro,  keep  the  gates  from  closing. 
What  wantest  thou  with  Graul]" 

"  More  reverence,  child  !"  growled 
the  friar.     "  What   1  want  of  thee  is; 
brichy  told;  if  thou   hast  the  wit   to 
serve    me.     This    miserable    Warner 
must  himself  expound  to  me  the  uses 


and  trick  of  his  malignant  contri- 
vance. Thou  must  find  and  bring  him 
hither!" 

"  And  if  he  will  not  expound  ]" 

"  The  deputy-governor  of  the  Tower 
will  lend  me  a  stone  dungeon,  and, 
if  need  be,  the  use  of  the  brake,  to 
unlock  the  dotard's  tongue." 

"  On  what  plea]" 

"  That  Adam  Warner  is  a  wizard, 
in  the  pay  of  Lord  Warwick,  whom  a 
more  mighty  master  like  myself  alone 
can  duly  examine  and  defeat." 

"  And  if  I  bring  thee  the  sorcerer — 
what  wilt  thou  teach  me  in  return  ]" 

"  What  desirest  thou  most]" 

Graul  mused,  and  said — "  There  is 
war  in  the  wind.  Graul  follows  the 
camp — her  trooper  gets  gold  and 
booty.  But  the  trooper  is  stronger 
than  Graul ;  and  when  the  trooper 
sleeps,  it  is  with  his  knife  by  his  side, 
and  his  sleep  is  light  and  broken,  for 
he  has  wicked  dreams.  Give  me  a 
potion  to  make  sleep  deep,  that  his 
eyes  may  not  open  when  Graul  filches 
his  gold,  and  his  hand  may  be  too 
heavy  to  draw  the  knife  from  its 
sheath  !" 

"  Immunda — detestabilis !  —  thine 
own  paramour ! " 

"  He  hath  beat  me  with  his  bridle 
rein,  he  hath  given  a  silver  broad 
piece  to  Grisell — Grisell  hath  sate  on 
his  knee — Graul  never  pardons!" 

The  Friar,  rogue  as  he  was,  shud- 
dered— "  I  cannot  help  thee  to  mur- 
der, I  cannot  give  thee  the  potion  ; 
name  some  other  reward." 

"Igo " 

"  Nay,  nay — think — pause." 

"  I  know  where  Warner  is  hid.  By 
this  hour  to-morrow  night,  lean  place 
him  in  thy  power.  Say  the  word,  and 
pledge  me  the  draught." 

"Well,  well,  mulier  oboviinabilis . 
—  that  is,  irresistible  bonnibel, — I 
cannot  give  thee  the  potion;  but  I 
will  teach  thee  an  art  which  can  make 
sleep  heavier  than  the  anodyne,  and 
which  wastes  not  like  the  essence,  but 
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strengthens  by  usage ;  an  art  thou 
shalt  have  at  thy  fingers'  ends,  and 
which  often  draws  from  the  sleeper 
the  darkest  secrets  of  bis  heart  !"* 

"  It  is  magic,"  said  Graul,  with  joy. 

"  Ay,  magic." 

"  I  will  bring  thee  the  Wizard. — 
But  listen;  he  never  stirs  abroad, 
save  with  his  daughter.  I  must  bring 
both." 

"  Nay — I  want  not  the  girl." 

"  But  I  dare  not  throttle  her,  for  a 
great  lord  loves  her — who  would  find 
out  the  deed  anil  avenge  it  :  and,  if 
she  be  left  behind,  she  will  go  to  the 
lord,  and  the  lord  will  discover  what 
thou  hast  done  with  the  Wizard,  and 
thou  wilt  hang!" 

"  Never  say,  '  Hang,'  to  me,  Graul 
— it  is  ill-mannered  and  ominous. 
Who  is  the  lord*" 

"  Hastings." 

"  Pest! — and  already  he  hath  been 
searching  for  the  thing  yonder ;  and 
I  have  brooded  over  it  night  and  day, 
like  a  hen  over  a  chalk  egg — only  that 
the  egg  does  not  snap  off  the  hen's 
claws,  as  that  diabolism  would  fain 
snap  oft'  my  digits.  But  the  war  will 
carry  lla>tini_rs  away  in  its  whirlwind  ; 
and,  in  danger,  the  duchess  is  my 
slave,  and  will  bear  me  through  all. 
So,  thou  mayst  bring  the  girl  ;  and 
e  her  not ;  for  no  good  ever 
comes  of  a  murder, — unless  indeed,  it 
be  absolutely  neeessan  '." 

"  1  know  the  men  who  will  help 
me,  bold  ribawU,  whom  I  will  guerdon 


*  w'e  have  before  '•aid  that  animal  m  ig 
in-timi  »a>  kn.wn  to  Bungey,  and  familiar 
tii  the  necr.miancerB  or  rather  theurgists  of 
the  middle  age*. 


myself;  for  I  want  not  thy  coins,  but 
thy  craft.  When  the  curfew  has  tolled, 
and  the  bat  hunts  the  moth,  we  wih 
bring  thee  the  quarry " 

Graul  turned — but  as  she  gained  the 
door — she  stopped,  and  said  abruptly, 
throwing  back  her  hood — 

"  What  age  dost  thou  deem  me?" 

"  Marry,"  quoth  the  Friar — "  an'  I 
had  not  seen  thee  on  thy  mother's 
knee,  when  she  followed  my  stage  of 
Tregetour — I  should  have  >iessed 
thee  for  thirty,  but  thou  hast  leu  too 
jolly  a  life  to  look  still  in  the  blossom 
- — why  speer'st  thou  the  question'?" 

"  Because  when  trooper  and  riband 
say  to  me — "  Graul,  thou  art  too  worn 
and  too  old,  to  drink  of  our  cup,  and 
sit  in  the  lap,  to  follow  the  young 
fere  to  the  battle,  and  weave  the  blithe 
dance  in  the  fair,' — I  would  depart 
from  my  sisters,  and  have  a  hut  of  my 
own — and  a  black  cat  without  a  white 
hair,  and  steal  herbs  by  the  new  moon, 
and  bones  from  the  charnel — and  curse 
those  whom  I  hate — and  cbave  the 
misty  air  on  a  besom,  like  Mother 
Halkin  of  Edmonton.  Ha — ha!  Mas 
ter,  thou  shalt  present  me  then  to  the 
Sabbat.  Graul  has  the  mettle  for  a 
bonny  witch  ! " 

The  Tymbestere  vanished  with  a 
laugh.  The  friar  muttered  a  pater- 
noster, for  once,  perchance,  devoutly; 
and  after  having  again  deliberately 
scanned  the  disjecta  membra  of  the 
Eureka,  gravely  took  forth  a  duck's 
egg  from  his  cupboard,  and  applied 
tli'-  master-agent  of  the  machine  which 
Warner  hoped  was  to  change  the  face 
of  the  globe  to  the  only  practical 
utility  it  possessetl  to  the  mounte- 
bank's comprehensioa  1 
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CHAPTER  Y. 


THE    MEETING    OF    HASTINGS    AND    KATHERINE. 


The  next  morning,  while  Edward 
was  engaged  in  levying  from  his  opu- 
lent citizens  all  the  loans  he  could 
extract,  knowing  that  gold  is  the 
sinew  of  war — while  Worcester  was 
manning  the  fortress  of  the  Tower,  in 
which  the  queen,  then  near  her  con- 
finement, was  to  reside  during  the 
campaign — while  Gloucester  was  writ- 
ing commissions  to  captains  and  barons 
to  raise  men — while  Sir  Anthony  Lord 
Rivers  was  ordering  improvements  in 
his  dainty  damasquine  armour — and 
the  whole  Fortress  Palatine  was  ani- 
mated and  alive  with  the  stir  of  the 
coming  strife — Lord  Hastings  escaped 
from  the  bustle,  and  repaired  to  the 
house  of  Katherine.  With  what  motive, 
with  what  intentions,  was  not  known 
clearly  to  himself; — perhaps,  for  there 
was  bitterness  in  his  very  love  for 
Katherine,  to  enjoy  the  retaliation  due 
to  his  own  wounded  pride,  and  say  to 
the  idol  of  his  youth,  as  he  had  said 
to  Gloucester — "  Time  is — time  was;" 
• — perhaps  with  some  remembrance  of 
the  faith  due  to  Sibyll,  wakened  up 
the  more  now  that  Katherine  seemed 
ictually  to  escape  from  the  ideal  image 
into  the  real  woman — to  be  easily 
wooed  and  won.  But  certainly,  Sibyll's 
cause  was  not  wholly  lost,  though 
greatly  shaken  and  endangered,  when 
Lord  Hastings  alighted  at  Lady  Bon- 
tille's  gate  ;  but  his  face  gradually 
grew  paler,  his  mien  less  assured,  as 
he  drew  near  and  nearer  to  the  apart- 
ment and  the  presence  of  the  widowed 
Katherine. 

She  was  seated  alone,  and  in  *he 
same  room  in  which  he  had  last  seen 
her.    Her  deep  mourning  only  served, 


by  contrasting  the  pale  and  exquisite 
clearness  of  her  complexion,  to  en- 
hance her  beauty.  Hastings  bowed 
low,  and  seated  himself  by  her  side  in 
silence. 

The  Lady  of  Bonville  eyed  him  for 
some  moments  with  an  unutterable 
expression  of  melancholy  and  tender- 
ness. All  her  pride  seemed  to  have 
gone ;  the  very  character  of  her  face 
was  changed  :  grave  severity  had  be- 
come soft  timidity,  and  stately  self- 
control  was  broken  into  the  unmis- 
taken  struggle  of  hope  and  fear. 

"Hastings  —  William i"  she  said, 
in  a  gentle  and  low  whisper,  and  at 
the  sound  of  that  last  name  from 
those  lips,  the  noble  felt  his  veins 
thrill  and  his  heart  throb.  "  If,"  she 
continued,  "the  step  I  have  taken 
seems  to  thee  unwomanly  and  too 
bold,  know,  at  least,  what  was  my 
design  and  my  excuse.  There  was  a 
time"  (and  Katherine  blushed)  "when, 
thou  knowest  well,  that,  had  this 
hand  been  mine  to  bestow,  it  would 
have  been  his  who  claimed  the  half 
of  this  ring."  And  Katherine  took 
from  a  small  crystal  casket  the  well 
remembered  token. 

"  The  broken  ring  foretold  but  (h- 
broken  troth,"  said  Hastings,  averting 
his  face. 

"  Thy  conscience  rebukes  thy 
words,"  replied  Katherine,  sadly;  "I 
pledged  my  faith,  if  thou  couldst  win 
my  lather's  word.  What  maid,  and 
that  maid  a  Nevile,  could  so  forget 
duty  and  honour,  as  to  pledge  thee 
more  1  We  were  severed.  Pass — oil, 
pass  over  that  time!  My  father  loved 
me  dearly;  but  when  did  pride  and 
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ambition  ever  deign  to  take  heed  of 
the  wild  fancies  of  a  girl's  heart] 
Three  suitors,  wealthy  lords,  whose 
alliance  gave  strength  to  my  kindred, 
in  the  day  when  their  very  lives  de- 
pended on  their  swords, — were  rivals 
for  Marl  Salisbury's  daughter.  Earl 
Salisbury  bade  his  daughter  choose. 
Thy  great  friend,  and  my  own  kins- 
man, Duke  Richard  of  York,  himself 
pleaded  for  thy  rivals.  He  proved  to 
me  that  my  disobedience — if,  indeed, 
for  the  first  time,  a  child  of  my  house 
could  disobey  its  chief-  would  be  an 
et'Tnal  barrier  to  &iy  fortune;  that 
while  Salisbury  was  thy  foe,  he  him- 
self could  not  advance  thy  valiancy 
and  merit;  that  it  was  with  me  to 
forward  thy  ambition,  though  I  could 
not  reward  thy  love ;  that  from  the 
hour  I  was  another's,  my  mighty 
kinsmen  themselves — for  they  were 
generous — would  be  the  first  to  aid 
the  duke  in  thy  career.  Hastings, 
even  then  I  would  have  prayed,  at 
least,  to  be  the  bride,  not  of  man,  but 
God.  But  I  was  trained — as  what 
noble  demoiselle  is  not?  — to  submit 
wholly  to  a  parent's  welfare  and  bis 
will.  As  a  nun,  1  could  but  pray  for 
the  success  of  my  father's  cause  ;  as  a 
wife,  I  should  bring  to  Salisbury  and 
to  York  the  retainers  and  the  strong- 
holds of  a  baron  !  1  obeyed.  Hear 
me  on.-  Of  the  three  suitors  for  my 
hand,  two  were  young  and  gallant — 
women  deemed  them  fair  and  comely; 
and  had  my  choice  been  one  of  these, 
thou  mightest  have  deemed  that  a 
new  love  had  chased  the  old.  Since 
choice  was  mine,  I  chose  the  man 
luve  could  not  choose,  and  took  this 
sad  comfort  to  my  heart — '  lie,  the 
forsaken  Hastings,  will  see,  in  my 
very  choice,  that  I  was  but  the  slave 
of  duty— my  choice  itself  my  pen- 
ance.' " 

Katharine  paused,  and  tears  dropped 
fast  from  her  eyes.  Hastings  held 
his  b;md  over  bis  countenance,  and 
only  by  the  heaving  of  his   heart  was 


his  emotion  visible.  Catherine  re- 
sumed :— 

"  Once  wedded,  I  knew  what  be- 
came a  wife.  We  met  again  ;  and  t« 
thy  first  disdain  and  anger — (which 
it  had  been  dishonour  in  me  to  soothe 
by  one  word  that  said,  '  The  wife  re- 
members the  maiden's  love') — to 
these,  thy  first  emotions,  succeeded 
the  more  cruel  revenge,  which  would 
have  changed  sorrow  and  struggle  tc 
remorse  and  shame.  And  then,  theu 
— weak  woman  that  I  was— I  wrapped 
myself  in  scorn  and  pride.  Nav,  1 
felt  deep  anger — was  it  unjust'  — 
that  thou  couldst  so  misread,  and  so 
repay,  the  heart  which  had  nothing 
left,  save  virtue,  to  compensate  for 
love.  And  yet,  yet,  often  when  thou 
didst  deem  me  most  hard,  most  proof 

against  memory  and    feeling bul 

why  relate  the  trial  ]  Heaven  sup- 
ported me,  and  if  thou  lovest  me  no 
longer,  thou  canst  not  despise  me." 

At  these  last  words  Hastings  was 
at  her  feet,  bending  over  her  hand, 
and  stifled  by  his  emotions.  Kathe- 
rine  gazed  at  him  for  a  moment 
through  her  own  tears,  and  then 
resumed  : — 

"  But  thou  hadst,  as  man,  consola- 
tions no  woman  would  desire  or  covet. 
And  oh,  what  grieved  me  most  was, 
not — no,  not  the  jealous,  the  wounded 
vanity,  but  it,  was  a<  least  this  self- 
accusation,  this  remorse,  that — but 
for  one  goading  remembrance,  of  love 
returned  and  love  forsaken,  —  thou 
hadst  never  so  descended  from  thy 
younger  nature,  never  so  trifled  w'th 
the  solemn  trust  of  Time.  Ah,  when 
I  have  heard,  or  seen,  or  fancied  one 
fault  in  thy  maturer  manhood,  un- 
worthy of  thy  bright  youth,  angei 
of  myself  has  made  me  bitter  and 
stern  to  thee;  and  if  I  taunted,  or 
chid,  or  vexed  thy  pride,  bow  little 
did-i  thou  know  that  through  the  too 
Bhrewisb  humour  spoke  tin-  too  soft 
remembrance  I  For  this-  fur  this; 
and   believing  that    through  all,  alls  I 
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my  image  was  not  replaced — when 
my  hand  was  free,  I  was  grateful  that 
I  might  still — "  (the  lady's  pale  cheek 
grew  brighter  than  the  rose,  her 
voice  faltered,  and  became  low  and 
indistinct) — "I  might  still  think  it 
mine  to  atone  to  thee  for  the  past. 
And  if,"  she  added,  with  a  sudden 
and  generous  energy,  "  if  in  this  I 
have  bowed  my  pride,  it  is  because 
by  pride  thou  wert  wounded ;  and 
now,  at  last,  thou  hast  a  just  revenge." 

0  terrible  rival  for  thee,  lost  Sibyll ! 
Was  it  wonderful  that,  while  that 
head  drooped  upon  his  breast,  while 
in  that  enchanted  change  which  love 
the  softener  makes  in  lips  long  scorn- 
ful, eyes  long  proud  and  cold,  he  felt 
that  Katherine  Nevile  —  tender, 
gentle,  frank  without  boldness,  lofty 
without  arrogance — had  replaced  the 
austere  dame  of  Bonville,  whom  he 
half  hated  while  he  woed. — oh.  was  it 
wonderful  that  the  soul  of  Hastings 
fled  back  to  the  old  time,  forgot  the 
intervening  vows,  and  more  chill 
affections,  and  repeated  only  with 
passionate  lips — "  Katherine,  loved 
still,  loved  ever — mine,  mine  at  last!" 

Then  followed  delicious  silence — 
then  vows,  confessions,  questions, 
answers— the  thrilling  interchange  of 
hearts  long  divided,  and  now  rushing 
into  one.  And  time  rolled  on,  till 
Katherine,  gently  breaking  from  her 
lover,  said — 

"  And  now,  that  thou  hast  the 
right  to  know  and  guide  my  projects, 
approve,  I  pray  thee,  my  present  pur- 
pose. War  awaits  thee,  and  we  must 
part  awhile !  "  At  these  words  her 
brow  darkened,  and  her  lip  quivered. 
"  Oh,  that  I  should  have  lived  to 
mourn  the  day  when  Lord  Warwick, 
untrue  to  Salisbury  and  to  York, 
joined  his  arms  with  Lancaster  and 
Margaret — the  day  when  Katherine 
could  blush  for  the  brother  she  had 
deemed  the  glory  of  her  house  !  No, 
no,"  (she  continued,  as  Hastings  inter- 
rupted her  with  generous  excuses  for 


the  earl,  and  allusion  to  the  known 
slights  he  had  received,) — "  No,  no  ; 
make  not  his  cause  the  worse,  by 
telling  me  that  an  unworthy  pride, 
the  grudge  of  some  thwart  to  his 
policy  or  power,  has  made  him  forget 
what  was  due  to  the  memory  of  his 
kinsman  York,  to  the  mangled  corpse 
of  his    father   Salisbury.      Thinkest 

thou,  that  but  for  this,  I  could " 

She   stopped,  but   Hastings   divined 

l  her  thought,   and    guessed   that,   if 

spoken,  it  had  run  thus  : — "  That  I 

could,  even  now,  have  received  the 

.  homage  of  one  who  departs  to  meet, 

with  banner  and  clarion,  my  brother 

|  as  his  foe  ? "     The  lovely  sweetness  of 

;  the  late  expression    had    gone  from 

;  Katherine's  face,  and  its  aspect  showed 

i  that  her  high  and  ancestral  spirit  had 

yielded    but    to    one   passion.      She 

pursued — 

"  While  this  strife  lasts,  it  becomes 

my  widowhood,  and  kindred  position 

with  the  earl,  to  retire  to  the  convent 

my   mother  founded.     To-morrow  I 

'  depart." 

"  Alas  !  "  said  Hastings,  "  thou 
speakest  of  the  strife  as  if  but  a  single 
i  field.  But  Warwick  returns  not  to 
I  these  shores,  nor  bows  himself  to 
league  with  Lancaster, — for  a  chance 
hazardous  and  desperate,  as  Edward 
too  rashly  deems  it.  It  is  in  vain  to 
deny  that  the  earl  is  prepared  for  a 
grave  and  lengthened  war,  and  much 
I  doubt  whether  Edward  can  resist 
his  power  ;  for  the  idolatry  of  the 
very  land  will  swell  the  ranks  of  so 
dread  a  rebel.  What  if  he  succeed — 
what  if  we  be  driven  into  exile,  as 
Henry's  friends  before  us — what  if 
,  the  king-maker  be  the  king-de- 
thronerl  —  then,  Katherine,  then, 
;  once  more  thou  wilt  be  at  the  hest 
of  thy  hostile  kindred,  and  once 
more,  dowered  as  thou  art,  and  thy 
womanhood  still  in  its  richest  bloom, 
thy  hand  will  be  lost  to  Hastings." 

"  Nayj  if  that  be  all  thy  fear,  take 
I  with  thee  this  pledge — that  Warwick's 
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.  to  the  house  for  which  my 
father  fell,  dissolves  his  power  over 
one  driven  to  disown  him  as  a  brother, 
— knowing  Earl  Salisbury,  bad  he 
foreseen  such  disgrace,  had  disowned 
him  as  a  son.  And  if  there  be  defeat, 
and  flight,  and  exile, — wherever  thou 
wanderest,  Hastings,  shall  Katherine 
be  found  beside  thee — Fare  thee  well, 
and  our  Lady  shield  thee  ;  may  thy 
lance  be  victorious  against  all  foes — 


save  one.     Thou  wilt  forbear  my 

that  is,  the  earl!"  And  Katherine, 
softened  at  that  thought,  sobbed  aloud. 

"And  come  triumph  or  defeat,  I 
have  thy  pledge  1 "  said  Hastings, 
soothing  her. 

"See,"  said  Katherine,  taking  the 
broken  ring  from  the  casket ;  "  now, 
for  the  first  time  since  I  bore  the 
name  of  Bonville,  I  lay  this  relic  on 
my  heart — art  thou  answered  1 " 


CHAPTER    VI. 


HASTINGS    LEAKS'?    WHAT    HAS    BEFALLEN    SYBILL — REPAIRS    TO    THE    KING, 
AND    ENCOUNTERS    AN    OLD    RIVAL. 


"  It  is  destiny,"  said  Hastings  to 
himself,  when  early  the  next  morning 
he  was  on  his  road  to  the  farm.—"  It 
is  destiny  —  and  who  can  resist  his 
fate  ! " 

"It  is  destiny:" — phrase  of  the 
weak  human  heart!  "  It  is  destiny  I" 
—  dark  apology  for  every  error  !  The 
strong  and  the  virtuous  admit  no 
destiny  !  On  earth,  guides  Conscience 
— in  heaven,  watches  God.  And 
Destiny  is  hut  the  phantom  we  invoke 
to  Bilence  the  one — to  dethrone  the 
other  ! 

Hastings  spared  not  his  good  steed. 
With  great  difficulty  had  he  snatched 
a  brief  respite  from  imperious  busi- 
ness, to  accomplish  the  la-t  poor  duty 
now  left  to  him  to  fulfil  —  to  confront 
the  maid  whose  heart  he  had  .seduced 
in  vain,  ami  say,  at.  length,  honestly 
and  firmly  —  "I  cannot  wed  thee. 
me,  mil  farewell." 

Doubtless,   lii-   learned    and    inLre- 
nious  mind  conjured  np  softer  words 
than  these,  ami  more  purfled  periods 
."  iron  truth.     But 
in   iii'.-  act  -  the  truth  lay. 

1 1  :  ived  at  the  farm— he 
the  hoii>e — he  felt  it  a-  i  I 
that  he  met  not  the  bounding 


the  welcoming  Sibyll.  He  sate  down 
in  the  humble  chamber,  and  waited 
awhile  in  patience  —  no  voice  was 
heard.  The  silence  at  length  sur- 
prised and  alarmed  him.  He  pro- 
ceeded farther.  He'  was  met  by  the 
widowed  owner  of  the  house,  who  was 
weeping ;  and  her  first  greeting  pre- 
pared  him  for  what  had  chanced. 
"  Oh,  my  lord,  you  have  come  to  tell 
me  they  are  safe  —  they  have  not 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  their  enemies 
— the  good  gentleman,  so  meek — the 
poor  lady,  so  fair  I  " 

I  la-iings  stood  aghast — a  few  sen- 
tences  more  explained  all  that  he 
already  guessed.  A  strange  man  had 
arrived  the  evening  before  at  the 
■  Adam  ami  b  b daughter 
mpany  him  to  the  Lord  Hast- 
ings, who  had  been  thrown  from  his 
horse,  and  was  now  in  a  con 
the  neighbouring  lane  —  not  hurt 
dangerously,  but  unable  to  be  re- 
moved andwhobad  urgent  matters 
to  communicate  Not  questioning 
ili'-  i  ruili  of  this  story,  Adam  and 
Sibyll  had  hurried  forth,  and  re- 
turned no  more.     Alarmed  bj  their 

.     I  he    widow,    w  ho    had 

iir-i   received  the  message  from  the 
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THE    LANDING   OF    LORD    WARWICK,    AND    THE    EVENTS    THAT    ENSUE    THEREON, 


And  Charles  the  Bold,  Duke  of 
Burgundy,  "  prepared  such  a  greate 
riavie  as  lightly  hath  not  been  seene 
before,  gathered  in  manner  of  all 
nations,  which  armie  laie  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Seyne  ready  to  fight  with  the 
Earle  of  Warwick,  when  he  should  set 
out  of  his  harborowe."* 

But  the  winds  fought  for  the  Aven- 
ger. In  the  night  came  "  a  terrible 
tempest,"  which  scattered  the  duke's 
ships  "  one  from  another,  so  that  two 
of  them  were  not  in  compagnie  toge- 
ther in  one  place ;"  and  when  the 
tempest  had  done  its  work,  it  passed 
away,  and  the  gales  were  fair,  and  the 
heaven  was  clear.  When,  the  next 
day,  the  earl  "  halsed  up  the  sayles," 
and  came  in  sight  of  Dartmouth. 

It  was  not  with  an  army  of  foreign 
hirelings  that  Lord  Warwick  set  forth 
on  his  mighty  enterprise.  Scanty 
indeed  were  the  troops  he  brought 
from  France — for  he  had  learned  from 
England  that  "  men,  so  much  daily 
and  hourely  desired  and  wished  so 
sore  his  arrival  and  return,  that  almost 
all  men  were  in  harness,  looking  for 
his  landyng."f     As  his  ships  neared 


*  Hall,  p.  282      Eii    1(1(19. 

t  The  popular  feeling  in  favour  of  the 
carl  is  described  hy  Hall,  with  somewhat 
mi. re  eloquence  and  vigour  than  are  common 
with  that  homely  chronicler—"  The  absence 
of  the  I  aiU- of  Warwick  made  thee imon 

people  daily  more  and  more  to  long,  and 
bee  desirous  to  have  the  sight  of  him,  and 
presently  to  behold  his  personage.  For 
they  judged   that    the    sunne    was   clerely 

taken  from  the  worl  1  when  hoe  was  rtbsi  Qt. 
In  such  high  estimation,  amongst  the  people, 
was  his  name,  that  neither  no  one  man  lie. 
they  had  in  so  much  honour,  neither  no  one 
persone   they  so   much  praised,  or,   to  the 


the  coast,  and  the  banner  of  the 
Ragged  Staff,  worked  in  gold,  shone 
in  the  sun,  the  shores  swarmed  with 
armed  crowds,  not  to  resist  but  to 
welcome.  From  cliff  to  cliff,  wide  anc! 
far,  blazed  rejoicing  bonfires ;  and 
from  cliff  to  cliff,  wide  and  far.  burst 
the  shout,  when,  first  of  all  his  men, 
bareheaded,  but,  save  the  burgonot, 
in  complete  mail,  the  popular  hero 
leapt  to  shore. 

"  When  the  earle  had  taken  land, 
he  made  a  proclamation,  in  the  name 
of  King  Henry  VI., upon  high  paynes, 
commanding  and  charging  all  men 
apt  or  able  to  bear  armour,  to  prepare 
themselves  to  fight  against  Edward, 
Duke  of  York,  who  had  untruly 
usurped  the  crouue  and  dignity  ol 
this  realm."* 

And  where  was  Edward?  —  afar, 
following  the  forces  of  Fitzhugh  and 
Robin  of  Redesdale,  who,  by  artful 
retreat,  drew  him  farther  and  farther 


clouds,  so  highly  extolled.  What  shall  1 
say  ?  His  only  name  sounded  in  every 
song,  in  the  mouth  of  the  common  people, 
and  his  persone  (effigies)  was  represented 
with  great  reverence  when  publiqiie  plaies 
or  open  triumphcs  should  bee  shewed  or  set 
furthe  ahrode  in  the  stretes."  ic  This 
lively  passage,  if  not  too  highly  coloured, 
serves  to  show  us  the  rude  saturnalian  kind 
of  liberty  that  existed,  even  under  a  king  so 
vindictive  as  Edward  IV.  Though  an  in- 
dividual  might  be  hanged  for  the  jest  that 
lie  would  make  his  son  heir  to  the  crown, 
(viz  ,  the  grocer's  shop,  which  bore  that 
sign  )  yet  no  tyranny  could  deal  with  the 
sentiment  of  the  masses  In  our  own  day, 
it  would  be  less  safe  than  in  that,  to  make 
public  exhibition  "  in  plaies  and  triumphes," 
of  sympathy  with  a  man.  attainted  as  b 
traitor,  and  in  open  rebellion  to  »he  crown  ' 
*  Ham,,  p.  ui- 
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northward,  and  left  all  the  other 
quarters  of  t  lie  kingdom  free,  to  send 
their  thousand?  to  the  banners  of 
Lancaster  and  Warwick.  And  even 
as  the  news  of  the  earl's  landing 
reached  the  kin;;-,  it  spread  also 
through  all  the  towns  of  the  north — 
and  all  the  towns  in  the  north  were 
in  "a  great  rore,  and  made  fires,  and 
sang  songs,  crying — '  King  Henry — 
King  Henry!  a  Warwicke — a  War- 
wicke!'"  But  his  warlike  and  pre- 
sumptuous spirit  forsook  not  the 
chief  of  that  bloody  and  fatal  race — 
the  line  of  the  English  Pelops — "  be- 
spattered with  kindred  gore."*  A 
messenger  from  Burgundy  was  in  his 
tent  when  the  news  reached  him. 
"  Back,  to  the  duke  !"  cried  Edward; 
"tell  him  tore-collect  hisnavy,  guard 
the  sea,  sour  the  streams,  that  the 
earl  shall  not  escape,  nor  return  to 
France — for  the  doings  in  England, 
let  me  alone  !  I  have  ability  and 
puissance  to  overcome  all  enemies  and 
rebels  in  mine  own  realm."  + 

And  therewith  he  raised  his  camp, 
ued  the  pursuit  of  Fitzhugh, 
summoned  Montagu  to  join  him,  (it 
being  now  safer  to  hold  the  marquis 
near  him,  and  near  the  axe,  if  his 
loyalty  became  suspected.)  and  march- 
ed on  to  meet  the  earl.  Nor  did  the 
earl  tarry  from  tin;  encounter.  His 
army,  Bwelling  as  he  p  >s~i-ii  and  as 
men  read  his  proclamations  t<>  reform 
all  grievances  and  right  all  wrongs— 
1;.-  pressed  on  to  meet  the  king, while 
fast  and  fast  upon  Edward 
came  the  troops  of  Fitzbugh  and 
Hilyard;  no  longer  flying  but  pur- 
suing. The  king  was  the  more  anxi- 
ous to  come  up  to  Warwick,  inasmuch 
as  he  relied  greatly  upon  the  ti< 
of  Clarence,  either  secretly  to  betray 
or  openlj  to  deserl  tie-  earl.     And  he 

knew  that  if  he  did  the  latter  i.n  the 
eve  of  a  battle,  it  could  not  fail  morally 

•  jBmh.  AiiAM. 
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to  weaken  Warwick,  and  dishearten 
his  army  by  fear  that  desertion  should 
prove,  as  it  ever  does,  the  most  con- 
tagious disease  that  can  afflict  a  camp. 
It  is  probable,  however,  that  the 
enthusiasm  which  had  surrounded  the 
earl  with  volunteers  so  numerous,  had 
far  exceeded  the  anticipations  of  the 
inexperienced  Clarence,  and  would 
have  forbid  him  that  opportunity  of 
betraying  the  earl.  However  this  be, 
the  rival  armies  drew  near  and  nearer. 
The  king  halted  in  his  rapid  march 
at  a  small  village,  and  took  up  his 
quarters  in  a  fortified  house,  to  which 
there  was  no  access  but  by  a  single 
bridge.*  Edward  himself  retired  for 
a  short  time  to  his  couch,  for  he  had 
need  of  all  his  strength  in  the  battle 
he  foresaw.  But  scarce  had  he  closed 
his  eyes,  when  Alexander  Carlile,f 
the  serjeant  of  the  royal  minstrels, 
followed  by  Hastings  and  Livers, 
(their  jealousy  laid  at  rest  for  a  time 
in  the  sense  of  their  king's  danger,) 
rushed  into  his  room. 

"  Arm,  sire.,  arm  ! — Lord  Montagu 
has  thrown  off  the  mask,  and  rides 
through  thy  troops,  shouting,  '  Long 
live  king  Henry  !  '" 

"Ah,  traitor'"  cried  the  king, 
leaping  from  his  bed.  "  From  War- 
wick, hate  was  my  due — but  not  from 
u  I  Rivi  rs,  help  buckle  on 
my  mail.  Hastings,  post  my  body- 
guard at  the  bridge.  We  will  sell  our 
dear." 

Hastings  vanished.  Edward  had 
BCarcely  hurried  on  his  helm,  cuirass, 
and  greaves,  when  Gloucester  entered, 
calm  in  the  midst  of  peril. 

■  Y'.ur  enemies  arc  marching  to 
seize  you,  brother.  Hark!  behind 
you  rings  the  cry,  '  A  Fitzhugh — a 
Robin—  death  in  the  byranl  ' '  Hark  ! 
in  front,  '  A  Montagu-  -a  Warwick— 
Long  live  King  Henry  '  '  1  come  to 
red.  .in    my     word  —  to    share    your 


*  Sharon  TVrnkr.     Ciuinh. 
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exile  or  your  death.  Choose  either 
while  there  is  yet  time.  Thy  choice 
is  mine ! " 

And  while  he  spoke,  behind,  be- 
fore, came  the  various  cries  near  and 
nearer.  The  lion  of  March  was  in 
the  toils. 

"  Now,  my  two-handed  sword  !  " 
said  Edward.  "  Gloucester,  in  this 
weapon  learn  my  choice ! " 

But  now  all  the  principal  barons 
•and  captains,  still  true  to  the  king, 
whose  crown  was  already  lost,  nocked 
in  a  body  to  the  chamber.  They  fell 
on  t'reir  knees,  and  with  tears  im- 
plored him  to  save  himself  for  a  hap- 
pier day. 

"  There  is  yet  time  to  escape,"  said 
D'Eyneourt— "  to  pass  the  bridge — 
to  gain  the  sea-port !  Think  not  that 
a  soldier's  death  will  .be  left  thee. 
Numbers  will  suffice  to  encumber 
thine  arm — to  seize  thy  person.  Live 
not  to  be  Warwick's  prisoner— shown 
as  a  wild  beast  in  its  cage  to  the 
hooting  crowd ! " 

"  If  not  on  thyself,"  exclaimed 
Rivers,  "  have  pity  on  these  loyal 
gentlemen,  and  for  the  sake  of  their 
lives  preserve  thine  own.  What  is 
flight  I     Warwick  fled  !" 

"True  —  and  returned!"  added 
Gloucester.  "  You  are  right,  my  lords. 
Come,  sire,  we  must  fly.  Our  rights 
fly  not  with  us,  but  shall  fight  for  us 
in  absence  ! " 

The  calm  will  of  this  strange  and 
terrible  boy  had  itseffectupon  Edward. 
He  suffered  his  brother  to  lead  him 
from  the  chamber,  grinding  his  teeth 
in  impotent  rage.  He  mounted  bis 
horse,  while  Itivers  held  the  stirrup, 
and,  with  some  six  or  seven  knights 
and  earls,  rode  to  the  bridge,  already 
occupied  by  Hastings  and  a  small  but 
determined  guard. 

"Come.  I  lasting-,"  said  the  king, 
with  a  ghastly  smile  -"  they  tell  us 
we  must  fly  !  " 

"True,  sire,  haste  bast''!  I  stay- 
but  to  deceive  the  enemy  by  feigning 


to  defend  the  pass,  and  to  counsel,  as 
I  best  may,  the  faithful  soldiers  we 
leave  behind." 

"  Brave  Hastings! "  said  Gloucester, 
pressing  his  hand,  "  you  do  well,  and 
I  envy  you  the  glory  of  this  post. 
Come,  sire." 

"  Ay — ay,"  said  the  king,  with  a 
sudden  and  fierce  cry,  "  we  go — but 
at  least  slaughtering  as  we  go.  See  ! 
yon  rascal  troop  ! — ride  we  through 
the  midst !     Havock  and  revenge  !  " 

He  set  spurs  to  his  steed,  galloped 
over  the  bridge,  and,  before  his  com- 
panions could  join  him,  dashed  alone 
into  the  very  centre  of  the  advanced 
guard  sent  to  invest  the  fortress  ; 
and  while  they  were  yet  shouting — 
"  Where  is  the  tyrant — where  is 
Edward?" 

"  Here ! "  answered  a  voice  of 
thunder- — "  here,  rebels  and  faytors, 
in  your  ranks ! " 

This  sudden  and  appalling  reply, 
even  more  than  the  sweep  of  the 
gigantic  sword,  before  which  were 
riven  sallet  and  mail,  as  the  wood- 
man's axe  rives  the  faggot,  created 
amongst  the  enemy  that  singular 
panic,  which  in  those  ages  often 
scattered  numbers  before  the  arm  and 
the  name  of  one.  They  recoiled  in 
confusion  and  dismay.  Many  actually 
threw  down  their  arms  and  fled. 
Through  a  path  broad  and  clear, 
amidst  the  forest  of  pikes,  Gloucester 
and  the  captains  followed  the  flashing 
track  of  the  king,  over  the  corpses, 
headless  or  limbless,  that  he  felled  as 
he  rode. 

Meanwhile,  with  a  truer  chivalry, 
Hastings,  taking  advantage  of  the 
sortie  which  confused  and  delayed  the 
enemy,  summoned  such  of  the  loyal 
as  were  left  in  the  fortress,  advised 
them  as  the  only  chance  of  life,  to 
affect  submission  to  Warwick ;  but 
when  the  time  came  to  remember  their 
old  allegiance,*  and  promising  that 
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he  would  not,  desert  them,  save  ^\ith 
life,  till  their  safely  was  pledged  by 
the  foe,  reclosed  his  visor,  *,  ,d  rode 
back  to  the  front  of  the  bridge. 

.And  now  the  king  and  his  comrades 
had  cut  their  way  through  all  harrier, 
but  the  enemy  still  wavered  and 
fagged,  till  suddenly  the  cry  of  "Robin 
of  Etedesdale!"  was  heard, and  sword 
in  hand,  llilyard,  followed  by  a  troop 
of  horse,  dashed  to  the  head  of  the 
besiegers,  and,  learning  the  king's 
escape,  rode  off  in  pursuit.  His  brief 
presence  and  sharp  rehuke  reanimated 
the  falterers.  and  in  a  few  minutes 
they  gained  the  br 

"Halt,  sirs,"  cried  Hastings;  "I 
would  offer  capitulation  to  your  leader! 
Who  is  he?" 

A.  knight  on  horseback  advanced 
from  the  rest. 

Hastings  lowered  the  point  of  his 
sword. 

"  Sir,  we  yield  this  fortress  to  your 
hands  upon  one  condition — our  men 
yonder  are  willing  to  submit,  an 
shout  with  you  for  Henry  VI.  Pledge 
me  your  word  that  you  and  your  sol- 
diers spare  their  lives  and  do  them  no 
wrong,  and  we  depart." 

"  And  if  I  pledge  it  not?*'  said  the 
knight 

"  Then  for  every  warrior  who 
guards  this  bridge  count  ten  dead  men 
amongst  your  ranks." 

"  Do  your  worst — our  bloods  are 
up  '  We  want  life  for  life! — revenge 
for  the  suljects  butchered  by  your 
tyrant  chief!  Charge  !  to  the  attack 
— charge!  pike  and  hill !'"  The  knight 
I  on,  the  Lancastrians  followed, 
and  the  knight,  reeled  from  his  horse 
in  re    t!  elow,  felled    by    the 

sword  of  Hastings. 

For  several  minutes  the   pa 

■I'd    that    (he  strife 

seemed  uncertain,  though  fearfully  un- 
equal, «heii  Lord  Montague  himself, 
•  what  had  befallen,  galloped 
to  i  he  Bpot,  ■  brew  down  his  truncheon, 
cried  "  Hold  I"  and  the  slaughter 
No.  \t* 


ceased.  To  this  nobleman,  Hastings 
repeated  the  terms  he  had  proposed. 

"  And,"  said  Montagu,  turning  with 
anger  to  the  Lancastrians,  who  formed 
a  detachment  of  Fitzhugh's  force — 
"  can  Englishmen  insist  upon  butcher- 
ing Englishmen]  Rather  thank  we 
Lord  Hastings,  that  he  would  sparo 
good  King  Henry  so  many  subjects' 
lives  !  The  terms  are  granted,  my 
lord ;  and  your  own  life  also,  and 
those  of  your  friends  around  you, 
vainly  brave  in  a  wrong  cause.  De- 
part !  " 

"  Ah,  Montagu,"  said  Hastings, 
touched,  and  in  a  whisper,  "what  pity 
that  so  gallant  a  gentleman  should 
leave  a  rebel's  blot  upon  his  scutcheon." 

'•  When  chiefs  and  suzerains  are 
false  and  perjured,  Lord  Hastings," 
answered  Montagu,  "to  obey  them  is 
not  loyalty,  hut  serfdom  ;  and  revolt 
is  not  disloyalty,  but  a  freeman's 
duty.  One  day  tliou  mayst  know  that 
*-■  ih,  hut  too  late!"* 

Hastings  made  no  reply — waived 
his  hand  to  his  fellow-defenders  of 
the  bridge,  and,  followed  by  them, 
went  slowly  and  deliberately  on,  till 
clear  of  the  murmuring  and  sullen 
foe;  then  putting  spurs  to  their  steeds, 
these  faithful  warriors  rode  fast  to 
rejoin  their  kine;;  overtook  llilyard 
on  the  way,  and  after  a  fierce  skirmish, 
a  blow  from  Hastings  unhorsed  and 
unhelmed  thestalwart  Robin,  and  left 
liini  so  stunned  as  to  check  further 
pursuit.  They  at.  last  reached  the 
king,  and  gaining,  with  him  and  his 
party,  the  town  of  Lynn,  happilj 
found  one  English  and  two  Dutch 
on  the  [mm nt  of  Bailing  ;  with 
out  other  raiment  than  the  mail  they 
wore — without  money, the  men,  a  few 
hours  before  hailed  as  sovereign  or  as 
peers,  fled  from  their  native  land  as 
paupers.  New  dangers 
beset  them  on    the  scat   the  slop-  of 

♦  it   was  in  the  mtdut  cf  Mt  own  con 
Kit-hard  of  Gloucester  that 
tin   In  ud  ul  Li  rd  Unstlnga  fell. 

25 


386 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


the  Easterlings,  at  war  both  with 
France  and  England,  bore  down  upon 
their  vessels.  At  the  risk  of  drown- 
ing, they  ran  ashore  near  Alcmaer. 
The  large  ships  of  the  Easterlings  fol- 
lowed as  far  as  the  low  water  would 
permit,  "  intendeing  at  the  fludde  to 
have  obtained  their  prey."  *  In  this 
extremity,  the  lord  of  the  province 
(Louis  of  Grauthuse)  came  aboard 
their  vessels — protected  the  fugitives 
from  the  Easterlings — conducted  them 
to  the  Hague — and  apprised  the  Duke 


of  Burgundy  how  his  brother-in-law 
had  lost  his  throne.  Then  were  veri- 
fied Lord  Warwick's  predictions  of 
the  faith  of  Burgundy!  The  duke, 
for  whose  alliance  Edward  had  dis- 
honoured the  man  to  whom  he  owed 
his  crown,  so  feared  the  victorious 
earl,  that  "  he  had  rather  have  heard 
of  King  Edward's  death  than  of  his 
discomfiture."*  And  his  first  thought 
was  to  send  an  embassy  to  the  king- 
maker, praying  the  amity  and  alli- 
ance of  the  restored  dynasty. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


WHAT    BEFEL    ADAM    WARNER    AND    SIBYLL,    WHEN    MADE    SUBJECT    TO   TH« 
GRKAT    FKIAR    BUNGEV. 


We  must  now  return  to  the  Tower 
of  London — not,  indeed,  to  its  lordly 
halls  and  gilded  chambers — but  to 
the  room  of  Friar  Bungey.  We  must 
go  back  somewhat  in  time  ;  and  on 
the  day  following  the  departure  of 
the  king  and  his  lords,  conjure  up  in 
that  strangely  furnished  apartment 
the  form  of  the  burly  friar,  standing 
before  the  disorganised  Eureka,  with 
Adam  Warner  by  his  side. 

Graul,  as  we  have  seen,  had  kept 
her  word,  and  Sibyll  and  her  father, 
having  fallen  into  the  snare,  were 
suddenly  gagged,  hound, led  through 
bypaths  to  a  solitary  hut,  where  a 
covered  waggon  was  in  waiting,  and 
finally,  at  nightfall,  conducted  to  the 
Tower.  The  friar,  whom  his  own 
repute,  jolly  affability,  and  favour  with 
the  Duchess  of  Bedford,  made  a  con 
siderable  person  with  the  authorities 
of  the  place,  had  already  obtained  from 
the  deputy-governor  an  order  lo  lodge 
two  persons,  whom  his  zeal  for  lin- 
king s.uight  to  convict  of  necromantic 
practices  in  favour  of  the  rebellion, 


in  the  cells  set  apart  for  such  unhappy 
captives.  Thither  the  prisoners  were 
conducted.  The  friar  did  not  object 
to  their  allocation  in  contiguous  cells; 
and  the  gaoler  deemed  him  mighty 
kind  and  charitable,  when  he  ordered 
that  they  might  be  well  served  and  fed 
till  their  examination. 

He  did  not  venture,  however,  to 
summon  his  captives  till  the  departure 
of  the  king,  when  the  Tower  was,  in 
fact,  at  the  disposition  of  his  powerful 
patroness,  and  when  he  thought  he 
might  stretch  his  authority  as  f^r 
as  he  pleased,  unquestioned  and  un- 
ehid. 

Now,  therefore,  on  the  day  suc- 
ceeding Edward's  departure,  Adam 
Warner  was  brought  from  his  cell, 
and  led  to  the  chamber  where  the 
triumphant  friar  received  him  in 
majestic  state.  The  moment  Warner 
entered,  he  caught  side  of  the  chaos 
to  which  his  Eureka  was  resolved,  and 
uttering  a  cry  of  mingled  grief  and 
joy,  sprang  forward  to  greet  his  pro- 
faned treasure.     The  friar  motioned 
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away  the  gaoler,  (whispering  him  to 
wait  without,)  and  they  were  left  alone. 
Bungey  listened  with  eurious  and 
puzzled  attention  to  poor  Adam's 
broken  interjections  of  lamentation 
and  anger,  and  at  last,  clapping  him 
roughly  on  the  back,  said — 

"  Thou  knowest  the  secret  of  this 
magical  and  ugly  device;  but  in  thy 
hands  it  leads  only  to  ruin  and  perdi- 
tion. Tell  me  that  secret,  and  in  my 
hands  it  shall  turn  to  honour  and 
profit.  Porkey  verbey  !  I  am  a  man 
of  few  words.  Do  this,  and  thou  shalt 
go  free  with  thy  daughter,  and  I  will 
protect  thee,  and  give  thee  monies, 
and  my  fatherly  blessing; — refuse  to 
do  it,  and  thou  shalt  go  from  thy 
snug  cell  into  a  black  dungeon  full 
of  newts  and  rats,  where  thou  shalt 
rot  till  thy  nails  are  like  birds'  talons, 
and  thy  skin  shrivelled  up  into 
mummy,  and  covered  with  hair  like 
Tebuchadnezzar !" 

••  Miserable  varlet !  Give  thee  my 
secret — give  thee  my  fame— my  life. 
Never!  I  scorn  and  spit  at  thy 
malice!" 

The  friar's  face  grew  convulsed  with 
rage  — "  Wretch  !"  he  reared  firth, 
"  darest  thou  unslip  thy  houndlike 
malignity  upon  great  Bungey '!  — 
Knowest  thou  not  that  he  could  bid 
ihe  walls  open  and  close  upon  thee — 
that  he  could  set  yon  serpents  to  coil 
round  thy  limbs,  and  yon  li/.ard  to 
gnaw  out  thine  entrails  I  I 
not  my  mercy,  and  descend  to  plain 
id  didst  thou  ever 
reap  from  thy  engine!  why  shouldsl 
thou  lose  liberty — nay,  life — if  I  will, 
for  a  thing  thai  baa  cursed  thee  with 
man's  horror  and  hate?-' 

"Art  thou  Christian  and  friar  to 
ask  me  why  I  Were  no)  <  !hi 
themselves  banted  by  wild  beasts, 
and  burned  al  the  stake,  and  boiled 
in  the  caldron  for  their  beliefl  Knave, 
t,  men  ei  er  p  i  le 
rate  !     Read  thj  b 

A  th  ■  bible  I"  i  (claimed  Bun> 


gey,  in  pious  norror  at  such  a  proposi- 
tion— "  Ah  !  blasphemei,  now  I  have 
thee  ! — Thou  art  a  heretic  and  Lollard. 
Hollo  —  there !" 

The  friar  stamped  his  foot — the 
door  opened,  but  to  his  astonishment 
and  dismay  appeared,  not  the  grim 
gaoler,  but  the  Duchess  of  Bedford 
herself,  preceded  by  Nicholas  Alwyn. 

"  I  told  your  grace  truly — see  lady  ! " 
cried  the  goldsmith — "  Vile  impostor, 
where  hast  thou  hidden  this  wise  man's 
daughter  1" 

The  friar  turned  his  dull,  beaddike 
eyes  in  vacant  consternation,  from 
Nicholas  to  Adam,  from  Adam  to  the 
duchess. 

"  Sir  friar,"  said  Jacquetta,  mildly 
— for  she  wished  to  conciliate  the 
rival  seers — "what  means  this  over- 
zealous  violation  of  law]  Is  it  true, 
as  Master  Alwyn  affirms,  that  thou 
lia^t  stolen  away  and  seducted  this 
venerable  sage  and  his  daughter — a 
maid  I  deemed  worthy  of  a  post  in 
my  own  household  1" 

"  1  hiughter  and  lady,"  said  the  friar, 
sullenly,  "  this  ill  faytor,  1  have  reason 
to  know,  has  been  practising  spells 
for  Lord  Warwick  and  the  enemy. 
I  did  but  summon  him  hither  that 
my  art  might  undo  his  charms  ;  and 
as  for  his  daughter,  it  seemed  more 
merciful  to  let  her  attend  him,  than 
to  leave  her  alone  and  unfriended, 
specially,"  added  the  friar,  with  a  grin 
- "  since  the  poor  lord  she  hath 
witched  is  gone  to  the  wars." 

"  It  is  true  then,  wretch,  that  thou 
or  thy  caitiffs  have  dared  to  lay  hands 
on  a  maiden  of  birth  and  blood!" 
exclaimed  Alwyn.  "Tremble! — see, 
here,  the  warrant  signed  by  the  king, 
offering  a  reward  for  thy  detection, 
empowering  me  to  give  thee  up  to 
the  laws.  By  St.  Dunstan !  but  for 
thy  friar's  frock,  thou  rdiouhlst  hang." 

"  'I'm  tut,  Master  Goldsmith  I" 
said  th''  duchess,  haughtily — "lower 

thy  tone.      This    holy     man    is    under 
ection,  and   his  fault  was  but 
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over-zeal.  What  were  this  sage's 
devices  and  spells  V 

"Marry!"  said  the  friar, gruffly — 
"that  is  what  your  grace  just  hiudereth 
my  knowing.  But  he  cannot  deny 
that  he  is  a  pestilent  astrologer,  and 
6ends  word  to  the  rebels  what  hours  are 
lucky  or  fatal  for  battle  and  assault." 

"  Ha  !"  said  the  duchess,  "  he  is  an 
astrologer !  true,  and  came  nearer  to 
the  alchemist's  truth  than  any  multi- 
plier that  ever  served  me!  My  own 
astrologer  is  just  dead — why  died  he 
at  such  a  time  1  Peace — peace  !  be 
there  peace  between  two  so  learned 
men  !  Forgive  thy  brother,  Master 
Warner!" 

Adam  had  hitherto  disdained  all 
participation  in  this  dialogue.  In 
fact,  he  had  returned  to  the  Eureka, 
and  was  silently  examining  if  any 
loss  of  the  vital  parts  had  occurred 
in  its  melancholy  dismemberment. 
But  now  he  turned  round,  and  said, 
"  Lady,  leave  the  lore  of  the  stars  to 
their  great  Maker.  I  forgive  this  man, 
and  thank  your  grace  for  your  justice. 
I  claim  these  poor  fragments,  and 
:rave  your  leave  to  suffer  me  to  depart 
with  my  device  and  my  child." 

"No — no!"  said  the  duchess,  seiz- 
ing his  hand.  "Hist!  whatever  Lord 
Warwick  paid  thee,  I  will  double.  No 
time  now  fur  alchemy;  but  for  the 
horoscope,  it  is  tin:  veriest  season.  I 
name  thee  my  special  astrologer!" 

"  Accept  —  accept  .'  "  whispered 
Alwyn  :  "  for  your  daughter's  sake-- 
for  your  own  — nay,  for  the  Eureka's!" 

Adam  bowed  his  head,  and  groaned 
forth — "  But  I  go  not  hence — no,  not 
a  foot — unL'sa  '/*  is  g  i  >es  with  me.  Cruel 
wretch.  jo*  lie  hath  deformed  it!" 

"  And  nov  id   Alwyn,  eagerly, 

"tji ib wronged  and  tnhappy  maiden?" 

"  Go  '  be  it  thine  to  release  and 
bring  her  to  our  presence,  good 
Alwyn,"  said  the  duchess  ;  she  shall 
lodge  with  her  father,  and  receive  all 
honour.   Follow  me.  Master  W 

N<>  souiier,   however,  did   the  friar 


perceive  that  Alwyn  had  gone  in 
search  of  the  gaoler,  than  he  arrested 
the  steps  of  the  duchess,  and  said, 
with  the  air  of  a  much-injured  man — ■ 

"  May  it  please  your  grace  to  re- 
member, that  unless  the  greater  ma- 
gician have  all  power,  and  aid  if 
thwarting  the  lesser,  the  lesser  can 
prevail ;  and  therefore,  if  your  grace 
finds,  when  too  late,  that  Loid  War- 
wick'sorLord  Fitzhugh's  arms  pro  iper 
— that  woe  and  disaster  'befall  the 
king— say  not  it  was  the  fault  of  Friar 
Bungey  ! — such  things  maybe '  Nath- 
less  I  shall  still  sweat,  and  watch,  and 
toil ;  and  if,  despite  your  unhappy 
favour  and  encouragement  to  this 
hostile  sorcerer,  the  king  should  beat 
his  enemies,  why  then,  Friar  Bungey 
is  not  so  powerless  as  your  grace  holds 
him.  I  have  said — Purkey  verbey  ! — 
I  rigilabo  et  conabo — et  perspirabo—et 
h  ii  ngerabo — pro  vos  et  vestros,  A  men  !  " 

The  Duchess  was  struck  by  this 
eloquent  appeal;  but  more  and  more 
convinced  of  the  dread  science  of 
Adam,  by  the  evident  apprehensions 
of  the  redoubted  Bungey,  and  firmly 
persuaded  that  she  could  bribe  or 
induce  the  former  to  turn  a  science 
that  would  otherwise  be  hostile  into 
salutary  account,  she  contented  her- 
self with  a  few  words  of  conciliation 
and  compliment,  and  summoning  the 
attendants  who  had  followed  her,  bade 
them  take  up  the  various  members  of 
the  Eureka  (for  Adam  clear  y  demon- 
strated that  he  would  not  depart  with- 
out them^.  and  conducted  the  philo- 
sopher to  a  lofty  chamber,  fitted  up 
•  for  the  defunct  astrologer. 

Hither,  in  a  short  time,  Alwyn  had 
the  happiness  of  leading  Sibyll,  and 
witnessing  the  delighted  reunion  of 
the  child  and  father.  And  then  titter 
he  had  learned  the  brief  details  of 
their  abduction,  he  related  how,  baffled 
in  till  attempt  to  trace,  their  clue,  he 
had  convinced  himself  that  cither  t lie 
-  or  Bungey  was  the  author  of 
the    snare,    returned    to    the    Tower 
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shown  the  king's  warrant,  learned 
that  an  old  man  and  a  young  female 
had  indeed  been  admitted  into  the 
fortress,  and  hurried  at  once  to  the 
duchess,  who,  surprised  at  his  narra- 
tion and  complaint,  and  anxious  to 
regain  the  services  of  Warner,  had 
accompanied  him  at  on<  e  to  the  friar. 

"  Ami  though,"  added  the  gold-  j 
smith,  "  1  could  indeed  procure  you  i 
lodgings  more  welcome  to  ye  else- 
where, yet.  it  is  well  to  win  the  friend- 
ship of  the  duchess,  and  royalty  is 
ever  an  ill  foe. — How  came  ye  to  quit 
the  palace  1" 

Sibyll  changed  countenance,  and 
her  father  answered  gravely — "  We 
incurred  the  king's  displeasure,  and 
the  excuse  was  the  popular  hatred  of 
me  and  the  Eureka." 

'•  Heaven  made  the  people,  and  the 
devil  makes  three-fourths  of  what  is 
popular!''  bluntly  said  the  Man  of 
the  Middle  Class,  ever  against  both 
extremes. 

"  Andhow?"  asked  Sihyll — "how, 
honoured  and  true  friend,  didst  thou 
obtain  the  king's  warrant,  and  learn 
the  snare  into  which  we  had  fallen  ?" 

This  time  it  wasAlwyn  who  changed 
countenance.  He  mused  a  moment, 
and  then  frankly  answering — "  Thou 
must  thank  Lord  Hastings,"  ga 
explanation  already  known  to  the 
ceader. 

Ifcit  the  grateful  tears  this  relation 

called  forth  from  Sibyll— her  clasped 

hands     her  evident  emotion  of  delight 

and  love  so  pained  poor  Alwyn,  that 

md  took  his  leave. 

And  now,  the  Eureka  was  a  luxury 

mptorily  forbid  to  the  astrolo- 

it  had  been  to  the  alchemist  ! 

Again  the  true  >'-i'-in-e  was  despised, 

and  the  false  cultivated  and  honoured. 
'  I    illations,  which  no 

man  fbi  in  that  age,  held 

r  delusive,  and   wh 
Adam  Warner  studied  with  very  qua- 
lified belief  —it  happened  bj 
.  which  hi 


time  to  time  appeared  to  confirm  the 
credulous  in  judicial  astrology,  that 
Adam's  predictions  became  fulfilled. 
Th^  duchess  was  prepared  for  the  first 
tidings — that  Edward's  foes  fled  before 
him.  She  was  next  prepared  for  the 
very  day  in  which  Warwick  landed, 
and  then  her  respect  for  the  astro 
loger  became  strangely  mingled  with 
suspicion  and  terror,  when  she  found 
that  he  proceeded  to  foretell  but 
ominous  and  evil  events  ; — and  when, 
at  last,  still  in  corroboration  of  the 
unhappily  too  faithful  horoscope,  came 
the  news  of  the  king's  flight,  and  the 
earl's  march  upon  London,  she  fled  to 
Friar  Bungey  in  dismay.  And  Friar 
Bungey  said — 

"  Did  I  not  warn  you,  daughter? 
Had  you  suffered  me  to " 

"  True —  true  !  "  interrupted  the 
duchess.  "  Now  take,  hang,  rack, 
drown,  or  burn  your  horrible  rival,  if 
you  will,  but  undo  the  charm,  and 
save  us  from  the  earl  V 

The  friar's  eyes  twinkled,  but  to  the 
first  thought  of  "spite  and  vengeance 
succeeded  another; — If  he  who  had 
made  the  famous  waxen  effigies  of  the 
Earl  of  Warwick,  were  now  to  be  found 
guilty  of  some  atrocious  and  positive 
violence  upon  Master  Adam  Warner, 
might  not  the  earl  he  glad  of  so  good 
an  excuse  to  put  an  end  to  himself! — ■ 

••  Daughter,"  said  the  friar  at  that 
reflection,  and  shaking  his  head  mys- 
teriously and  sadly  "daughter,  it  is 
too  late." 

The  duchess,  in  great  despair,  flew 
to  the  queen.  Hitherto  she  had  con- 
cealed from  her  royal  daughter  the 
employment  she  had  given  to  Adam  ; 
for  Elizabeth,  who  had,  herself,  suf- 
fered from  the  popular  belief  in  Jac- 
quetta'a  sorceries,  had  of  later  i 

t  her  to  la;,  aside  all  practices 
that  could  be  called  into  question. 
Now,  however,  when  she  confessed  bo 
ated  ami  distracted  queen  the 
retaining  of  Adam  Warner,  and  his 
fatal  predictions,  Elizabeth,  who,  from 
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discretion  and  pride,  had  carefully 
hidden  from  her  mother  (too  vehe- 
ment to  keep  a  secret)  that  offence  in 
the  king  the  memory  of  which  had 
made  Warner  peculiarly  ohnoxious  to 
him,  exclaimed,  "  Unhappy  mother, 
thou  hast  employed  the  very  man  my 
fated  husband  would  the  most  carefully 
have  banished  from  the  palace- the 
very  man  who  could  blast  his  name." 
The  duchess  was  aghast  and  thun- 
derstricken. 


"If  ever  I  forsake  Friar  Bungey 
again!"    she   muttered  —  "oh,    thk 

GKKAT  MAN !" 

But  events  which  demand  a  detailed 
recital  now  rapidly  pressing  on,  gave 
the  duchess  not  even  the  time  to  seek 
further  explanation  of  Elizabeth's 
words,  much  less  to  determine  the 
doubt  that  rose  in  her  enlightened 
mind  whether  Adam's  spells  might 
not  be  yet  unravelled  by  the  timely 
execution  of  the  sorcerer  ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    DELIBERATIONS    OF    MAYOR    AND    COUNCIL.  WHILE     LORD    WARWICK     MARCHES 
UPON    LONDON. 


It  was  a  clear  and  bright  day  in  the 
first  week  of  October,  1470,  when  the 
various  scouts  employed  by  the  mayor 
and  council  of  London  came  back  to 
the  Guild,  at  which  that  worshipful 
corporation  were  assembled — their 
steeds  blown  and  jaded,  themselves 
panting  and  breathless — to  announce 
the  rapid  march  of  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick. The  lord  mayor  of  that  year, 
Richard  Lee,  grocer  and  citizen,  sat 
in  the  venerable  hall  in  a  huge  leather 
chair,  over  which  a  pall  of  velvet  had 
been  thrown  in  haste,  clad  in  his  robes 
of  state,  and  surrounded  by  his  alder- 
men and  the  magnates  of  the  city.  To 
the  personal  love  which  the  greater 
part  of  the  body  bore  to  the  young 
and  courteous  king,  was  added  the 
terror  which  the  corporation  justly 
entertained  of  the  Lancastrian  faction. 
They  remembered  the  dreadful  ex- 
cesses which  Margaret  had  permitted  ! 
,o  her  army  in  the  year  1461 — what  j 
time,  to  use  the  expression  of  the  I 
old  historian,  "  the  wealth  of  London 
looked  pale  ;"  and  how  grudgingly  she 
had  been  restrained  from  condemning 
her  revolted  metropolis  to  the  horrors 
ofsack  and  pillage.  And  the  bearing  of  | 


this  august  representation  of  the  trade 
and  power  of  London  was  not,  at  the 
first,  unworthy  of  the  high  influence  it 
had  obtained.  The  agitation  and  dis 
order  of  the  hour  had  introduced  into 
the  assembly  several  of  the  more  ac- 
tive and  accredited  citizens,  not  of 
right  belonging  to  it ;  but  they  sat.  in 
silent  discipline  and  order,  on  long 
benches,  beyond  the  table  crowded 
by  the  corporate  officers.  Foremost 
among  these,  and  remarkable  by  the 
firmness  and  intelligence  of  his  coun- 
tenance, and  the  earnest  self-posses 
sion  with  which  he  listened  to  his 
seniors,  was  Nicholas  Alwyn,  sum- 
moned to  the  council  from  his  gieat 
influence  with  the  apprentices  and 
young  r  freemen  of  the  city. 

As  the  last  scout  announced  hie 
news,  and  was  gravely  dismissed, 

The  lord  mayor  rose;  and,  being, 
perhaps,  a  better  educated  man  taan 
many  of  the  haughtiest  barons,  and 
having  more  at  stake  than  most  of 
them,  his  manner  and  language  had 
a  dignity  and  earnestness  which  might 
have  reflected  honour  on  the  higher 
court  of  parliament. 

"  Brethren  and  citizens,"  he  said, 
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with  the  decided  brevity  of  one  who 
V  t  no  time  for  many  words,  "  in 
two  hours  we  shall  hear  the  clarions  of 
Lord  Warwick  at  our  gates;  in  two 
hours  we  shall  be  summoned  to  give 
entrance  to  an  army  assembled  in  the 
name  of  King  Henry.  1  have  done 
my  duty — I  have  manned  the  walls — 
I  have  marshalled  what  soldiers  we 
can  command.  1  have  sent  to  the 
deputy -governor  of  the  Tower " 

"  And  what  answer  gives  he,  my 
lord  mayor  !  "  interrupted  Humfrey 
Hey  ford. 

"  None  to  depend  upon.  He 
answers  that  Edward  IV.,  in  abdi- 
cating the  kingdom,  has  left  him  no 
power  to  resist;  and  that  between 
force  and  force,  king  and  king,  might 
makes  right." 

A  deep  breath,  like  a  groan,  went 
through  the  assembly. 

Up  rose  Master  John  Stokton,  the 
mercer.  He  rose,  trembling  from 
limb  to  limb. 

"  Worshipful,  my  lord  mayor,"  said 
he,  ''  it  seems  to  me  that  our  first  duty 
Ls  to  look  to  our  own  selves  !  " 

Despite  the  gravity  of  the  emer- 
gence, a  laugh  hurst  forth  and  was  at 
once  silenced,  at  this  frank  avowal. 

"  Yes,"  continued  the  mercer,  turn- 
ing  round  and  striking  the  table  with 
his  fist,  in  the  action  of  a  nervous 
man — "yes  —  for  King  Edward  has 
set  US  the  example.  A  stout  and  a 
dauntless  champion,  whose  whole 
youth  has  been  war,  King  Edward 
1  from  the  kingdom  —  King 
Edward  takes  care  of  himself — it  is 
our  duty  to  do  the  same  !  " 

Strange  though  it  may  seem,  this 
.  selfishness  went  at  once 
through  the  assembly,  like  a  flash  of 
conviction.  There  was  a  hurst  of  ap- 
ai.d  as  it  ceased,  the  sullen 
explosion  of  a  bombard  'or  cannon) 
from  the  city  wall,  announced  that  the 
warder  had  caught  the  first  glimpse 
if  the  approaching  army. 

Mu.-'cr  Stokuii  started  as  if  tb« 


shot  had  gone  near  to  himself,  and 
dropped  at  once  into  his  seat,  ejacu- 
lating, "  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
us !  "  There  was  a  pause  of  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  several  of  the  corpo- 
ration rose  simultaneously.  The 
mayor,  preserving  his  dignity,  fixed 
on  t  he  sheriff. 

"  Few  words,  my  lord,  and  I  have 
done," said  Richard  Gardyner — "there 
is  no  lighting  without  men.  The 
troops  at  the  Tower  are  not  to  be 
counted  on.  The  populace  are  all 
with  Lord  Warwick,  even  though  he 
brought  the  devil  at  his  back.  If  you 
hold  out,  look  to  rape  and  plunder  be- 
fore sunset  to-morrow.  If  ye  yield,  go 
forth  in  a  body,  and  the  earl  is  not  the 
man  to  sutler  one  Englishman  to  be 
injured  in  life  or  health  who  once 
trusts  to  his  good  faith.  My  say  is 
stud." 

"  Worshipful,  my  lord, "said  a  thiu, 
cadaverous  alderman,  who  rose  next 
— "This  is  a  judgment  of  the  Lord 
and  his  saints.  The  Lollards  and 
heretics  have  been  too  much  suffered 
to  run  at  large,  and  the  wrrath  of 
Heaven  is  upon  us." 

An  impatient  murmuring  attested 
the  unwillingness  of  the  larger  part  of 
the  audience  to  listen  further;  but  an 
approving  buzz  from  the  elder  citi- 
zens announced  that  the  fanaticism 
was  not  without  its  favourers.  Thus 
stimulated  and  encouraged,  the  orator 
continued;  and  concluded  an  ha- 
rangue, interrupted  more  stormily 
than  all  that,  had  preceded,  by  an  ex- 
hortation  to  leave  the  city  to  its  fate, 
and  to  march  in  a  body  to  the  New 
Prison,  draw  forth  live  suspected  Lol- 
lards, and  burn  them  at  Smithfield, in 
order  to  appease  the  Almighty  and 
divert  the  tempest! 

This  Bubjecl  of  controversy,  once 
started,  might  have  delayed  the  audi- 
ence till  the  ragged  staves  of  the 
Warwickere  drove  them  forth  from 
thou-  ball,  but  for  the  sagacity  and 
promptitude  of  the  major- 
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"Brethren,"  lie  said,  "it  matters 
not  to  me,  whether  the  counsel  sug- 
gested be  good  or  bad,  on  the  main  ; 
but  this  have  1  heard, — there  is  small 
safety  in  death-bed  repentance.  It  is 
too  late  now,  to  do  through  fear  of  the 
devil,  what  we  omitted  to  do  through 
zeal  for  the  church.  The  sole  question 
is,  '  Fight  or  make  terms.'  Ye  say 
we  lack  men — verily,  yes,  while  no 
leaders  are  found !  Walworth,  my 
predecessor,  saved  London  from  Wat 
Tyler.  Men  were  wanting  then  till 
the  mayor  and  his  fellow  citizens 
marched  forth  to  Mile  End.  It  may 
be  the  same  now.  Agree  to  fight,  and 
we'll  try  it — what  say  you,  Nicholas 
Alwyn  1 — you  know  the  temper  of  our 
young  men." 

Thus  called  upon,  Alwyn  rose,  and 
such  was  the  good  name  he  had  already 
acquired,  that  every  murmur  hushed 
into  eager  silence. 

'•  My  lord  mayor,"  he  said,  "there 
is  a  proverb  in  my  country,  which 
says,  •  Fish  swim  best  that's  bred  in 
the  sea  ; '  which  means,  I  take  it,  that 
men  do  best  what  they  are  trained 
for!  Lord  Warwick  and  his  men  are 
trained  for  fighting.  Few  of  the  fish 
about  London  Bridge  are  bred  in  that 
sea  !  Cry  '  London  to  the  rescue ! ' —  I 
put  on  hauberk  and  helm,  and  you 
will  have  crowns  enough  to  crack 
around  you.  What  follows  1 — Master 
Stokton  hath  said  it :  pillage  and  rape 
for  the  city  —  gibbet  and  cord  for 
mayor  and  aldermen.  Do  I  say  this, 
loving  the  house  of  Lancaster  1  No  ;  | 
as  Heaven  .shall  judge  me,  I  think 
that  the  policy  King  Edward  hath 
chosen,  and  which  costs  him  his 
crown  today,  ought  to  make  the 
house  of  York  dear  to  burgess  and 
rrader.  He  hat 'a  sought  to  break  up 
.ie  iron  rule  of  the  great  barons — and 
never  peace  to  England  till  thai  be 
done.  He  has  failed  ;  but  for  a  day. 
He  has  yielded  for  the  time  ;  so  must 
we.  '  There's  a  time  to  squint,  and  a 
'•Line  to  look  even.'     I  advise  that  w  e 


march  out  to  the  earl — that  we  mak« 
honourable  terms  for  the  city— that 
we  take  advantage  of  one  faction  to 
gain  what  we  have  not  gained  with 
the  other — that  we  fight,  for  our  profit, 
not  with  swords  where  we  shall  be 
worsted,  but  in  council  and  parlia- 
ment, by  speech  and  petition.  New 
power  is  ever  gentle  and  douce. 
What  matters  to  us  York  or  Lancas- 
ter ? —  all  we  want  is  good  laws.  Get 
the  best  we  can  from  Lancaster — and 
when  King  Edward  returns,  as  return 
he  will,  let  him  bid  higher  than 
Henry  for  our  love.  Worshipful  my 
lords  and  brethren,  while  barons  and 
knaves  go  to  loggerheads,  honest  men 
get  their  own.  Time  grows  under  us 
like  grass.  York  and  Lancaster  may 
pull  down  each  other— and  what  is 
left  1 — Why,  three  things  that  thrive 
in  all  weather — London,  Industry, 
and  the  People !  We  have  fallen  on 
a  rough  time.  Well,  what  says  the 
proverb  ?  '  Boil  stones  in  butter,  and 
you  may  sup  the  broth.'  I  have 
done." 

This  characteristic  harangue,  which 
was  fortunate  enough  to  accord  with 
the  selfishness  of  each  one,  and  yet 
give  the  manly  excuse  of  sound  sense 
and  wise  policy  to  all,  was  the  more 
decisive  in  its  effect,  inasmuch  as  the 
young  Alwyn,  from  his  own  deter- 
mined courage,  and  his  avowed  dis- 
taste to  the  Lancaster  faction,  had 
been  expected  to  favour  warlike  coun- 
sels. The  mayor  himself,  who  was 
faithfully  and  personally  attached  to 
Edward,  with  a  deep  sigh,  gave  way 
{o  the  feeling  of  the  assembly.  And 
the  resolution  being  once  come  to, 
Henry  Lee  was  the  first  to  give  it 
whatever  advantage  could  be  derived 
from  prompt  and  speedy  action. 

"  Go  we  forth  at  once,"  said  he — 
"  go,  as  becomes  us.  in  our  robes  of 
state,  and  with  the  insignia  of  the 
city.  Never  be  it  said  that  the  guar- 
i  the  city  of  London  could 
neither  defend  with  spirit,  nor  make 
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terms  with  honour.  We  give  en- 
trance to  Lord  Warwick.  Well,  then, 
it  must  be  our  own  free  act.  Come  ! 
Officers  of  our  court,  advance." 

"  Stay  a  bit — stay  a  bit,"  whispered 
Stokton,  digging  sharp  claws  into 
A.lwyn'8  arm — "let  them  go  first, — 
a  word  with  you,  cunning  Nick — a 
word." 

Master  Stoklon, despite  the  tremour 
of  his  nerves,  was  a  man  of  such  wealth 
and  substance,  that  Alwyn  might  well 
take  tue  request,  thus  familiarly  made, 
as  a  compliment  not  to  be  received 
discourteously;  moreover,  he  had  his 
own  reasons  for  hanging  back  from  a 
procession  which  his  rank  in  the  city 
did  not  require  him  to  join. 

While,  therefore,  the  mayor  and  the 
other  dignitaries  left  the  hall,  with  as 
much  state  and  order  as  if  not  going 
to  meet  an  invading  army,  but  to  join 
a  holiday  festival,  Nicholas  and  Stok 
ton  lingered  behind. 

"  Master  Alwyn,"  said  Stokton, 
then,  with  a  sly  wink  of  his  eye,  "  you 
have  this  day  done  yourself  great 
credit;  you  will  rise — I  have  my  eye 
on  you  !  I  have  a  daughter — I  have 
a  daughter:  Aha!  a  lad  like  you 
may  come  to  great  things  !  " 

"  I  am  much  bounden  to  yon, 
Master  Stokton,"  returned  Alwyn. 
somewhat  abstractedly — "but  what's 
your  will  ■  " 

"  My  will  ! — hum,  I  say,  Nicholas, 

■  our  advice  I      <lu\\f.  right  not 

to  go  to  blows.     Odds  costard 

mayor  is  a  very  tiger!    Bui  don't  you 

think    it   would  he  wiser  not    to  join 

•  it  i     Edward  1 V".,  an'  he 

me  back,  has  a  long  memory. 

He   deals   at   my    wan.-,   too—  a   goi  'I 

customer  at  a  mercer's;  and    Lord  ! 

nch    money   DC   owes   t    e  city  ! 

— hum— I   would  not  seem  ungrate 

fi.i.  ' 

"  But,  if  you  go  not  out  with   the 
rest,  there  b<  othi  r  m<  r  er    «  ho  will 
have  King  Henry's  countenac 
favour;  and   it  is  easy  to  see  thai   u 


new  court  will  make  vast  cons'xmp- 
tion  in  mercery." 

Master  Stokton  looked  puzzled. 

"  That  were  a  hugeous  pity,  good 
Nicholas;  and,  certes,  there  is  Wat 
Smith  in  Eastgate,  who  would  cheat 
that  good  King  Henry,  poor  man ! 
which  were  a  shame  to  the  city ;  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  Yorkists  mostly 
pay  on  the  nail,  (except  King  Ed- 
ward, God  save  him!)  and  the  Lin 
castrians  are  as  poor  as  mice.  More- 
over, King  Henry  is  a  meek  man,  and 
does  not  avenge— King  Edward  a  hot 
and  a  stern  man,  and  may  call  it 
treason  to  go  with  the  Red  Rose  !  I 
wish  I  knew  how  to  decide !  1  have 
a  daughter  —  an  only  daughter — a 
buxom  lass,  and  well  dowered.  I 
I  would  I  had  a  sharp  son-in-law  to 
aviso  me !" 

"  Master    Stokton,    in    one   word, 

,  then — He  never  goes  far  wrong  who 

j  can  run  with  the  hare  and  hunt  with 

the  hounds.    Good  day  to  you,  I  have 

business  elsewhere." 

So  saying,  Nicholas,  rather  hastily, 
shook  off  the  mercer's  quivering 
fingers,  and  hastened  out  of  the 
hall. 

"Verily,"  murmured  the  disconso- 
late Stokton,  "run  with  the  hare, 
quotha! — that  is,  go  with  King  Ed 
but  hunt  with  the  hounds--. 
thai  is,  go  with  King  Henry.  Odds 
costards!  it's  not  so  easily  done  by  a 
plain  man,  not  bred  in  the  north.  I'd 
jo — home,  and  do  nothing  !  " 

With  that,  musing  and  bewildered, 
the  poor  man  sneaked  out,  and  was 
soon  lost  amidst  the  murmuring, 
gathering,  and  Bwaying  crowds,  many 
amongst  which  were  as  much  per- 
plexed as  himself. 

In  the  meanwhile,  with  his  cloak 
muffled  carefully  round  bie  face  and 
with  a  long,  stealthy,  gliding  stride, 

Alwyn    made     his    way    through     the 

trained    the   river,   enu  red   a 

boat  in  waiting  for  him,  and  arrived 

at  lasl  at  the  palace  of  the  Tower. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE    TRIUMPHAL    ENTRY    OP    THE    EARL— THE    ROYAL   CAPTIVE    IN    THE    TOWER — 
THE    MEETING    BETWEEN    KING-MAKER   AND    KING. 


All  in  the  chambers  of  the  metro- 
politan fortress  exhibited  the  greatest 
confusion  and  dismay.  The  sentinels, 
it  is  true,  were  still  at  their  posts, 
men  at-arms  at  the  outworks,  the 
bombards  were  loaded,  the  flag  of 
Edward  IV.  still  waved  aloft  from  the 
battlements;  but  the  officers  of  the 
fortress  and  the  captains  of  its  sol- 
diery were,  some  assembled  in  the  old 
hall,  pale  with  fear,  and  wrangling 
with  each  other — some  had  fled,  none 
knew  whither — some  had  gone  avow- 
edly and  openly  to  join  the  invading 
army. 

Through  this  tumultuous  and  feeble 
force,  Nicholas  Alwyn  was  conducted 
by  a  single  faithful  servitor  of  the 
queen's  (by  whom  he  was  expected)  ; 
and  one  glance  of  his  quick  eye,  as  he 
passed  along,  convinced  him  of  the 
justice  of  his  counsels.  He  arrived 
at  last,  by  a  long  and  winding  stair, 
at  one  of  the  loftiest  chambers,  in  one 
of  the  loftiest  towers,  usually  appro- 
priated to  the  subordinate  officers  of 
the  household. 

And  there,  standing  by  the  open 
casement. commanding  some  extended 
view  of  the  noisy  and  crowded  scene 
beyond,  both  on  stream  and  land,  he 
saw  the  queen  of  the  fugitive  monarch. 
By  her  side  was  the  Lady  Serope,  her 
most  familiar  friend  and  confidant — 
her  three  infant  children,  Elizabeth, 
Mary,  and  Cecily — grouped  round  her 
knees,  playing  witheach  other,  and  un- 
conscious of  the  terrors  of  the  times ; 
and  apart  from  the  rest  stood  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford,  conferring  eagerly 
with  Friar  Bungey,  whom  she  had 
summoned  in  haste,  to   know  if  his 


art  could  not  yet  prevail  over  enemies 
merely  mortal. 

The  servitor  announced  Alwyn, 
and  ret  red ;  the  queen  turned  — 
"  What  news,  Master  Alwyn?  Quick! 
What  tidings  from  the  lord  mayor?" 

"  Gracious  my  queen  and  lady," 
said  Alwyn,  falling  on  his  knees — 
"you  have  but  one  course  to  pursue. 
Below  yon  casement  lies  your  barge 
— to  the  right,  see  the  round  grey 
tower  of  Westminster  Sanctuary ; 
you  have  time  yet,  and  but  time!" 

The  old  Duchess  of  Bedford  turned 
her  sharp,  bright,  grey  eyes,  from  the 
pale  ami  trembling  friar,  to  the  gold- 
smith, but  was  silent.  The  queen 
stood  aghast ! — "  Mean  you,"  she  fal- 
tered at  last,  "  that  the  city  of  Lon- 
don forsakes  the  king?— Shame  on 
the  cravens ! " 

"  Not  cravens,  my  lady  and  queen," 
said  Alwyn,  rising.  "  lie  must  have 
iron  nails  that  scratches  a  bear — and 
the  white  bear  above  all.  The  king 
has  tied— the  barons  have  fled — the 
soldiers  have  fled — the  captains  have 
fled — the  citizens  of  London  alone  fly 
not;  but  there  is  nothing,  save  life 
and  property,  left  to  guard." 

"  Is  this  thy  boasted  influence  with 
the  commons,  and  youths  of  the 
city?" 

•'  My  humble  influence,  may  it 
please  your  grace,  (I  say  it  now 
openly,  and  I  will  say  it  a  year  hence, 
when  King  Edward  will  hold  his 
court  in  these  halls  once  again) — my 
influence,  such  as  it,  is,  has  been  used 
to  save  lives,  which  resistance  would 
waste  in  vain.  Alack,  alack'  'No 
gaping    against    an    oven,'    gracious 
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lady  !  Your  barge  is  below — Again  1 
pay,  there  is  yet  time — when  the  bell 
tolls  the  next  hour,  that  time  will  he 
prist  !  " 

••  Then  Jesu  defend  these  chil- 
dren !  *'  said  Elizabeth,  bending  over 
aei  infants,  and  weeping  bitterly — 
•  I  will  go  ! " 

"  Hold!"  said  the  Duchess  of  Bed- 
foid,  "  men  desert  us — but  do  the 
spirits  also  forsake?-  Speak,  friar! 
canst  thou  yet  do  aught  for  us]— and 
if  not,  tliinkest  thou  it  is  the  right 
hour  to  yield  and  fly?" 

••  Daughter,"  said  the  friar,  whose 
terror  might  have  moved  pity — "  as 
1  said  before,  thank  yourself.  This 
Warner,  this  —  in  short,  the  lesser 
magician,  hath  been  aided  and  cock- 
ered to  countervail  the  greater,  as  I 
forewarned.  Fly  !-  run  !  fly  !  Verily 
and  indeed,  it  is  the  properest  of  all 
times  to  save  ourselves ;  and  the  stars 
and  the  book,  and  my  familiar,  all  call 
out  — '  off* and  away  !'" 

Pore  heaven  !  "  exclaimed  Alwyn, 
who  had  hitherto  been  dumb  with 
astonishment  at  this  singular  inter- 
lude— "  sith  he  who  hath  shipped  the 
devil,  must  make  the  best  of  him, 
thou  art  for  once  an  honest  man,  and 
a  wise  counsellor.  Hark  '  the  second 
gun  !  The  earl  is  at  the  gates  of  the 
city!" 

The  queen  lingered  no  longer — she 
caught  her  youngest  child  in  her 
arms;  the  Lady  Scrope  followed  with 
the  two  others. — "Come,  follow  (;uick, 
Master  Alwyn,"  said  the  duchess, 
who,   now   that    .-lie  was  compelled   to 

abandon  the  world  of  prediction  and 
soothsaying,  became  thoroughly  the 
plotting,  ready  woman  of 
this  lite  —  "  Come,  your  face  and  name 
will  be  "f  -crvice  to  us,  an'  we  meet 
wii  li  obstruction." 

Alwyn  could  reply,  the  door 
was  thrown  abruptly  open,  and  seve- 
ral of  il (Beers  of  the  household 

ru-heJ  pele-mele  into  the  royal  pre- 
lencc 


"  Gracious  queen  ! "  cried  many 
voices  at  once,  each  with  a  different 
sentence  of  fear  and  warning — "  Fly . 
— We  cannot  depend  on  the  soldiers 
— the  populace  are  up — they  shout 
for  King  Henry  —  Dr.  Godard  is 
preaching  against  you  at  St.  Paul's 
Cross — Sir  Geoffrey  Gates  has  come 
out  of  the  sanctuary,  and  with  him 
all  the  miscreants  and  outlaws — the 
mayor  is  now  with  the  rebels!  Fly! 
—the  sanctuary — the  sanctuary  !" 

"  And  who  amongst  you  is  of 
highest  rank  ? "  asked  the  duchess, 
calmly ;  for  Elizabeth,  completely 
overwhelmed,  seemed  incapable  of 
speech  or  movement. 

"  I,  Giles  de  Malvoisin,  knight 
banneret,"  said  an  old  warrior,  armed 
cap-a-pie,  who  had  fought  in  France 
under  the  hero  Talbot. 

"  Then,  sir,"  said  the  duchess,  with 
majesty,  "  to  your  hands  I  confide  the 
eldest  daughter  of  your  king.  Lead 
on  ! — we  follow  you.  Elizabeth,  lean 
on  me." 

With  this,  supporting  Elizabeth, 
and  leading  her  second  grandchild, 
the  duchess  left  the  chamber. 

The  friar  followed  amidst  the  crowd, 
for  well  he  knew  that  if  the  soldiers  of 
Warwick  once  caught  hold  of  him,  he 
had  fared  about  as  happily  as  the  fox 
amidst  the  dogs;  and  Alwyn,  forgot- 
ten in  the  general  confusion,  hastened 
to  Adam's  chamber. 

The  old  man,  blessing  any  cause 
that  induced  his  patroness  to  dispense 
with  his  astrological  labours,  and  re- 
stored him  to  the  care  of  his  Eureka, 
was  calmly  .and  quietly  employed  in 
repairing  the  mischief  effected  by  the 
bungling  friar.  Ami  Sibyll,  who  at 
the  first  alarm  had  flown  to  his  retreat, 
joyfully  hailed  the  entrance  of  the 
friendly  goldsmith. 

Alwyn  was,  indeed,  perplexed  what 
to  advise,  for  the  principal  sanctuary 

would,    no  doubt,  be  crowded   by  ruf- 
fian- of  the  uoi-t   character;   and  the 

better  lodgments  which  that  place,  a 
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little  town  in  itself,*  contained,  be 
already  pre-occupied  by  the  Yorkists 
of  rank  ;  au«i  the  smaller  sanctuaries 
were  still  more  lia'nle  to  the  same 
objection.  Moreover,  if  Adam  .should 
oe  recognised  by  any  of  the  rabble 
that  would  meet  them  by  the  way,  his 
fate,  by  the  summary  malice  of  a  mol>. 
was  certain.  After  all,  the  Tower 
would  he  free  from  the  populace  ;  and 
as  soon  as,  by  a  few  rapid  questions, 
Ahyvn  learned  from  Silyll  that  she 
had  reason  to  hope  her  father  would 
find  protection  with  Lord  Warwick, 
mid  called  to  mind  that  Marmaduke 
Nevile  was  necessarily  in  the  earl's 
train,  he  advised  them  to  remain 
qniet  and  concealed  in  their  apart- 
ments, and  promised  to  see  and  pro- 
vide for  them  the  moment  the  Tower 
was  yielded  up  to  the  new  government. 
The  counsel  suited  hoth  SiKll  and 


*    The    Sanctuary   of    Westminster    w; 
lirtified. 


Warner.  Indeed,  the  philosopliei 
could  not  very  easily  have  been  in- 
duced to  separate  himself  again  from 
the  beloved  Eureka;  and  Sibyll  was 
more  occupied  at  that  hour  with 
thoughts  and  prayers  for  the  beloved 
Hastings, — afar— a  wanderer  and  art 
!  exile, — than  with  the  turbulent  events 
!  amidst  which  her  lot  was  cast. 

In  the  storms  of  a  revolution  which 
convulsed  a  kingdom  and  hurled  to 
the  dust  a  throne.  Love  saw  but  a 
single  object — Science  but  its  tran- 
quil toil.  Beyond  the  realm  of  men 
lies  ever  with  its  joy  and  sorrow,  it? 
vicissitude  and  change,  the  domain  o 
the  human  heart.  In  the  revolution, 
the  toy  of  the  scholar  was  restored  t« 
him  ;  in  the  revolution,  the  maiden 
mourned  her  lover.  In  the  movement 
of  the  mass,  each  unit  hath  its  sepa- 
rate passion.  The  blast  that  rock« 
the  tree,  shakes  a  different  world  j0 
every  leaf! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


THE    TOWER    IN    COMMOTION. 


On  quilling  the  Tower,  Alwyn 
regained  the  boat,  and  took  his  way 
,lo  the  city  :  and  here,  whatever  credit 
ihat  worthy  and  excellent  personage 
may  lose  in  certain  eyes,  his  historian 
is  bound  to  confess  that  his  anxiety 
for  Sibyl]  did  not  entirely  distract  his 
attention  from  interest  or  ambition. 
To  become  the  head  of  his  class,  to 
rise  to  the  first  honours  of  his  beloved 
city  of  London,  had  become  to  Nicho- 
las Alwyn  a  hope  and  aspiration  which 
made  as  much  a  part  of  his  being:  as 
glory  to  a  warrior,  power  to  a  kin-,',  an 
Eureka  to  a  scholar ;  and,  though 
more  mechanically  than  with  any 
sordid  calculation  or  self-seeking, 
Nicholas  Alwyn  repaired  to  his  Ware 
in  the  Chepe.  The  streets,  when  he 
landed,  already  presented  a  different 
appearance  from  the  disorder  and 
tumult  noticeable  when  he  had  before 
passed  them.  The  citizens  now  had 
decided  what  course  to  adopt ;  and 
though  the  shops,  or  rather  booths, 
were  carefully  closed,  streamers  of 
silk,  cloth  of  arras  and  gold,  were 
hung  from  the  up]  ate;  the 

bali-miies  were  crowded  with  holiday 
gazers;  the  fickle  populace  (the  same 
herd  that  had  hooted  th  meek  Hi  nry, 
when  led  to  the  Tower)  were  now 
shooting,  "A  Warwick!"  "A  <  la- 
rence !  "  and  pouring  throng 
throng,  to  gaze  upon  the  army,  which, 
with  the  mayoi  and  aldermen,  had 
already  entered  the  city.  1 1  ■ 
to  thi  secui ;:;.  of  h  ods,  and 

praised  In-  apprentices  duly  for  their 
care  of  his  interests,  and  their  absti- 
nence from  joining  the  crowd,  Nicho- 
las then  repaired  to  thi  upper  story 


of  his  house,  and  set  forth  from  hi? 
casements  and  balcony  the  richest 
stuffs  he  possessed.  However,  there 
was  his  own  shrewd,  sarcastic  smile 
on  his  firm  lips,  as  he  said  to  his  ap- 
prentices, "  When  these  are  done  with, 
lay  them  carefully  by  against  Edward 
of  York's  re-entry  !" 

Meanwhile,  preceded  by  trumpets, 
drums,  and  heralds,  the  Earl  of  War- 
wick and  his  royal  son-in-law  rode 
into  the  shouting  city.  Behind  came 
the  litter  of  the  Duchess  of  Clarence, 
1  by  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  Lord 
Fitzhugh,  the  Lords  Stanley  and 
Shrewsbury,  Sir  Robert  de  Lytton, 
and  a  princely  cortege  of  knights, 
squires,  and  nobles;  while,  file  upon 
file,  rank  upon  rank,  followed  the 
long  march  of  the  unresisted  arma- 
ment. 

Warwick  clad  in  complete  armour 
of  .Milan  steel — save  the  helmet,  which 
was  borne  behind  him  by  his  squire, 
—mounted  on  his  own  noble  Saladin, 
preserved  upon  a  countenance  so  well 
Bui  ted  to  command  the  admiration  of 
a  populace,  the  same  character  as 
re,  of  manly  majesty  and  lofty 
frankness.  But  to  a  nearer  and  more 
searching  Lra/.e  than  was  likely  to  be 
bent  upon  him  in  such  an  hour,  the 
dark  deep  traces  oi  ty,  and 

D  might  have  been  detected  in 
the  lines  which  now  thickly  inter 
id  once  o  smooi  b 
and  furrowless;  and  his  kingly  eye, 
not  looking,  as  of  old.  righl  forward  as 
he  moved,  casl  unquiet,  searching 
glances  about  him  and  around,  as  he 
bowed  his  bare  lead  from  side  to  side 
of  the  welcoming  thousands. 
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A  far  greater  change,  to  outward 
appearance,  was  visible  in  the  fair 
young  face  of  the  Duke  of  Clarence. 
His  complexion,  usually  sanguine  and 
blooming,  like  his  elder  brother's, 
was  now  little  less  pale  than  that  of 
Kiehard.  A  sullen,  moody,  discon- 
tented expression,  which  not  all  the 
heartiness  of  the  greetings  he  received 
could  dispel,  contrasted  forcibly  with 
the  good-humoured  laughing  reckless- 
ness, which  had  once  drawn  a  "  God 
bless  him  ! "  from  all  on  whom  rested 
his  light-blue  joyous  eye.  He  was 
unarmed,  save  by  a  corslet  richly  em- 
bossed with  gold.  His  short  mante- 
line  of  crimson  velvet,  his  hosen  of 
white  cloth  laced  with  gold,  and  his 
low  horsemen's  boots  of  Spanish 
leather  curiously  carved  and  broidered, 
with  long  golden  spurs,  his  plumed 
and  jewelled  cap,  his  white  charger 
with  housings  enriched  with  pearls 
and  blazing  with  cloth  of  gold,  his 
broad  collar  of  precious  stones,  with 
the  order  of  St.  George ;  his  general's 
truncheon  raised  aloft,  and  his  Plan- 
tagenet  banner  borne  by  the  herald 
over  his  royal  head,  caught  the  eyes 
of  the  crowd,  only  the  more  to  rivet 
them  on  an  aspect  ill-  fitting  the 
triumph  of  a  bloodless  victory.  At 
his  left  hand,  where  the  breadth  of  the 
streets  permitted,  rode  Henry  Lee,  the 
mayor,  uttering  no  word  unless  ap- 
pealed to,  and  then  answering  but 
with  chilling  reverence  and  dry  mono- 
syllables. 

A  narrow  winding  in  the  streets, 
which  left  Warwick  and  Clarence 
alone  side  by  side,  gave  the  former 
the  opportunity  he  had  desired. 

"  How,  prince  and  son,"  he  said  in 
a  hollow  whisper — "is  it  with  this 
brow  of  care  that  thou  saddenest  our 
conquest,  and  enterest  the  capital  we 
gain  without  a  blow?" 

"  By  St.  George  !  "  answered  Cla- 
rence, sullenly,  and  in  ttie  same  tone ; 
"  thinkest  thou  it  chafes  not,  the  son 
of  Richard  of  York,  after  such  toils 


and  bloodshed,  to  minister  to  the  de- 
thronement of  his  kin  and  the  resto- 
ration of  the  foe  of  his  race  1 " 

rt  Thou  shouldst  have  thought  of 
that  before,"  returned  Warwick,  but 
with  sadness  and  pity  in  the  reproach. 

"  Ay,  before  Edward  of  Lancaster 
was  made  my  lord  and  brother," 
retorted  Clarence,  bitterly. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  the  earl,  "and  calm 
thy  brow.  Not  thus  didst  thou  speak 
at  Amboise;  either  thou  wert  then 
less  frank,  or  more  generous.  But 
regrets  are  vain :  we  have  raised  the 
whirlwind,  and  must  rule  it." 

And  with  that,  in  theaction  of  a  man 
who  would  escape  his  own  thoughts, 
Warwick  made  his  black  steed  demi- 
volte ;  and  the  crowd  shouted  again 
the  louder,  at  the  earl's  gallant  horse- 
manship, and  Clarence's  dazzling  collar 
of  jewels. 

While  thus  the  procession  of  the 
victors,  the  nominal  object  of  all  this 
mighty  and  sudden  revolution  —  of 
this  stir  and  uproar— of  these  shining 
arms  and  flaunting  banners — of  this 
heaven  or  hell  in  the  deep  passions  of 
men  —  still  remained  in  his  prison 
chamber  of  the  Tower,  a  true  type  of 
the  thing  factions  contend  for ;  absent, 
insignificant,  unheeded,  and,  save  by 
a  few  of  the  leaders  and  fanatical 
priests,  absolutely  forgotten ! 

To  this  solitary  chamber  we  are  now 
transported  ;  yet  solitary  is  a  word  of 
doubtful  propriety  —  for  though  the 
royal  captive  was  alone,  so  far  as  the 
human  species  make  up  a  man's  com- 
panionship and  solace — though  the 
faithful  gentlemen,  Manning,  Bedle, 
and  Allerton,  had,  on  the  news  of 
Warwick's  landing,  been  thrust  from 
bis  chamber,  and  were  now  in  the 
ranks  of  his  new  and  strange  de- 
fenders, yet  power  and  jealousy  had 
not  left  his  captivity  all  forsaken. 
There  was  still  the  starling  in  its  cage, 
and  the  fat,  asthmatic  spaniel  still 
wagged  its  tail  at  the  sound  of  its 
master's   voice,  or   the   rustle  of  his 
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long  gown.  Aiul  still  from  t lie  ivory 
crucifix  gleamed  the  sad  and  holy  face 
of  the  (iod — present  alway — and  who, 
by  faith  and  patience,  linketh  ever- 
more grief  to  joy,  —  but  earth  to 
heaven. 

The  august  prisoner  had  not  been 
so  utterly  cut  off  from  all  knowledge 
of  the  outer  life  as  to  be  ignorant  of 
Bome unwonted  and  important  stir  in 
the  fortress  and  the  city.  Th 
who  had  brought  him  his  morning 
meal  had  been  so  agitated  as  to  excite 
the  captive's  attention,  and  had  then 
owned  that  the  Karl  of  Warwick  had 
proclaimed  Henry  king,  and  was  on 
his  march  to  London.  But  neithei 
the  squire  nor  any  of  the  offi  :ers  of 
the  Tower  dared  release  the  illustrious 
captive,  nor  even  remove  him  as  yet 
to  the  state  apartments  vacated  by 
Elizabeth.  They  knew  not  what  might 
be  the  pleasure  of  the  stout  earl  or 
the  Duke  of  Clarence,  and  feared  over- 
officiousness  might  be  their  worst 
crime  But  naturally  imagining  that 
Henry's  first  command,  at  the  new 
position  of  things,  might  be  for  liberty, 
and  perplexed  whether  to  yield  or 
refuse,  they  absented  themselves  from 
bis  summons,  and  left  the  whole  Tower 
in  which  he  was  placed  actually  de- 
serted. 

From  his  casement  the  king  could 
see,  however,  the  commotion,  and  the 
crowds  upon  the  wharf  and  river,  with 
the  gleam  of  arms  and  banners  ;  and 
bear  the  sounds  of  "  A  Warwick  ! " 
"A  Clarence!"  "Long  live  good 
Henry  VI.!"  A  strange  combination 
of  names,  which  disturbed  and  amazed 
him  much  !  But  by  degrees,  the  un- 
wonted  excitement  of  perplexity  and 
surprise  settled  bad:  into  the  calm 
serenity  of  his  most  gentle  mind  and 
temper.  That  trust  in  an  all  direct- 
ing Providence,  to  which  he  had 
schooled  himself,  had  (if  we  may  so  Bay 
with  reverence)  driven  his  beautiful 
?oul  into  the  opposite  error,  so  fatal 
lo  the  affairs  of  life;  the  error  that 


deadens  and  benumbs  the  energy  of 
free  will  and  the  noble  alertnosb  of 
active  duty.  \\  hy  strain  and  strive 
for  the  things  of  this  wo-M?  God 
would  order  all  for  the  L..C.  Alas, 
God  hath  placed  us  in  this  world, 
each,  from  king  to  peasant,  with 
nerves,  and  hearts,  and  blood,  and 
passions,  to  struggle  with  our  kind; 
and,  no  matter  how  heavenly  the 
goal,  to  labour  with  the  million  in  the 
race  ! 

"Forsooth,"  murmured  the  king, 
as,  his  hands  clasped  behind  him,  he 
paced  slowly  to  and  fro  the  floor, 
"  this  ill  world  seemeth  but  a  feather, 
blown  about  by  the  winds,  and  never 
to  be  at  rest.  Hark  !  Warwick  and 
King  Henry — the  lion  and  the  lamb  I 
Alack,  and  we  are  fallen  on  no  Para- 
dise, where  such  union  were  not  a 
miracle!  Foolish  bird!" — and  with 
a  pitying  smile  upon  that  face  whose 
holy  sweetness  might  have  disarmed 
a  fiend,  he  paused  before  the  cage 
and  contemplated  his  fellow-captive — 
"  Foolish  bird,  the  uneasiness  and 
turmoil  without  have  reached  even  to 
thee.  Thou  beatest  thy  wings  against 
the  wires — thou  turnest  thy  bright 
eyes  to  mine  restlessly.  Why?  Pant- 
eat  thou  to  be  free,  silly  one,  that  the 
hawk  may  swoop  on  its  defenceless 
prey?  Better,  perhaps,  the  cage  for 
thee,  and  the  prison  for  thy  master. 
Well — out  if  thou  wilt !  Here  at  least 
thou  art  safe  ! "  and  opening  the  cage 
the  starling  flew  to  his  bosom,  and 
nestled  there,  with  its  small,  clear 
voice  mimicking  the  human  sound. 

"  Poor  Henry — poor  Henry !  Wicked 
men — poor  Henry!" 

The  king  bowed  his  meek  head 
over  his  favourite,  and  the  fat  spaniel, 
jealous  of  the  monopolised  caresi,, 
came  waddling  towards  its  master, 
with  a  fond  whine,  and  looked  up  a/ 
him  with  eyes  that  expressed  more  ol 
faith  and  love  than  Edward  of  York, 
the  ever  wooing  and  ever  wooed,  had 
read  in  the  gaze  of  woman. 
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With  those  companions,  and  with 
thoughts  growing  more  and  more 
composed  and  rapt  from  all  that  had 
roused  and  vexed  his  interest  in  the 
forenoon,  Henry  remained  till  the 
hour  had  long  passed  for  his  evening 
meal.  Surprised  at  last  by  a  negli- 
gence which  (to  do  his  gaolers  justice) 
had  never  before  occurred, and  finding 
no  response  to  his  hand-bell — no  at- 
tendant in  the  anteroom — the  outer 
doors  locked  as  usual — but  the  senti- 
nel's tread  in  the  court  below,  hushed 
and  still,  a  cold  thrill  for  amoment  shot 
through  his  blood.  '  Was  he  left  for 
hunger  to  do  its  silent  work  !'  Slowly 
he  bent  his  way  from  the  outer  rooms 
back  to  his  chamber;  and,  as  he 
passed  the  casement  again  he  heard, 
though  far  in  the  distance,  through 
the  dim  air  of  the  deepening  twilight, 
the  cry  of  "  Long  live  King  Henry  !" 

This  devotion  without — this  neglect 
within,  was  a  wondrous  contrast ! 
Meanwhile  the  spaniel,  with  that  in- 
stinct of  fidelity  which  divines  the 
wants  of  the  master,  had  moved, 
snuffling  and  smelling,  round  and 
round  the  chambers,  till  it  stopped 
and  scratched  at  a  cupboard  in  the 
ante-room,   and   then   with   a  joyful  ! 


for  the  most,  part,  the  discipline  in 
which  Warwick  held  his  army,  had 
dismissed  those  stern  loiterers  to  the 
various  quarters  provided  for  them, 
and  little  remained  to  remind  the 
peaceful  citizens  that  a  throne  had 
been'  uprooted,  and  a  revolution  con- 
summated, that  eventful  day.  It  was 
at  this  time  that  a  tall  man. 
wrap  ied  in  his  large  horseman's  cloak, 
passed  alone  through  the  streets,  and 
gained  the  Tower.  At  the  sound  of 
his  voice  by  the  great  gate,  the  sen- 
tinel started  in  alarm  ;  a  few  moments 
more,  and  all  left  to  guard  the  for- 
tress were  gathered  round  him.  From 
these  he  singled  out  one  of  the  squires 
who  usually  attended  Henry,  and 
bade  him  light  his  steps  to  the  king's 
chamber.  As  in  that  chamber  Henry 
rose  from  his  knees,  he  saw  the  broad 
red  light  of  a  torch  flickering  under 
the  chinks  of  the  threshold  ;  he  heard 
the  slow  tread  of  approaching  foot- 
steps, the  spaniel  uttered  a  low  growl, 
its  eyes  sparkling, — the  door  opened, 
and  the  torch  borne  behind  by  the 
squire,  and  raised  aloft  so  that  its 
glare  threw  a  broad  light  over  the 
whole  chamber,  brought  into  full  view 
the  dark  and    haughty  countenance 


bark  flew  back  to  the  king,  and  of  the  Earl  of  \\  arwick. 
taking  the  hem  of  his  gown  between  |  The  squire,  at  a  gesture  from  the 
its  teeth,  led  him  towards  the  spot  it  :  earl,  lighted  the  sconces  on  the  wall, 
had  discovered;  and  there,  in  truth,  the  tapers  on  the  table,  and  quickly 
a  few  of  those  small  cakes,  usually  vanished.  King-maker  and  king  were 
served  up  for  the  night's  livery,  had  alone  !  At  the  first  sight  of  Warwick. 
been  carelessly  left.  They  sufficed  Henry  had  turned  pale,  and  receded 
for  the  day's  food,  and  the  king,  the  a  i'cw  paces,  with  one  hand  uplifted 
dog,  and  the  starling,  shared  them  in  adjuration  or  command,  while  with 
peacefully  together.  This  done,  Henry*  the  other  he  veiled  his  eyes — whether 
carefully  replaced  his  bird  in  its  cage,    that  this  startled  movement  came  from 


bade  the  dog  creep  to  the  hearth  and 
lie  still  ;  passed  on  to  his  little  ora- 
tory, with  the  relics  of  cross  and 
saint  strewed  around  the  Bolemn 
image, — and  in  prayer  forgot  the 
world  !  Meanwhile  darkness  set  in  : 
the  streets  had  grown  deserted,  save 
where  in   some   nooks  and    by-lanes 


the  weakness  of  bodily  nerves,  much 
shattered  by  sickness  and  confinement, 
or  from  the  sudden  emotions  called 
forth  by  the  aspect  of  one  who  had 
wrought  him  calamities  so  dire.  But 
the  craven's  terror  in  the  presence  of 
a  living  foe  was,  with  all  his  meek- 
ness, all  his  holy  abhorrence  of  wrath 


;ithered  groups  of  the  soldiery;  but;  and  warfare,  as  unknown  to  that  roval 
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heart  as  to  tli-  high  blood  of  his 
Hero-sire.  And  bo,  after  a  brief 
pause,  and  a  thought  thai  took  the 
shape  of  prayer,  not  for  safety  from 
peril,  but  for  grace  to  forgive  the 
past,  Henry  VI.  advanced  to  War- 
wick, who  still  stood  dumb  by  the 
threshold,  combating  with  his  own 
mingled  and  turbulent  emotions  of 
pride  and  shame,  and  said,  in  a  voice 
majestic    even    from    its    very    mild- 

"  What  tale  of  new  woe  and  evil 
hath  the  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  War- 
wick come  to  announce  to  the  poor 
captive  who  was  once  a  king  \" 

"  Forgive  me  !  Forgiveness,  Henry, 
my  lord  —  Forgiveness!"  exclaimed 
Warwick,  falling  on  his  knee.  The 
meek  reproach — the  touching  words 
— the  mien  and  visage  altered,  since 

held,  from  manhood  into 
the  grey  hairs  and  bended  form  of 
the  king,  went  at  once  to  thai  proud 
heart  :  and  as  the  earl  bent  over  the 
wan,  thin  hand,  p  signed  to  his  lips, 
a  tear  upon  its  surface  outsparkled  all 
the  jewels  that  it  wore. 

"  Yet  no,"  continued  the  earl,  (im- 
patient, as  proud  men  are,  to  hurry 
from  repentance  to  atonement,  for  the 
one  is  of  humiliation  and  the  other 
of  pride,) — "yet  no,  my  liege— not 
now  (|  j  I  crave  thy  pardon.  No; 
but  when  bcirirt,  in  the  halls  of  thine 
ire,  with  the  peers  of  England, 
■  .-  banner  of  St. 
waving  above  the  throne  which  thy 

servant  hath  rebuilt— then,  when  the 

trumpets  are  Bounding  thy  rights 
without  the  answer  of  a  foe— then, 
when  from  Bhore  to  Bhore  of  fair 
England  the  shout  of  thy  people 
ill  of  heaven — then 
will  Warwick  kneel  again  to  King 
Henry,  and  Bue  for  the  pardon  he 
hath  not  ignobly  won  '" 

k.  sir,"  -aid  the  king,  with 

accents  of  mournful,  ye1  had  reproving 

kindness,  "it  was  nol  amidst  trumps 

and   banners  that  the  Sou  of  Gted  *el 

No,  106. 


mankind  the  exemplar  and  pattern  ol 
charity  to  foes.  When  thy  hand  struck 
the  spurs  from  my  heel — when  thou 
didsl  parade  me  through  the  hooting 
crowd  to  this  solitary  cell,  tlien,  War- 
wick, 1  forgave  thee,  and  prayed  to 
heaven  for  pardon  for  thee,  if  thou 
didst  wrong  me — fir  myself  if  a 
king's  fault  had  deserved  a  subject's 
harshness.  Ivisc,  sir  earl ;  our  Ood  is 
a  jealous  God,  and  the  attitude  of 
worship  is  for  Him  alone." 

Warwick  rose  from  his  knee  ;  and 
the  king,  perceiving  and  compas- 
sionating the  struggle  which  shook 
the  strong  man's  breast,  laid  his  han«l 
on  the  earl's  shoulder,  and  said — 
"  Peace  be  with  thee  ! — thou  hast  done 
me  no  real  harm.  I  have  been  as 
happy  in  these  walls  as  in  the  green 
parks  of  Windsor  :  happier  than  in 
the  halls  of  state,  or  in  the  midst 
of  wrangling  armies.  What  tidings 
now  ! " 

"  My  liege,  is  it  possible  that  you 
know  not  that  Edward  is  a  fugitive 
and  a  beggar,  and  that  Heaven  hath 
permitted  me  to  avenge  at  once  your 
injuries  and  my  own.  This  day, 
without  a  blow,  I  have  regained  your 
city  of  London  ;  its  streets  are  manned 
with  my  army.  From  the  council  of 
peers,  and  warriors,  and  prelates,  as- 
sembled at  my  house,  I  have  stolen 
hither  alone  and  in  secret,  that  I 
might  be  the  first  to  hail  your  grace's 
ion  to  the  throne  of  Henry  V." 

The  king's  face  so  little  changed  at 
this  intelligence,  that  its  calm  sadness 
almost  enraged  the  impetuous  War- 
wick, and  with  difficulty  he  restrained 
from  giving  utterance  to  the  thought 
i — 'He  is  not  worthy  of  a  throne  who 
cares  bo  little  to  possess  it.' 

"  Well-aday  .'"  said  Henry,  sighing, 
"Heaven,  then,  hath  sore  trials  yet 
in  store  for  mine-  old  aure  !  Tray — 
Tray  !"  ami  Btooping,  he  gently  patted 
his  do',  who  kepi  watch  at  bis  feet, 
still  glaring  suspiciously  at   Warwick 

— "  We     are     both     too     old    for    the 
D  D  -•■ 
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cnase  now  ! — Will  you  be  seated,  my 
lord?" 

"  Trust  me,"  said  the  earl,  as  he 
obeyed  the  command,  having  first  set 
chair  and  footstool  for  the  king,  who 
listened  to  him  with  downcast  eyes 
and  his  head  drooping  on  his  bosom 
— "  trust  me,  your  later  days,  my 
liege,  will  be  free  from  the  storms  of 
your  youth.  All  chance  of  Edward's 
hostility  is  expired.  Your  alliance, 
though  I  seem  boastful  so  to  speak — 
your  alliance  with  one  in  whom  the 
people  can  confide  for  some  skill  in 
war,  and  some  more  profound  expe- 
rience of  the  habits  and  tempers  of 
your  subjects  than  your  former  coun- 
cillors could  possess,  will  leave  your 
honoured  leisure  free  for  the  holy 
meditations  it  affects;  and  your  glory, 
as  your  safety,  shall  be  the  care  of 
men  who  can  awe  this  rebellious 
world." 

"  Alliance  !"  said  the  king,  who  had 
eaught  but  that  one  word.  "  Of  what 
speakest  thou,  sir  earn" 

"  These  missives  will  explain  all, 
my  liege.  This  letter  from  my  lady 
the  Queen  Margaret,  and  this  from 
your  gracious  son,  the  Prince  of 
Wales." 

"  Edward!  my  Edward  ! "  exclaimed 
the  king,  with  a  father's  burst  of 
emotion.  "Thou  hast  seen  him, 
then  ? — bears  he  his  health  well  1 — is 
he  of  cheer  and  heart  ? " 

"  He  is  strong  and  fair,  and  full  of 
promise,  and  brave  as  his  grandsire's 
sword." 

"  And  knows  he — knows  he  well, 
that  we  all  are  the  potter's  clay  in  the 
hands  of  God  ?  " 

"  My  liege,"  said  Warwick,  embar- 
rassed, "  he  has  as  much  devotion  as 
befits  a  Christian  knight  and  a  goodly 
prince." 

"Ah!"  sighed  the  king,  "ye  men 
of  arms  have  strange  thoughts  on 
these  matters;"  and  cutting  the  silk 
of  the  letters,  he  turned  from  the 
warrior.     Shading  his  face  witli   his 


hand,  the  earl  darted  his  keen  glance 
on  the  features  of  the  king,  aa, 
drawing  near  to  the  table,  the  latter 
read  the  communicauons  which  an- 
nounced his  new  connexion  with  hia 
ancient  foe. 

But  Henry  was  at  first  so  affected 
by  the  sight  of  Margaret's  well-known 
hand,  that  he  thrice  put  down  her 
letter,  and  wiped  the  moisture  from 
his  eyes. 

"  My  poor  Margaret,  how  thou  hast 
suffered! "  he  murmured  ;  "these  very 
characters  are  less  firm  and  bold  than 
they  were.  Well — well !  "  and  at  last 
he  betook  himself  resolutely  to  the 
task:  Once  or  twice  his  countenance 
changed,  and  he  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion of  surprise.  But  the  proposition 
of  a  marriage  between  Prince  Edward 
and  the  Lady  Anne  did  not  revolt 
his  foregiving  mind,  as  it  had  the 
haughty  and  stern  temper  of  his  con- 
sort. And  when  he  had  concluded  his 
son's  epistle,  full  of  the  ardour  of  his 
love  and  the  spirit  of  his  youth,  the 
king  passed  his  left  hand  over  his 
brow,  and  then  extending  his  right  to 
Warwick,  said,  in  accents  which 
trembled  with  emotion — "  Serve  my 
son — since  he  is  thine,  too  ; — give 
peace  to  this  distracted  kingdom — 
repair  my  errors — press  not  hard  upon 
th gse  who  contend  against  us,  and 
Jesu  and  his  Saints  will  bless  this 
bond  !  " 

The  earl's  object,  perhaps,  in  seek- 
ing a  meeting  with  Henry,  so  private 
and  unwitnessed,  had  been,  that  none, 
not  even  his  brother,  might  hearken 
to  the  reproaches  he  anticipated  to 
receive,  or  say  hereafter  that  he  heard 
Warwick,  returned  as  victor  and 
avenger  to  his  native  land,  descend, 
in  the  hour  of  triumph,  to  extenuation 
and  excuse.  So  aU'rontcd,  imperilled, 
or  to  use  his  own  strong  word,  "  sj 
despaired,"  had  he  been  in  the  former 
ruleof  Henry,  that  his  intellect, which 
however  vigorous  in  his  calmer  moods, 
was  liable  to  be  obscured  and  dulled 
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by  his  passions,  had  half  confounded 
the  gentle  king  with  his  ferocious 
wife  and  stern  councillors,  and  he  had 
thought  he  never  could  have  humbled 
himself  to  the  man.  even  so  far  as 
knighthood's  submission  to  Margaret's 
~ex  had  allowed  him  to  the  woman. 
But  the  sweetness  of  Henry's  manners 
and  disposition — the  Bain  Mike  dignity 
which  he  had  manifested  throughout 
this  painful  interview,  and  the  touch- 
ing grace  and  trustful  generosity  of 
his  last  words — words  which  consum- 
mated the  earl's  large  projects  of 
ambition  and  revenge,  had  that  effect 
upon  Warwick  which  the  preaching  of 
some  holy  man,  dwelling  upon  the 
patient  sanctity  of  the  Saviour,  had  of 
old  on  a  grim  Crusader,  all  incapable 
himself  of  practising  such  meek  » 
cellence,  and  yet  all-moved  and  pen 
trated  by  its  loveliness  in  another, 
and,  like  such  Crusader,  the  represen- 
tation of  all  mildest  and  most  forgiv- 
mg  singularly  stirred  up  in  the 
warrior's  mind  images  precisely  the 
reverse — images  of  armed  valour  and 
stern  vindication,  as  if  where  the 
Cross  was  planted,  sprang  from  the 
earth  the  standard  and  the  war- 
horse  ! 

"  Perish  your  foes !  May  war  and 
storm  scatter  them  as  the  chaff! — 
My  liege,  my  royal  master,"  continued 
the  earl,  in  a  deep,  low,  faltering 
voice.  "  Why  knew  I  not  thy  holy 
ami  princely  heart  before  <  Why  stood 
bo  many  between  Warwick's  devotion 
and  a  king  so  worthy  to  command  it? 
II*. w  poor,  beside  thy  great-hearted 
fortitude  and  thy  Christian  heroism, 
the  savage  valour  of  false 
Bdward  '  shame  upon  one  who  can 
betray  the  trust  thou  bast  placed  in 
him.  Never  will  I  ! — Never!  1  swear 
it!  No!  though  ab  Bngland  desert 
ihee,  I  will  Btand  alone  with  my 
b.va~t  of  mail  before  thy  throne!  oh, 

Would  thai  my  triumph  had  been  less 

peaceful   and   less  bloodless  '     would 
that  a  hundn  d  battle-fields  were  yet 


left  to  prove  how  deeply — deeply  ic 
his  heart  of  hearts — Warwick  feelf 
the  forgiveness  of  his  king  ! " 

"  Not  so —  not  so  —  not  so — not 
battlefields,  Warwick  !  "  said  Henry 
"  Ask  not  to  serve  the  king  by  shed 
ding  one  subject's  blood/' 

"  Your  pious  will  be  obeyed ! " 
replied  Warwick.  "  We  will  sec  if 
mercy  can  effect  in  others  what  thy 
pardon  effects  in  me.  And  now,  my 
liege,  no  longer  must  these  walls  cop- 
fine  thee.  The  chambers  of  the  palac 
await  their  sovereign.  What  ho, 
there  !  " — and  going  to  the  door,  he 
threw  it  open,  and  agreeably  to  the 
orders  he  had  given  below,  all  the 
officers  left  in  the  fortress  stood 
crowded  together  in  the  small  ante- 
room, bareheaded,  with  tapers  in  their 
hands,  to  conduct  the  monarch  to  the 
halls  of  his  conquered  foe. 

At  the  sudden  sight  of  the  earl, 
these  men,  struck  involuntarily  and 
at  once  by  the  grandeur  of  his  person 
and  his  animated  aspect,  buret  forth 
with  the  rude  retainer's  cry,  "A  War- 
wick !  a  Warwick  !  " 

"  Silence  !  "  thundered  the  earl's 
deep  voice.  "  Who  names  the  subject 
in  the  sovereign's  presence '!  Behold 
your  king  ! " 

The  men,  abashed  by  the  reproof, 
bowed  their  heads  and  sank  on  their 
knees,  as  Warwick  took  a  taper  from 
the  table,  to  lead  the  way  from  the 
prison. 

Then  Henry  turned  slowly,  and 
gazed  with  a  lingering  eye  upon  the 
walls,  which  even  sorrow  and  Bolitude 
had  endeared.  The  little  oratory— 
i In  crucifix — the  relics — the  emberb 
burning  low  on  the  hearth-  the  rude 
time  piece — all  took  to  his  thoughtful 
eye  an  almost  human  aspect  of  mel:m 
choi}  am  >i  i  and  the  bird,  roused, 
whether  bj  the  glare  of  the  ligl 
the  recent  ihout  of  the  men,  opt  n<  d 
its  bright  eyes,  and  Buttering  rest 
lessly  to  and  fro,  shrilled  out  its 
favourite  sentence— "  Poor  Henry  '-• 
b2 
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poor  Henry  —  wicked  men  !  —  who 
would  be  a  kins-]" 

"Thou  hearest  it,  Warwick]"  said 
Henry,  shaking  his  head. 

"  Could  an  eagle  speak,  it  would 
have  another  cry  than  the  starling," 
returned  the  earl,  with  a  proud 
mile. 

"Why,  look  you,"  said  the  king, 
,nce  more  releasing  the  bird,  which 
.ettled  on  his  wrist,  "  the  eagle  had 
broken  his  heart  in  the  narrow  cage — 
the  eagle  had  been  no  comforter  for  a 
captive  ;  it  is  these  gentler  ones  that 
love  and  soothe  us  best  in  our  adversi- 
ties. Tray,  Tray,  fawn  not  now,  sirrah, 
or  I  shall  think  thou  hast  been  false 


in  thy  fondness  heretofore  1    Cousin 
I  attend  you." 

And  with  his  bird  on  his  wrist,  his 
dog  at  his  heels,  Henry  VI.  followed 
the  earl  to  the  illuminated  hall  of 
Edward,  where  the  table  was  spread 
for  the  royal  repast,  and  where  his  old 
friends,  Manning,  Bedle,  and  Aller- 
ton,  stood  weeping  for  joy  ;  while  from 
the  gallery  raised  aloft,  the  musicians 
gave  forth  the  rough  and  stirring 
melody  which  had  gradually  fallen 
out  of  usage,  but  which  was  once  the 
Norman's  national  air,  and  which  tha 
warlike  Margaret  of  Anjou  had  re- 
taught  to  her  minstrels  —  "  Tm 
Battle  Hymn  of  Hollo." 
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CHAPTER  I. 


WHBREIS     MASTER    ADAM    WARNER    IS    NOTABLY    COMMENDED    AND    ADVANCED— 
AND    GREATNESS    SAYS    TO    WISDOM,  "THT    DESTINY    BE    MINE,  AMEN." 


The  Chronicles  inform  us,  that  two 
or  three  days  after  the  entrance  of 
Warwick  and  Clarence — viz.,  on  the 
6th  of  October — those  two  leaders, 
accompanied  by  the  Lords  Shrews- 
bury, Stanley,  and  a  numerous  and 
noble  train,  visited  the  Tower  in  for- 
mal state,  and  escorted  the  king, 
robed  in  blue  velvet,  the  crown  on  his 
head,  to  public  thanksgivings  at  St. 
and  thence  to  the  Bishop's 
*  where  he  continued  chiefly 
to  reside. 

The  proclamation  that  announced 
the  change  of  dynasty  was  received 
with  apparent  acquiescence  through 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  king- 
dom, and  the  .•estoration  of  thi  Lan 
castrian  line  seemed  yet  the  more 
firm  and  solid  by  the  magnanimous 
forbearance  of  Warwick  and  his  coun- 
cils. Not  one  execution  that  could  ! 
be  termed  the  act  of  a  private  revenge,  ' 
ttained  with  blood  the  Becond  reign 
of  the  peaceful  Henry.  One  only 
head  fell  on  the  scaffold — that  of  the 


•  Not  to  the  Paliicc  at  Westminster,  as 
some  historians)  preferring  the  Preach  to 
thi    i  '...ihIi  authorities,  bare  insniUiil  that 

palace  was  "lit  of  repair. 


Earl  of  Worcester.*  This  solitary 
execution,  which  was  regarded  by  all 
classes  as  a  due  concession  to  justice 
— only  yet  more  illustrated  the  gene- 
ral mildness  of  the  new  rule. 

It  was  in  the  earliest  days  of  this 
sudden  Restoration,  that  Aly  wn  found 
the  occasion  to  serve  his  friends  in 
the  Tower.  Warwick  was  eager  t° 
conciliate  all  the  citizens,  who,  whe- 
ther frankly  or  grudgingly,  had  sup- 
ported his  cause  ;  and,  amongst  these, 
he  was  soon  informed  of  the  part 
taken  in  the  Guildhall  by  the  rising 
goldsmith.  He  sent  for  Alwyn  to  his 
house  in  Warwick-lane,  and  after 
complimenting  him  on  his  advance  in 
life  and  repute,  since  Nicholas  Lai 
waited  on  him  with  baubles  for  his 

*  Lord  Warwick  himself  did  nut  sit  in 
Judgment  on  Worcester.  He  wan  triedand 
condemned  by  Lord  Oxford.  Though  some 
old  offenoee  In  his  Irish  Government  were 
alleged  against    him,  the   cruelties  which 

rendered  him  a Ilous  were  of  recent  date. 

He  had  (ati  wu  before  took  occasion  to  relate) 
impaled  twenty  pels.. ns  after  Wnrwlok's 
Bight  Into  Prance.  The  Warkworth  Chro- 
olcle  says,  "he  was  ever  afterwnrdes  greatly 
t).  bated  among  the  people  fur  this  dUordy- 
nalt  dtthe  that  lie  used,  contrary  t/i  the 
la«s  nf  tile  lallJe." 
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embassy  to  France,  he  offered  him 
the  special  rank  of  goldsmith  to  the 
king. 

The  wary,  yet  honest,  trader  paused 
a  moment  in  some  embarrassment 
before  he  answered — 

"  My  good  lord,  you  are  noble  and 
gracions  eno'  to  understand  and  for- 
give me  when  I  say  that  I  have  had, 
in  the  upstart  of  my  fortunes,  the 
countenance  of  the  late  King  Edward 
and  his  queen  ;  and  though  the  pub- 
lic weal  made  me  advise  my  fellow- 
citizens  not  to  resist  your  entry,  I 
would  not,  at  least,  have  it  said  that 
my  desertion  had  benefited  my  pri- 
vate fortunes." 

Warwick  coloured,  and  his  lip 
curled.  "  Tush,  man,  assume  not 
virtues  which  do  not  exist  amongst 
the  sons  of  trade,  nor,  much  I  trow, 
amongst  the  sons  of  Adam.  I  read 
thy  mind.  Thou  thinkest  it  unsafe 
openly  to  commit  thyself  to  the  new 
state.     Fear  not — we  are  firm." 

"Nay,  my  lord,"  returned  Alwyn, 
"  it  is  not  so.  But  there  are  many 
better  citizens  than  I,  who  remember 
that  the  Yorkists  were  ever  friends  to 
commerce.  And  you  will  find  that 
only  by  great  tenderness  to  our  crafts 
you  can  win  the  heart  of  London, 
though  you  have  passed  its  gates." 

"  I  shall  be  just  to  al!  men," 
answered  the  earl,  drily  ;  "  but  if  the 
flat-caps  are  false,  there  are  eno'  of 
bonnets  of  steel  to  watch  over  the 
Red  Rose ! " 

"  You  are  said,  my  lord,"  returned 
Ylwyn,  bluntly,  to  "love  the  barons, 
the  knights,  the  gentry,  the  yeomeri, 
and  the  peasants,  but  to  despise  the 
traders — I  fear  me,  that  report  in  this 
is  true." 

"I  love  not  the  trader  spirit,  man 
— the  spirit  that  cheats,  and  cringes, 
and  haggles,  and  splits  straws  for 
pence,  and  masts  eggs  by  other  men's 
blazing  rafters.  Edward  of  York, 
fi  rsooth.  was  a  great  trader  !  It  was 
a  sorry  hour  for  England,  when  such 


as  ye,  Nick  Alwyn,  left  your  green 
villages  for  loom  and  booth.  But 
thus  far  have  I  spoken  to  you  as  a 
brave  fellow,  and  of  the  north  coun- 
tree.  I  have  no  time  to  waste  on 
words.  Wilt  thou  accept  mine  offer, 
or  name  another  boon,  in  my  power? 
The  man  who  hath  served  me,  wrongs 
me, — till  I  have  served  him  again!" 

"  My  lord,  yes ;  I  will  name  such  a 
boon  ; — safety,  and  if  you  will,  some 
grace  and  honour,  to  a  learned  scholar 
now  in  the  Tower — one  Adam  War- 
ner, whom " 

"  Now  in  the  Tower !  Adam  War- 
ner !  And  wanting  a  friend,  I  no 
more  an  exile !  That  is  my  affair, 
not  thine.  Grace,  honour — ay,  to  his 
heart's  content.  And  his  noble 
daughter)  Mort  Dieu!  she  shall 
choose  her  bridegroom  among  the 
best  of  England.  Is  she,  too,  in  the 
fortress)" 

"  Yes,"  said  Alwyn,  briefly,  not 
liking  the  last  part  of  the  earl's 
speech. 

The  earl  rang  the  bell  on  his  table. 
"Send  hither  Sir  Marmaduke  Nevile." 

Alwyn  saw  his  former  rival  enter, 
and  heard  the  earl  commission  him 
to  accompany,  with  a  fitting  train,  his 
own  litter  to  the  Tower.  And  you, 
Alwyn,  go  with  your  foster-brother, 
and  pray  Master  Warner  and  his 
daughter  to  be  my  guests  for  their 
own  pleasure.  Come  hither,  my  rude 
Northman — come.  I  see  I  shall  have 
many  secret  foes  in  this  city — wilt 
not  thou  at  least  be  Warwick's  open 
friend  1 " 

Alwyn  found  it  hard  to  resist  the 
charm  of  the  carl's  manner  and  voice, 
but,  convinced  in  his  own  mind  that 
the  age  was  against  Warwick,  and 
tli.it  commerce  and  London  would  oe 
little  advantaged  by  the  earl's  rule,  the 
trading  spirit  prevailed  in  his  breast. 

"  Gracious  my  lord,"  he  said,  bend- 
ing his  knee  in  no  servile  homage — ■ 
"  he  who  befriends  my  order,  com 
mands  me," 
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The  proud  noble  bit  his  lip,  nnd 
with  a  silent  waive  of  his  hand,  dis- 
missed the  foster-brothers. 

"  Thou  art  but  a  churl  at  best, 
Nick,"  said  Mannaduke,  as  the  door 
closed  on  the  young  men.  "  Many  a 
baron  would  have  sold  his  father's 
hall  for  such  words  from  the  earl's 
lip." 

"  Let  barons  sell  their  free  conduct 
for  fair  words.  I  keep  myself  un- 
shackled, to  join  that  cause  which 
best  fills  the  market,  and  reforms  the 
law.  But  tell  me,  I  pray  thee,  sir 
knight,  what  makes  Warner  and  his 
daughter  so  dear  to  your  lord?" 

"  What  !  know  you  not? — and  has 
she  not  told  you. — Ah — what  was  I 
about  to  say  I " 

"  Can  there  be  a  secret  between  the 
earl  and  the  scholar?"  asked  Ahvyn, 
in  wonder. 

"  If  there  be,  it  is  our  place  to 
respect  it,"  returned  the  Nevile,  ad- 
justing his  manteline — "  and  now  we 
must  command  the  litter." 

In  spite  of  all  the  more  urgent  and 
harassing  affairs  that  pressed  upon 
him,  the  earl  found  an  early  time  to 
attend  to  his  guests.  His  welcome 
to  Sibytl  was  more  than  courteous — 
it  was  paternal.  As  she  approached 
him.  timidly,  and  with  a  downeasl 
eye,  he  advanced,  placed  his  hand 
upon  her  head — 

"The  Holy  Mother  ever  have  thee 
in  her  charge,  child!  —  This  is  a 
father's  kiss,  young  mistress,"  added 
the  carl,  pressing  his  lips  to  her  fore- 
head— "and  in  this  kiss,  remember 
that  I  pledge  to  thee  ran:  for  thy 
fortunes,  honour  for  thy  name — uiv 
h'-art  to  do  thee  seiviee — my  arm  to 
shield  Prom  wrong  I — Brave  scholar, 
thy  lot  has  become  interwoven  with  my 

own — P  ■  hi  \  destiny 

— my  destiny  be  thine  I  Ami 

He  turned  then  to  Warner,  and 
without  further  refi  n  nee  to  a  past, 
which  so  galled  his  proud  spirit,  In 
made  the  scholar  explain  to  bun  the 


nature  of  his  labours.  In  the  mind 
of  every  man  who  has  passed  much  of 
his  life  in  successful  action,  there  is  a 
certain,  if  we  may  so  say,  untaught 
mathesis,— but  especially  among  those 
who  have  been  bred  to  the  art  of  war. 
A  great  soldiei  is  a  great  mechanic — 
a  great  mathematician,  though  he 
may  know  it  not ;  and  Warwick, 
therefore,  better  than  many  a  scholar, 
comprehended  the  principle  upon 
which  Adam  founded  his  experiments. 
But  though  he  caught  also  a  glimpse 
of  the  vast  results  which  such  experi- 
ments in  themselves  were  calculated 
to  effect,  his  strong  common  sense 
perceived  yet.  more  clearly  that  the 
time  was  not  ripe  for  such  startling 
inventions. 

"  My  friend,"  he  said,  "  I  compre- 
hend thee  passably.  It  is  clear  to 
me,  that  if  thou  canst  succeed  in 
making  the  elements  do  the  work  of 
man  with  equal  precision,  but  with 
far  greater  force  and  rapidity,  thou 
must  multiply  eventually,  and,  by 
multiplying,  cheapen,  all  the  products 
of  industry  — that  thou  must  give  to 
this  country  the  market  of  the  world, 
— and  that  thine  would  be  the  true 
alchemy  that,  turneth  all  to  gold." 

"Mighty  intellect— thou  graspest 
the  truth  !  "  exclaimed  Adam. 

•'  But,"  pursued  the  earl,  with  a 
mixture  of  prejudice  and  judgment, 
"gran!  thee  success  to  the  full,  and 
thou  wouldst  turn  this  hold  land  of 
yeomanry  and  manhood  into  one 
community  of  griping  traders  and 
Bickly  artisans.  Mart  Dieul  we  are 
over-commerced  as  it  is — the  bow  is 
alreadj  deserted  for  the  ell  measure 
The  town  populations  are  ever  the 
most  worthless  in  war.  England  is 
begirt    With   mailed    foes  ;    and   if  by 

one  process  shi-  were  to  accumulate 
treasure  and  lose  soldiers,  she  would 
but  tempi  invasion  and  emasculate 
defenders.  Verily,]  aviseand  implore 
turn  thy  wil  and  scholarship 
to  a  manlier  occupation  !  " 
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"  My  life  knows  no  other  object —  I 
kill  my  labour  and  thou  destroyest ! 
me,"  said  Adam,  in  a  voice  of  gloomy 
despair.  Alas,  it  seemed  that,  what- 
ever the  changes  of  power,  no  change 
could  better  the  hopes  of  science  in 
an  age  of  iron  ! 

Warwick  was  moved.  "  Well,"  he 
6aid,  after  a  pause,  "be  happy  in 
thine  own  way.  1  will  do  my  best,  at 
least,  to  protect  thee.  To-morrow 
resume  thy  labours ;  but  this  day,  at 
least,  thou  must  feast  with  me." 

And  at  his  banquet  that  day, 
among  the  knights  and  barons,  and 
the  abbots  and  the  warriors,  Adam 
sate  on  the  dais,  near  the  earl,  and 
Sibyll  at  "  the  mess  "  of  the  ladies  of 
the  Duchess  of  Clarence.  And  ere 
the  feast  broke  up-,  Warwick  thus 
addressed  his  company  : — 

"  My  friends, — Though  I,  and  most 
of  us  reared  in  the  lap  of  war,  have 
little  other  clerkship  than  sufficed 
our  bold  fathers  before  us,  yet  in  the 
free  towns  of  Italy  and  the  Rhine — 
yea,  and  in  France,  under  her  politic 
king — we  may  see  that  a  day  is 
dawning  wherein  new  knowledge  will 
teach  many  marvels  to  our  wiser  sons. 
Wherefore  it  ia  good  that  a  state 
should  foster  men  who  devote  la- 
borious nights  and  weary  days  to  the 
advancement  of  arts  and  letters,  for 
the  glory  of  our  common  land.  A 
worthy  gentleman,  now  at  this  board, 
hath  deeply  meditated  contrivances 
which  may  make  our  English  artisans 
excel  the  Flemish  loons,  who  now 
fatten  upon  our  industry  to  the  im- 
poverishment of  the  realm.  And", 
above  all,  he  also  purposes  to  com- 
plete an  invention  which  may  render 
our  ship  craft  the  most  notable  in 
Europe.  Of  this  I  say  no  more  at 
the  present:  but  I  commend  our 
guest,  Master  Adam  Warner,  to  your 
good  service,  and  pray  you  especially, 
worshipful  sirs  of  the  church  now 
present,  to  shield  his  good  name  from 
that  charge  which  most  paineth  and 


endangereth  honest  men.  For  J6 
wot  well  that  the  commons,  2rorr 
ignorance,  would  impute  all  to  witch- 
craft that  passeth  their  understanding, 
Not,"  added  the  earl,  crossing  himself, 
"  that  witchcraft  does  not  horribly  in- 
fect the  land,  and  hath  been  largely 
practised  by  Jacquetta  of  Bedford, 
and  her  confederates,  Bungey  and 
others.  But  our  cause  needeth  no 
such  aid  ;  and  all  that  Master  Warner 
purposes  is  in  behalf  of  the  people, 
and  in  conformity  with  holy  church. 
So  this  waisall  to  hi3  health  and 
house." 

This  characteristic  address  being 
received  with  respect,  though  with 
less  applause  than  usually  greeted  the 
speeches  of  the  great  earl,  Warwick 
added,  in  a  softer  and  more  earnest 
tone,  "  And  in  the  fair  demoiselle,  his 
daughter,  I  pray  you  to  acknowledge 
the  dear  friend  of  my  beloved  lady 
and  child,  Anne,  Princess  of  Wales  ; 
and  for  the  sake  of  her  highness,  and 
in  her  name,  I  arrogate  to  myself  a 
share  with  Master  Warner  in  this 
young  donzell's  guardianship  and 
charge.  Know  ye,  my  gallant  gentles 
and  fair  squires,  that  he  who  can  suc- 
ceed in  achieving,  either  by  leal  love 
or  by  bold  deeds  as  best  befit  a  wooer, 
the  grace  of  my  young  ward,  shall 
claim  from  my  hands  a  knight's  fee, 
with  as  much  of  my  best  land  as  a 
bull's  hide  can  cover;  and  when 
Heaven  shall  grant  safe  passage  to 
the  Princess  Anne  and  her  noble 
spouse,  we  will  hold  at  Smithfield  a 
tourney  in  honour  of  St.  George  and 
our  ladies,  wherein,  pardie,  I  myself 
would  be  sorely  tempted  to  provoke 
my  jealous  countess,  and  break  a 
lance  for  the  tame  of  the  demoiselle 
whose  fair  face  is  married  to  a  noble 
heart." 

That  evening,  in  thegalliard,  many 
an  admiring  eye  turned  to  Sibyll,  and 
many  a  young  gallant,  recalling  the 
earl's  words,  sighed  to  win  her  grace. 
There  had  been   a  time  when  such 
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honour  and  such  homage  would  have, 
indeed,  been  welcome  ;  but  now,  one 
saw  them  not,  and  they  were  valueless. 
All  that,  in  her  earlier  girlhood, 
Sibylla  ambition  had  coveted  when 
musing  on  the  brilliant  world,  seemed 
now  well  nigh  fulfilled  —  her  father 
protected  by  the  first  noble  of  the 
land,  and  that  not  with  the  degrading 
condescension  of  the  Duchess  of  Bed- 
ford, but  as  Power  alone  should  pro- 
tect Genius- — honoured  while  it 
honours;  —  her  gentle  birth  recog- 
nised ; — her  position  elevated  ;—  fair 
fortunes  smiling,  after  such  rude 
trials;  —  and  all  won  without  servility 
or  abasement.  But  her  ambition 
having  once  exhausted  itself  in  a 
diviner  passion,  all  excitement  seemed 
poor  and  spiritless  compared  to  the 
lonely  waiting  at  the  humble  farm  for 
the  voice  and  step  of  Hastings.  Nay, 
but  for  her  father's  sake,  she  could 
almost  have  loathed  the  pleasure,  and 
the  pomp,  and  the  admiration,  and 
the  homage,  which  seemed  to  insult 
the  reverses  of  the  wandering  exile 

Tin  earl  had  designed  to  place 
Sibyl]  among  Isabel's  ladies,  but  the 
haughty  air  of  the  duchess  chilled 
■  r  girl ;  and,  pleading  the  ex- 
it her  father's  health  required 
hi  i  constant  attendance,  9he  prayed 
permission  to  rest  with  Warner  wher- 
ever he  might  be  lodged.  Adam  him- 
self, now  thai  the  Duchesa  of  Bedford 
and  Friar  Bungey  were  no  longer  in 
the  Tower,  entreated  permission  to 
return  to  the  place  where  he  had 
worked    the    mOBt    BUCCeSSfully    upon 

the  beloved  Eureka,  and,  aa  thi 

.  ace  than  any 
private  home  could  be,  from  popular 
prejudice  and  assault,  Warwick  kindlj 
ordered   apartments,    fa:    mon 

lit  ii'  3  bad  yet  occupied, 
to  be  appropriated  to  the  fathei  and 
daught         -        al   attendant 

i  tn  i hem,  and  di 
of  lettt  '  onoured 

now  than  the  poor  scholar,  who,  till 


then,  had    been    so    persecuted   and 
despised  ! 

Who  shall  tell  Adam's  serene  de- 
light !  Alchemy  and  astrology  at 
rest — no  imperious  duchess — no  hate- 
ful Bungey—  his  free  mind  left  to  its 
congenial  labours  !  And  Sibyll,  when 
they  met,  strove  to  wear  a  cheerful 
brow,  praying  him  only  never  to 
speak  to  her  of  Hastings.  The  good 
old  man,  relapsing  into  his  wonted 
mechanical  existence,  hoped  she  had 
forgotten  a  girl's  evanescent  fancy. 

But  the  peculiar  distinction  showed 
by  the  earl  to  Warner,  confirmed  the 
reports  circulated  by  Bungey — "  that 
he  was,  indeed,  a  fearful  nigromancer, 
who  had  much  helped  the  earl  in 
his  emprise."  The  earl's  address  to 
his  guests  in  behalf  both  of  Warner 
and  Sibyll— the  high  state  accorded 
to  the  student,  reached  even  the 
sanctuary;  for  the  fugitives  there 
easily  contrived  to  learn  all  the  gossip 
of  the  city.  Judge  of  the  effect  the 
tale  produced  upon  the  envious 
Bungey — judge  of  the  representa- 
tions it  enabled  him  to  make  to  the 
credulous  duchess  !  It  was  clear  now 
tn  Jacquetta,  as  the  sun  in  noonday, 
that  Warwick  rewarded  the  evil-pre- 
dicting astrologer  for  much  dark  and 
secret  service,  which  Bungey,  had  she 
listened  to  him,  might  have  frustrated  ; 
and  she  promised  the  friar  that,  if 
■  .1  in  she  had  the  power,  Warner 
and  the  Eureka  should  be  placed  at 
his  sole  mercy  and  discretion. 

The  friar  himself,  however,  growing 
very  weary  of  the  dulness  of  the 
sanctuary,  and  covetous  of  the  advan- 
tages enjoyed  by  Adam,  began  to 
meditate  acquiesci  nee  in  the  fashion 
of  the  day,  and  a  transfer  of  his  alle- 
giance to  the  party  in  power.  Em- 
boldened  by  the  clemency  of  the 
victors — learning  that  no  rcwai 
his  own  apprehension  had  been  offered 

hoping  thai   the  Btoul   earl   would 

foi  jet    or  foi    i .  >■  i  he  old  offence  <>( 

d  effigies    and  aware  of  the 
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comparative  security  his  friar's  gown  ' 
and  cowl  afforded  him,  he  resolved 
one  day  to  venture  forth  from  his 
retreat.  He  even  nattered  himself 
that  he  could  cajole  Adam — whom 
he  really  believed  the  possessor  of 
some  high  and  weird  secrets,  but 
whom  otherwise  he  despised  as  a  very  , 
weak  creature — into  forgiving  his  past 
brutalities,  and  soliciting  the  earl  to 
take  him  into  favour. 

At  dusk,  then,  and  by  the  aid  of 
one  of  the  subalterns  of  the  Tower, 
whom  he  had  formerly  made  his 
friend,  the  friar  got  admittance  into 
Warner's  chamber.  Now  it  so  chanced 
that  Adam,  having  his  own  supersti- 
tions, had  lately  taken  it  into  his 
head  that  all  the  various  disasters 
which  had  befallen  the  Eureka,  toge- 
ther with  all  the  little  blemishes  and 
defects  that  yet  marred  its  construc- 
tion, were  owing  to  the  want  of  the 
diamond  bathed  in  the  mystic  moon- 
beams, which  his  German  authority 
had  long  so  emphatically  prescribed 
— and  now  that  a  monthly  stipend 
far  exceeding  his  wants  was  at  his  dis- 
posal— and  that  it  became  him  to  do 
all  possible  honour  to  the  earl's 
patronage,  he  resolved  that  the  dia- 
mond should  be  no  longer  absent 
from  the  operations  it  was  to  influ- 
ence. He  obtained  one  of  passable 
size  and  sparkle,  exposed  it  the  due 
number  of  nights  to  the  new  moon, 
and  had  already  prepared  its  place  in 
the  Eureka,  and  was  contemplating  it 
with  solemn  joy,  when  Bungey 
entered. 

"  Mighty  brother,"  said  the  friar, 
bowing  to  the  ground,  "  be  merciful 
as  thou  art  strong !  Verily  thou  hast 
proved  thyself  the  magician,  and  I 
but  a  poor  wretch  in  comparison — 
for  lo !  thou  art  rich  and  honoured, 
and  I  poor  ana  proscribed  !  I)<",l_m.  to 
forgive  thin.:  enemy,  and  like  him  as 
thy  slave  by  right  of  conquest.  Oil. 
Cogsbones  !  —  ob,  Gemini  !  what  a 
icwel  thou  bast  got !" 


"Depart!  Thou  disturbest  me, 
said  Adam,  oblivious,  in  his  absorp- 
tion, of  the  exact  reasons  for  his 
repugnance,  but  feeling  indistinctly 
that  something  very  loathsome  and 
hateful  was  at  his  elbow,  and,  as  he 
spoke,  he  fitted  the  diamond  into  its 
socket. 

"  What ! — a  jewel ! — a  diamond  ! — 
in  the — in  the  —  in  the  —  mechani- 
cal !  "  faltered  the  friar,  in  profound 
astonishment,  his  mouth  watering  at 
the  sight.  If  the  Eureka  were  to  be 
envied  before — how  much  more  en- 
viable now!  "  If  ever  I  get  thee  again, 

0  ugly  talisman!"  he  muttered  to 
himself,  "  I  shall  know  where  to  look 
for  something  better  than  a  pot  to 
boil  eggs ! " 

"  Depart,  I  say  ! "  repeated  Adam, 
turning  round  at  last,  and  shuddering 
as  he  now  clearly  recognised  the  friar, 
and  recalled  Ids  malignity.  "Darest 
thou  molest  me  still?" 

The  friar  abjectly  fell  on  his  knees, 
and,  after  a  long  exordium  of  penitent 
excuses,  entreated  the  scholar  to  in- 
tercede in  his  favour  with  the  earl. 

"  I  want  not  all  thy  honours  and 
advancement,  great  Adam — I  want 
only  to  serve  thee,  trim  thy  furnace, 
and  hand  thee  thy  tools,  and  work  out 
my  apprenticeship  under  thee,  master. 
As  for  the  earl,  he  will  listen  to  thee, 

1  know,  if  thou  tellest  him  that  I  had 
the  trust  of  his  foe,  the  duchess  ;  that 
1  can  give  him  all  her  closest  secrets; 
that  I " 

"  Avaunt!  Thou  art  worse  than  I 
deemed  thee,  wretch !  Cruel  and 
ignorant  I  knew  thee — and  now, 
mean  and  perfidious  !  /  work  with 
thee!  I  commend  to  the  earl  a  living 
disgrace  to  trie  name  of  scholar! 
Never!,  If  thou  wantest  bread  <mu 
alms,  those  I  can  give,  as  a  Christian 
gives  to  want  ;  but  trust,  and  honour, 
and  learned  repute,  and  noble  toils, 
those  are  not  for  the  impostor  and 
the  traitor.  There — there — there!" 
And   he   ran    to  a  closet,  took  out  a 
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handful  of  small  coins,  thrust  them 
intc  the  friar's  hands,  and,  pushing 
him  to  the  door,  called  to  the  ser- 
vants to  see  his  visitor  to  the  gates. 
The  friar  turned  round  with  a  scowl. 
He  did  not  dare  to  utter  a  threat,  hut 
!:e  vowed  a  vow  in  his  soul,  and  went 
Ins  way. 

It  chanced,  some  days  after  this, 
that  Adam,  in  one  of  his  musing 
rambles  about  the  precincts  of  the 
Tower,  which  (since  it  was  not  then 
inhabited  as  a  palace)  was  all  free  to 
his  rare  and  desultory  wanderings, 
came  by  some  workmen  employed  in 
repairing  a  bombard  ;  and,  as  what- 
ever was  of  mechanical  art  always 
woke  his  interest,  he  paused,  and 
pointed  out  to  them  a  very  simple 
improvement  which  would  necessarily 
tend  to  make  the  balls  go  farther  and 
■y>re  direct  to  their  object.  The  prin- 
cipal workman,  struck  with  his  re- 
marks,  ran  to  one  of  the  officers  of 
the  Tower;  the  officer  came  to  listen 
to  the  learned  man,  and  then  went  to 
the  Earl  of  Warwick  to  declare  that 
Master  Warner  had  the  most  wonder- 


ful comprehension  of  military  mecha 
nism.  The  earl  sent  for  Warner, 
seized  at  once  upon  the  very  simple 
truth  he  suggested  as  to  the  proper 
width  cf  the  bore,  and  holding  him 
in  higher  esteem  than  he  had  ever 
done  before,  placed  some  new  cannon 
he  was  constructing  undei  his  super- 
intendence. As  this  care  occupied 
but  little  of  his  time,  Warner  was  glad 
to  show  gratitude  to  the  earl,  looking 
upon  I  he  destructive  engines  simply 
as  mechanical  contrivances,  and  wholly 
unconscious  of  the  new  terror  he  gave 
to  his  name. 

Soon  did  the  indignant  and  con- 
science-stricken Duchess  of  Bedford 
hear,  in  the  Sanctuary,  that  the  fell 
wizard  she  had  saved  from  the 
clutches  of  Bungey  was  preparing  the 
most  dreadful,  infallible,  and  mur- 
therons  instruments  of  war,  against 
ssible  return  of  her  son-in  law  ! 

Leaving  Adam  to  his  dreams,  and 
his  toils,  and  his  horrible  reputation, 
we  return  to  the  world  upon  the 
surface — the  Life  of  Action. 


CHAPTER  II. 


TIIK    PROSPERITY    OF    TnE    OUTER    SHOW, — TUE    CARES    CP    THE    INNER    MAN. 


The  position  of  the  king-maker 
a  superficial  observer,  such  as 
might  gratify  to  the  utmost  the  am- 
bition and  the  pride  of  man.  lb-  had 
driven  from  the  land  on.-  of  the  mosl 
gorgeous  princes,  and  one  of  the 
boldest  warriors  thai  ever  gate  upon  a 
throne,  lb-  had  changed  a  dynasty 
without  a  blow.  In  the  alliances  of 
his  daughters,  whatever  chanced,  it 
seemed    certain    ti.  or  the 

other,    i.'.-    posterity  would    be  the  j 
of  England. 

-  victory  app  sared 
to  prove  of  itself  that  the  hearts  of  J 


the  people  were  w  ith  him  ;  and  the 
parliament  that  he  hastened  to  sum- 
mon, confirmed  by  law,  the  revolution 
achieved  by  a  bloodless  sword.* 

Nor  was  thi  re  aught  abroad  which 
menaced  disturbance  to  the  peace  at 
home.  Letters  from  the  Countess  of 
Warwick  and  Lady  Anne  announced 
their  triumphant  entry  at  Paris,  where 
Margaret  of  Anjou  was  received  with 
honours  never  before  rendered  but  to 
a  ' ,»> u  of  Prance. 

A  solemn  embassy,  meanwhile,  was 

*    TjlHQ  %RP,    lllJMK.  i  ■: 
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preparing  to  proceed  from  Paris  to 
London,  to  congratulate  Henry,  and 
establish  a  permanent  treaty  of  peace 
and  commerce.*  While  Charles  of 
Burgundy  himself,  (the  only  ally  left 
to  Edward,)  supplicated  for  the  con- 
tinuance of  amicable  relations  with 
England ;  stating  that  they  were 
formed  with  the  country,  not  with 
?.ny  special  person  who  might  wear 
the  crown  ;+  and  forbade  his  subjects 
by  proclamation,  to  join  any  enter- 
prise for  the  recovery  of  his  throne, 
which  Edward  might  attempt. 

The  conduct  of  Warwick,  whom 
the  parliament  had  declared,  con- 
jointly with  Clarence,  protector  of  the 
realm  during  the  minority  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  was  worthy  of  the 
triumph  he  had  obtained  He  exhi- 
bited now  a  greater  genius  for  govern- 
ment than  he  had  yet  displayed.  For 
all  his  passions  were  nerved  to  the 
utmost,  to  consummate  his  victory, 
and  sharpen  his  faculties.  He  united 
mildness  towards  (he  defeated  faction, 
with  a  firmness  which  repelled  all 
attempt  at  insurrection. + 

In  contrast  to  the  splendour  that 
surrounded  his  daughter  Anne,  all 
accounts  spoke  of  the  humiliation  to 
which  Charles  subjected  the  exiled 
king,  and  in  the  Sanctuary,  amidst 
homicides  and  felons,  the  wife  of  the 
earl's  defeated  foe  gave  birth  to  a 
male  child,  baptised  and  ch-istened 
(says  the  chronicler),  "as  the  son  of  a 
common  man."  For  the  Avenger  and 
his  children  were  regal  authority  and 
gorgeous  pomp — for  the  Fugitive  and 
his  offspring  were  the  b^-nad  of  the 
exile,  or  the  refuge  of  the  outlaw. 

But  still  the  earl's  prosperity  was 
hollow— the  statue  of  brass  stood  on 
limbs  of  clay. — The  position  of  a  man 
with  the  name  of  subject,  but  the 
authority  of  king,  was  an  unpopular 
anomaly  in  England.     In  the  prin- 


*  Rymer.  xi.,  68.'*— 690. 
*  JIihk— lominks.  ;  Habikgton, 


cipal  trading  towns  had  been  long 
growing  up  that  animosity  towards 
the  aristocracy,  of  which  Henry  VII. 
availed  himself  to  raise  a  despotism, 
(and  which,  even  in  our  day,  causes 
the  main  disputes  of  faction)  ;  but  the 
recent  revolution  was  one  in  which 
the  towns  had  had  no  share.  It  was 
a  revolution  made  by  the  representa- 
tive of  the  barons,  and  his  followers. 
It  was  connected  with  no  advance- 
ment of  the  middle  class— it  seemed 
to  the  men  of  commerce  but  the 
violence  of  a  turbulent  and  disap- 
pointed nobilty.  The  very  name 
given  to  Warwick's  supporters  was 
unpopular  in  the  towns.  They  were 
not  called  the  Lancastrians,  or  the 
friends  of  King  Henry — they  were 
styled  then,  and  still  are  so,  by  the 
old  Chronicler,  "  The  Lords'  Party." 
Most  of  whatever  was  still  feudal — 
the  haughtiest  of  the  magnates — the 
rudest  of  the  yeomanry — the  most 
warlike  of  the  knights  —  gave  to 
Warwick  the  sanction  of  their  al- 
legiance;  and  this  sanction  was  dis- 
pleasing to  the  intelligence  of  the 
towns. 

Classes  in  all  times  have  a  keen 
instinct  of  their  own  class-interests. 
The  revolution  which  the  earl  had 
effected  was  the  triumph  of  aris- 
tocracy, its  natural  results  would 
tend  to  strengthen  certainly  the 
moral,  and  probably  the  constitu- 
tional, power  already  possessed  by 
that  martial  order.  The  new  parlia- 
ment was  their  creature — Henry  VI. 
was  a  cipher — his  son  a  boy  with  un- 
known character,  and  according  to 
vulgar  scandal,  of  doubtful  legiti- 
macy, seemingly  bound  hand  and 
foot  in  the  trammels  of  the  arch- 
baron's  mighty  house — the  earl  him- 
self had  never  scrupled  to  evince  a 
distaste  to  the  change  in  society 
which  was  slowly  converting  ai.  dgri 
cultural  into  a  trading  population. 

It  may  be  observed,  too,  that  a 
middle   class  as   rarely   unites  itself 
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with  the  idols  of  the  populace  as  with 
the  chiefs  of  a  seignorie.  The  brute 
attachment  of  the  peasants  and  the 
mobs  to  the  gorgeous  and  lavish  carl, 
seemed  to  the  burgesses  the  sign  of  a 
barbaric  clanship,  opposed  to  that 
advance  in  civilisation  towards  which 
they  half  unconsciously  struggled. 

And  here  we  must  rapidly  glance 
at  what,  as  far  as  a  statesman  may- 
foresee,  would  have  been  the  probable 
result  of  Warwick's  ascendancy,  if 
durable  and  effectual.  If  attached, 
by  prejudice  and  birth,  to  the  aris- 
tocracy, he  was  yet,  by  reputation 
and  habit,  attached  also  to  the  popular 
party — that  party  more  popular  than 
the  middle  class — the  majority — the 
masses  : — his  whole  life  had  been  one 
struggle  against  despotism  in  the 
crown.  Though  far  from  entertaining 
such  schemes  as  in  similar  circum- 
stances might  have  occurred  to  the 
deep  sagacity  of  an  Italian  patrician 
for  the  interest  of  his  order,  no  doubt 
his  policy  would  have  tended  to  this 
one  aim  —  the  limitation  of  the 
monarchy  by  the  strength  of  an  aris- 
tocracy  endeared  to  the  agricultural 
population,  owing  to  that  population 
its  own  powers  of  defence,  with  the 
wants  and  grievances  of  that  popula- 
tion thoroughly  familiar,  and  willing 
to  satisfy  the  one  and  redress  the 
other :  in  short,  the  great  baron 
would  have  secured  and  promoted 
liberty  according  to  the  notions  of  a 
seigneur  and  a  Norman,  by  making 
the  king  Init  the  first  nobleman  of 
the  realm.  I  Ltd  the  policy  lasted 
Jong  enough  to  succeed,  the  subse- 
despolism,  which  changed  a 
limited  into  an  absolute  monarchy 
under  the  Tudora,  would  have  been 
prevented,  with  all  the  Banguinary 
reaction,  in  which  the  Stuarts  were 
the  sufferers.  The  earl's  family,  and 
his  own  "large  father  like  heart," 
had  ever  been  opposed  to  religious 
Der.-ecution  ;  and  timely  toleration  to 
the  Lollard*  might    have  prevented 


the  long  delayed  revenge  of  their  pos- 
terity —  the  Puritans.  Gradually, 
perhaps,  might  the  system  he  repre- 
sented (of  the  whole  consequences  of 
which  he  was  unconscious)  have 
changed  monarchic  into  aristocratic 
government,  resting,  however,  upon 
broad  and  popular  institutions ;  but 
no  doubt,  also,  the  middle,  or  rather 
the  commercial  class,  with  all  the 
blessings  that  attend  their  power, 
would  have  risen  much  more  slowly 
than  when  made  as  they  were  already, 
partially  under  Edward  I  V.,  and  more 
systematically  under  Henry  VII.,  the 
instrument  for  destroying  feudal 
aristocracy,  and  thereby  establishing, 
for  a  long  and  fearful  interval,  the 
arbitrary  rule  of  the  single  tyrant. 
Warwick's  dislike  to  the  commercial 
biasses  of  Edward  was,  in  fact,  not  a 
patrician  prejudice  alone.  It  required 
no  great  sagacity  to  perceive  that 
Edward  had  designed  to  raise  up  a 
class  that,  though  powerful  w-hen  em- 
ployed against  the  barons,  would 
long  be  impotent  against  the  en- 
croachments of  the  crown;  and  the 
earl  viewed  that  class  not  only  as 
foes  to  his  own  order,  but  as  tools 
for  the  destruction  of  the  ancient 
liberties. 

Without  presuming  to  decide  which 
policy,  upon  the  whole,  would  have 
been  the  happier  for  Ensrland — the 
one  that  based  a  despotism  on  the 
middle  class,  or  the  one  that  founded 
an  aristocracy  upon  popular  affection, 
it  was  clear  to  the  more  enlightened 
cs  of  the  great  towns,  that 
between  Edward  of  York  ami  the 
Earl  of  Warwick  a  vast  principle  was 
at  >tike,  and  the  commercial  kimr 
seemed  to  them  a  more  natural  ally 
than  the  feudal  baron;  and  equally 
clear  is  it  to  us,  now,  th.it  the  true 
spirit  of  the  age  fought  for  the  talse 
Edward,  and  against  the  honest  carl. 

Warwick  did  not.  however,  appre- 
hend any  serious  results  from  the 
distaste  of  the  trading  town* 
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His  martial  spirit  led  him  to  despise 
the  least  martial  part,  of  the  popula- 
tion. He  knew  that  the  towns  would 
not  rise  in  arms,  so  long  as  their 
charters  were  respected ;  and  that 
slow  undermining  hostility  which 
■xists  only  in  opinion,  his  intellect, 
o  vigorous  in  immediate  dangers, 
was  not  far-sighted  enough  to  com- 
prehend. More  direct  cause  for  ap- 
prehension would  there  have  been  to 
a  suspicious  mind  in  the  demeanour 
of  the  earl's  colleague  in  the  Pro- 
tectorate— the  Duke  of  Clarence.  It 
was  obviously  Warwick's  policy  to 
satisfy  this  weak  but  ambitious  per- 
son. The  duke  was,  as  before  agreed, 
declared  heir  to  the  vast  possessions 
of  the  house  of  York.  He  was  in- 
vested with  the  Lieutenancy  of  Ire- 
land, but  delayed  his  departure  to 
his  government  till  the  arrival  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales.  The  personal 
honours  accorded  him  in  the  mean- 
while were  those  due  to  a  sovereign; 
but  still  the  duke's  brow  was  moody, 
though,  if  the  earl  noticed  it,  Clarence 
rallied  into  seeming  cheerfulness, 
and  reiterated  pledges  of  faith  and 
friendship. 

The  manner  of  Isabel  to  her  father 
was  varying  and  uncertain  :  at  one 
time  hard  and  cold  ;  at  another,  as  if 
in  the  reaction  of  secret  remorse,  she 
would  throw  herself  into  his  arms, 
and  pray  him,  weepingly,  to  forgive 
her  wayward  humours.  But  the 
^urse  of  the  earl's  position  was  that 
which  he  had  foreseen  before  quitting 
Amboise,  and  which,  more  or  less, 
attends  upon  those  who,  from  what- 
ever cause,  suddenly  desert  the  party 
with  which  all  their  associations, 
whether  of  fame  or  friendship,  have 
been  interwoven.  His  vengeance 
against  one  had  comprehended  many 
still  dear  to  him.  He  was  not  only 
separated  from  his  old  companions  in 
arms,  but  he  had  driven  their  most 
eminent  into  exile.  He  stood  alone 
amongst  men  whom  the  habits  of  an 


active  life  had  indissolubly  connected, 
in  his  mind,  with  recollections  of 
wrath  and  wrong.  Amidst  that 
princely  company  which  begirt  him, 
he  hailed  no  familiar  face.  Even 
many  of  those  who  most  detested 
Edward,  (or  rather  the  Woodvilles,) 
recoiled  from  so  startling  a  desertion 
to  the  Lancastrian  foe.  It  was  a 
heavy  blow  to  a  heart  already  bruised 
and  sore,  when  the  fiery  Raoul  de 
Fulke,  who  had  so  idolised  Warwick, 
that,  despite  his  own  high  lineage,  he 
had  worn  his  badge  upon  his  breast, 
sought  him  at  the  dead  of  night,  and 
thus  said — 

"  Lord  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 
I  once  offered  to  serve  thee  as  a 
vassal,  if  thou  wouldst  wrestle  with 
lewd  Edward  for  the  crown  which 
only  a  manly  brow  should  wear ;  and 
hadst  thou  now  returned,  as  Henry  of 
Lancaster  returned  of  old,  to  gripe 
the  sceptre  of  the  Norman  with  a 
conqueror's  hand,  I  had  been  the 
first  to  cry,  '  Long  live  King  Richard 
— namesake  and  emulator  of  Cceur  de 
Lion  ! '  But  to  place  ut  on  the  throne 
yon  monk-puppet,  and  to  call  on 
brave  hearts  to  worship  a  patterer  of 
aves  and  a  counter  of  beads — to  fix 
the  succession  of  England  in  the 
adulterous  offspring  of  Margaret,* 
the  butcher-harlot — to  give  the  power 


*  One  of  the  greatest  obstacles  to  the 
cause  of  the  Red  Rose,  was  the  popular 
belief  that  the  young  prince  waeinot  Henry's 
•on  Had  that  belief  not  been  widely 
spread  and  firmly  maintained,  the  lords 
who  arbitrated  between  Henry  VI.  and 
Uichard  Duke  of  York,  in  October,  146(1 
could  scarcely  have  come  to  the  resolution 
to  set  aside  the  Prince  of  Wales  altogether, 
to  accord  Henry  the  crown  for  his  life,  and 
declare  the  Duke  of  York  his  heir.  Ten 
years  previously,  (In  November,  1450.)  be- 
fore the  young  prince  was  born  or  thought 
of,  and  the  proposition  was  really  just  and 
reasonable,  it  was  moved  in  the  House  of 
Commons  to  declare  Richard  Duke  of  York 
next  heir  to  Henry,  which,  at  least,  by 
birthright,  he  certainly  w:is  ;  but  the  motion 
met  with  little  favour,  and  the  mover  wa* 
sent  to  tho  Tower- 
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of  the  realm  to  the  men  against  whom 
thou  thyself  hast  often  led  me  to 
strive  with  lance  and  battle-axe,  is  to 
open  a  path  which  leads  but  to  dis- 
honour, and  thither  Kaoul  de  Fulke 
follows  not  even  the  steps  of  the  Lord 
of  Warwick.  Interrupt  me  not  — 
speak  not!  As  thou  to  Edward,  so  I 
now  to  tlifcc,  forswear  allegiance,  and  I 
bid  EhdG  farewell  for  ever!" 

"  I  pardon  thee,"  answered  War- 
wick ;  "  and  if  ever  thou  art  wronged 
as  I  have  been,  thy  heart  will  avenge 
me. — Oo ! " 

But  when  this  haughty  visitor  was 
gone,  the  eai!  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands,  and  groaned  aloud.  A 
defection  perhaps  even  more  severely 
felt  tame  uext.  Katherine  de  Bon- 
vile  had  been  the  earl's  favourite 
sister  :  he  wrote  to  her  at  the  convent 
to  which  she  had  retired,  praying  her 
affectionately  to  come  to  London, 
"  and  cheer  his  vexed  spirit,  and  learn 
the  true  cause,  not  to  be  told  by  letter, 
which  had  moved  him  to  things  once 
farthest  from  his  thought."  The  mes- 
senger came  back — the  letter  unopened 
— for  Katherine  had  tft  the  convent, 
and  fled  into  Burgundy,  distrustful, 
as  it  «ecined  to  Warwick,  of  her  own 
brother.  The  nature  of  this  lion- 
hearted  man  was,  as  we  have  seen, 
ungularly  kindly,  frank,  and  affec- 
and  now  in  the  most  critical, 
the  m)8t  anxious,  the  most  tortured 
period  of  his  life,  confidence  and 
affection  were  forbidden  to  him.  \V  hat 
had  he  not  given  for  one  hour  of  the 
soothing  company  of  his  wife,  the 
only  being  in  the  world  to  whom  his 
pride  could  have  communicated  the 
grief  of  his  heart,  or  the  doubts  of  his 
conscience !  Alas!  never  on  earth 
should  he  hear  that  soft  voire  again  ! 
Anne,  too,  the  gentle,  child-like  Anne, 
was  afar — but  aftewas  happy — a  basker 
in  the  brief  sunshine,  and  blind  to 
the  darkening  clouds.   Hi-  eldeT  child, 

with  her  changeful  Is,  added  bul 

t<i    his    disquiet    and     unh  ; 

No.  107. 


|  Nex1  to  Edward,  Warwick,  of  all  the 
;  House  of  York,  had  loved  Clarence, 
though  a  closer  and  more  domesti- 
intimacy  had  weakened  the  affection, 
by  lessening  the  esteem.  But  look- 
ing farther  into  the  future,  he  now 
saw  in  this  alliance  the  seeds  of  mam 
a  rankling  sorrow.  The  nearer  Anne 
and  her  spouse  to  power  and  fame, 
the  more  bitter  the  jealousy  cf  Cla 
rence  and  his  wife.  Thus,  in  the 
very  connexions  which  seemed  nn»'( 
to  strengthen  his  house,  lay  all  which 
must,  destroy  the  hallowed  unity  ami 
peace  of  family  and  home. 

The  Archbishop  of  York  had  pru- 
dently taken  no  part  whatever  in  the 
measures  that  had  changed  thedynastj 
— he  came  now  to  reap  the  fruits  : 
did  homage  to  Henry  VI.,  received 
the  Chancellor's  seals,  and  recom- 
menced intrigues  for  the  Cardinal's 
hat.  But  between  the  bold  warrioi 
and  the  wily  priest,  there  could  be 
but  little  of  the  endearment  of  bro- 
therly confidence  and  love.  With 
Montagu  alone  could  the  earl  confer 
in  cordiality  and  unreserve  ;  and  their 
similar  position,  and  certain  points  of 
agreement  in  their  characters,  now- 
more  clearly  brought  out  and  mani- 
fest, served  to  make  their  friendship  for 
each  other  firmer  and  more  tender,  in 
the  estrangement  of  all  other  ties,  than 
ever  it  had  been  before.  B'lt  the  mar 
quis  was  soon  com  pel  led  to  depart  from 
London,  to  his  post  as  warden  of  the 
northernmarci.es;  for  Warwick  had 
not  the  rash  presumption  of  Edward, 
and  neglected  no  precaution  against 
the  return  of  the  dethroned  king. 

So  there,  alone,  in  pomp  and  in 
power, vengeance  consummated,  ambi 
tion  gratified,  but  love  denied — with 
an  aching  heart  and  a  fearless  front 
— amidst  old  foes  made  pros /erou*, 
and  old  friends  alienated  and  ruined 
— stood  the  king  maker  !  and,  day  by 
day,  the  untimely  streaks  of  grey 
showed  more  and  more,  amidst  the 
raven  curls  of  the  strong  man. 

B  R  27 
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CHAPTER  III. 


FARTHER    VIEWS    INTO   THE    HEART   OF    MAN,  AND    THE    CONDITIONS   OP    POWER. 


But  woe  to  any  man  who  is  called 
to  power  with  exaggerated  expecta- 
tions of  his  ability  to  do  good  !  Woe 
to  the  man  whom  the  populace  have 
esteemed  a  popular  champion,  and 
who  is  suddenly  made  tlu.  guardian 
of  law  !  The  Commons  of  England 
had  not  bewailed  the  exile  of  the 
good  earl  simply  for  love  of  his  groan- 
ing table,  and  admiration  of  his  huge 
battle-axe — it  was  not  merely  either 
in  pity,  or  from  fame,  that  his  "  name 
had  sounded  in  every  song"  —  and 
that,  to  use  the  strong  expression  of 
the  chronicler,  the  people  "judged 
that  the  sun  was  clearly  taken  from 
the  world  when  he  was  absent." 

They  knew  him  as  one  who  had 
ever  Bought  to  correct  the  abuses  of 
power — to  repair  the  wrongs  of  the 
poor ;  who,  even  in  war,  had  forbidden 
his  knights  to  slay  the  common  men. 
lie  was  regarded,  therefore,  as  a  re- 
former ;  and  wonderful,  indeed,  were 
the  things,  proportioned  to  his  fame 
and  his  popularity,  which  he  was 
expected  to  accomplish ;  and  his 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  English 
character,  and  experience  of  every 
class  —  jgpocially  the  lowest  as  the 
highest, — conjoined  with  the  vigour 
of  his  robust  understanding,  unques- 
tionably enabled  him,  from  the  very 
Orst,  to  put  a  stop  to  the  law  le-.<  vio 
lences  which  had  disgraced  the  rule  of 
Edward.  The  infamous  spoliations  of 
the  royal  purveyors  ceased — the  rob- 
ber-like excesses  of  the  ruder  barons 
and  gentry  were  severely  punished — 
the  country  felt  that  a  strong  hand 
held  the  reins  of  power.  But  what  is 
justice,  when  men  ask  miracles      The 


peasant  and  mechanic  were  astonished 
that  wages  were  not  doubled — that 
bread  was  not  to  be  had  for  asking — 
that  thc>  disparities  of  life  remained 
the  same,  the  rich  still  rich,  the  poor 
still  poor.  In  the  first  days  of  the 
revolution,  Sir  Geoffrey  Gates,  the 
freebooter,  little  comprehending  the 
earl's  merciful  policy,  and  anxious 
naturally  to  turn  a  victory  into  its 
accustomed  fruit  of  rapine  and  pillage, 
placed  himself  at  the  head  of  an 
armed  mob,  marched  from  Kent  to 
the  suburbs  of  London,  and,  joined  by 
some  of  the  miscreants  from  the  differ- 
ent Sanctuaries,  burned  and  pillaged, 
ravished  and  slew.  The  earl  quelled 
this  insurrection  with  spirit  and  ease;* 
and  great  was  the  praise  he  received 
thereby.  But  all-pervading  is  the 
sympathy  the  poor  feel  for  the  poor  ! 
And  when  even  the  refuse  of  the 
populace  once  felt  the  sword  of  War- 
wick, some  portion  of  the  popular 
enthusiasm  must  have  silently  deserted 
him. 

Robert  Hilyard,  who  had  lorne  so 
large  a  share  in  the  restoration  of  the 
Lancastrians,  now  fixed  his  home  in 
the  metropolis  ;  and  anxious  as  ever 
to  turn  the  current  to  the  popular 
profit,  he  saw,  with  rage  and  disap- 
pointment, that  as  yet  no  party  but 
the  nobles  had  really  triumphed.  He 
had  longed  to  achieve  a  revolution 
that  might  be  called  the  People's; 
and  he  had  abetted  one  that  waf 
called  "  the  Lord's  doing."  The  affec- 
tion lie  had  felt  for  Warwick  arose 
principally  from  his  regarding   him 


*  Hall.    Habinotow. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


419 


na  ai»  instrument  to  prepare  society 
tor  the  more  democratic  changes  he 
panted  to  effect;  and,  lo  !  ho  himself 
had  been  the  instrument  to  strengthen 
lhe  aristocracy.  Society  resettled  after 
the  storm  —  the  nohle  retained  his 
armies — the  demagogue  had  lost  hi", 
mobs!  Although,  through  England 
were  scattered  the  principles  which 
were  ultimately  to  destroy  feudalism 
— to  humble  the  fierce  barons  into 
silken  lords — to  reform  the  church — 
to  ripen  into  a  commonwealth,  through 
the  representative  system — the  prin- 
ciples were  but  in  the  germ ;  and 
when  Hilyardmingled  with  the  traders 
or  the  artisans  of  London,  and  sought 
to  form  a  party  which  might  com- 
prehend something  of  steady  policy 
and  definite  object,  he  found  himself 
regarded  as  a  visionary  fanatic  by 
some,  as  a  dangerous  dare-devil  by 
the  rest.  Strange  to  say,  Warwick 
was  the  only  man  who  listened  to 
him  with  attention  ;  the  man  behind 
the  age,  and  the  man  before  the  age, 
ever  have  some  inch  of  ground  in 
common  :  both  desired  to  increase 
liberty  ;  both  honestly  and  ardently 
loved  the  masses;  but  each  in  the 
spirit  of  his  order  :  Warwick  defended 
freedom  as  against  the  throne,  Hilyard 
wis.  Still,  ie.i  w  nli 
standing  their  differences,  ca<-h  was 
so  convinced  of  the  integrity  of  the 
other,  that  it  wanted  only  a  foe  in 
Id  to  unite  them  as  before. 
The  natural  ally  of  the  popular  baron 
was  the  leader  of  the  populace. 

Some  minor,  but  still  serious, griefs 
added  to  the  embarrassment  "t  the 
earl's  position.  Margaret's  jealousy 
had  bound  him  to  defer  all  rewards 
to  lords  and  others,  and  encumbered 
with  a  provisional  council  all  great 
acts  of  government,  all  grants  of 
offices,  lands,  "r  benefits.*  Ami  who 
knowB  not  the  expectations  of  men 
after  a  il    revolution !     The 


*  Shahov  Tinuu  i;. 


royal  exchequer  was  so  empty,  that 
even  the  ordinary  household  was  sus- 
pended;* and  as  ready  money  was 
then  prodigiously  scarce,  the  mighty 
revenues  of  Warwick  barely  sufficed 
to  pay  the  expenses  of  the  expedition, 
which,  at  his  own  cost,  had  restored 
the  Lancastrian  line.  Hard  position, 
both  to  generosity  and  to  prudence, 
to  put  off  and  apologise  to  just  claims, 
and  valiant  service! 

With  intense,  wearying,  tortured 
anxiety,  did  tne  earl  await  the  coming 
of  Margaret  and  her  son.  The  condi- 
tions imposed  on  him  in  their  absence 
crippled  ail  his  resources.  Several 
even  of  the  Lancastrian  nobles  held 
aloof,  while  they  saw  no  authority  but 
Warwick's.  Above  all,  he  relied  upon 
the  effect  that  the  young  Prince  of 
Wales's  presence,  his  beauty,  his  gra 
ciousness,  his  frank  spirit — mild  as 
his  father's,  bold  as  his  grandsire's — 
would  create  upon  all  that  inert  and 
neutral  mass  of  the  public,  the  affec- 
tion of  which,'  once  gained,  makes  the 
solid  strength  of  a  government.  The 
very  appearance  of  that  prince  would 
at  once  dispel  the  slander  on  his  birth. 
His  resemblance  to  his  her<  ic  grand- 
father would  suffice  to  win  him  all  the 
hearts  by  which,  in  absence,  he  was 
regarded  as  a  stranger,  a  dubious 
alien.  How  often  did  the  earl  groan 
forth — "  If  the  prince  were  but  here, 
all  were  won  ! "  Henry  was  worse 
than  a  cipher — he  was  an  eternal  em- 
barrassment. His  good  intentions, 
his  scrupulous  piety,  made  him  ever 
ready  to  interfere.  The  church  had 
gut  hold  ot  him  already,  and  i.rompted 
him  to  issue  proclamations  against 
the  disguised  Lollards,  which  would 
have  lost  him,  at  one  stroke,  half  his 
This  Warwick  prevented, 
to  th"  great  discontent  of  the  honest 
prince.  The  moment  required  all  the 
prestige   that  an    imposing  presence 


*  Sir  ICi  p  is'b  Original  Letter t,  from  Hor 
:.  [an  M83  .  second  «  n.--.,  vol.  I.,  letter  42 
I  ;.  2 
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and  a  splendid  court  could  bestow. 
And  Henry,  glad  of  the  poverty  of 
his  exchequer,  deemed  it  a  sin  to 
make  a  parade  of  earthly  glory. 
'  Heaven  will  punish  me  again,"  said 
he,  meekly,  "if,  just  delivered  from  a 
dungeon,  I  gild  my  unworthy  self 
with  all  the  vanities  of  perishable 
power." 

There  was  not  a  department  which 
the  chill  of  this  poor  king's  virtue 
did  not  somewhat  benumb.  The 
gay  youths,  who  had  revelled  in 
the  alluring  court  of  Edward  IV., 
heard,  with  disdainful  mockery,  the 
grave  lectures  of  Henry  on  the  length 
of  their  lovelocks  and  the  beakers  of 
their  shoes.  The  brave  warriors  pre- 
sented to  him  for  praise  were  enter- 
tained ivith  homilies  on  the  guilt  of 
war.  Even  poor  Adam  was  molested 
and  invaded  by  Henry's  pious  appre- 
hensions that  he  was  seeking,  by  vain 
knowledge,  to  be  superior  to  the  will 
of  Providence. 

Yet,  albeit  perpetually  irritating 
and  chafing  the  impetuous  spirit  of 
the  earl,  the  earl,  strange  to  say, 
loved  the  king  more  and  more.  This 
perfect  innocence,  this  absence  from 
guile  and  self-seeking,  in  the  midst  of 
an  age  never  excelled  for  fraud,  false- 
hood, and  selfish  simulation,  moved 
Warwick's  admiration  as  well  as  pity. 
Whatever  contrasted  Edward  IV. 
Jad  a  charm  for  him.  He  schooled 
his  hot  temper,  and  softened  his 
deep  voice,  in  that  holy  presence; 
and  the  intimate  persuasion  of  the 
hollowness  of  all  worldly  greatness, 
which  worldly  greatness  itself  had 
forced  upon  the  earl's  mind,  made 
something  congenial  between  the 
meek  saint  and  the  fiery  warrior. 
For  the  hundredth  time  groaned  War- 
wick,as  he  quitted  Henry's  presence — 

"  Would  that  my  gallant  son-in  law 
tvere  come  !  his  spirit  will  soon  learn 
how  to  govern,  then  Warwick  may  lie 
needed  no  more  !     I  am  weai 
M'eary  of  the  task  of  ruling  men  I  " 


"Holy  St.  Thomas!"  bluntly  ex- 
claimed  Mannaduke,  to  whom  these 
sad  words  were  said—  "  whene\er  you 
visit  the  king,  you  come  back— par- 
don me,  my  lord — half  unmanned. 
He  would  make  a  monk  of  you  !" 

"Ah!"  said  Warwick,  thought- 
fully— "  there  have  been  greater  mar- 
vels than  that.  Our  boldest  fathers 
often  died  the  meekest  shavelings. 
An'  I  had  ruled  this  realm  as  long  as 
Henry, — nay,  an'  this  same  life  I  lead 
now  were  to  continue  two  years,  with 
its  broil  and  fever,  I  could  well  con- 
ceive the  sweetness  of  the  cloister  and 
repose.  How  sits  the  wind  !  Against 
them  still  — against  them  still!  I 
cannot  bear  this  suspense  !  " 

The  winds  had  ever  seemed  malig- 
nant to  Margaret  of  Anjou,  but  never 
more  than  now.  So  long  a  continu- 
ance of  stormy  and  adverse  weather 
was  never  known  in  the  memory  of 
man ;  and  we  believe  that  it  has 
scarcely  its  parallel  in  history. 

The  earl's  promise  to  restore  King 
Henry  was  fulfilled  in  October.  From 
November  to  the  following  April, 
Margaret  with  the  young  and  royal 
pair,  and  the  Countess  of  Warwick, 
lay  at  the  sea-side,  waiting  for  a  «  hid.* 
Thrice,  in  defiance  of  all  warnings 
from  the  mariners  of  Harfleur  did  she 
put  to  sea,  and  thrice  was  she  driven 
back  on  the  coast  of  Normandy — her 
ships  much  damaged.  Her  friends 
protested  that  this  malice  of  the  ele- 
ments was  caused  by  sorceryt — a 
belief  which  gained  ground  in  Eng 
land,  exhilarated  t lie  Duchess  of  Bed 
ford,  and  gave  new  fame  to  Bungey, 
who  arrogated  all  the  merit,  and 
whose  weather  wisdom,  indeed,  had 
here  borne  out  his  predictions.  Many 
besought  Margaret  not  to  tempt  Pro- 
vidence, nor  to  trust  the  sea  ;  but  the 
queen  was  firm  to  her  purpose,  and 
her  son  laughed  at  omens — yet  still 

*  Fabyam,  502 
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the  vessels  could  only  leave  the  har- 
bour to  he  driven  hack  upon  the  land. 
Day  after  day,  the  first  question  of 
Warwick,  when  the  sun  rose,  was, 
'•  How  sets  the  wind?"  Night  after 
night,  ere  he  retired  to  rest — "  III  sets 
the  wind  !"  sighed  the  earl.  The 
gales  that  forbade  the  coming  of  the 
royal  party,  sped  to  the  unwilling 
lingerers — courier  after  courier — en- 
voy after  envoy,  and  at  length  War- 


wick, unable  to  bear  the  sickening 
suspense  at  distance,  went  himself  to 
Dover,*  and  from  its  white  clifft 
looked,  hour  by  hour,  for  the  sails 
which  were  to  bear  '  Lancaster  and 
its  fortunes.'  The  actual  watch  grew 
more  intolerable  than  the  distant  ex- 
pectation, and  the  earl  sorrowfully 
departed  to  his  castle  of  Warwick,  at 
which  Isabel  and  Clarence  then  were. 
Alas !  where  the  old  smile  of  home  ? 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    RETURN    OF    EDWARD    OP    YORK. 


And  the  winds,  still  blew,  and  storm 
was  on  the  tide,  and  Margaret  came 
not;  when,  in  the  gusty  month  of 
March,  the  tishermen  of  the  Hmnber 
beheld  a  single  ship,  without  flag  or 
pennon,  and  sorely  Stripped  and 
rivelled  by  adverse  blasts,  gallantly 
struggling  towards  the  shore.  The 
-  not  of  English  build,  and 
resembled,  in  its  bulk  and  fashion; 
those  employed  by  the  Easterlings  in 
their  trade; — half  merchantman,  half 
war  ship. 

The  villagers  of  Ravenspur — the 
creek  of  which,  the  vessel  now  rapidly 
made  to — imagining  that  it  v. 
trading  craft  in  distress,  grouped 
round  the  banks,  and  some  put  out 
t)i<-ir  boats.  Hut  the  vessel  held  on! 
!>  way,  and,  r  «;is  swelled 

a    the    tide,    and    unusually    deep, 
lilentlv  cast  anchor  close  ashore,  a 
r  of  a  mile  from  the  crowd. 

The  tir-t  who  leapt  on  land,  was  a 
kui'.'ht  of  lofty  stature,  and  in  com 
rmonr,  richly  inlaid  witl 
lues.  To  him  succeeded  an- 
other, also  in  mail,  and,  though  well- 
built  ami  fair-proportioned,  of  lese 
imposing  presence.  And  then,  one 
by  one,  the  womb  of  the  dark  ship 
L'av-  forth  anumW  of  armed  soldiers. ' 


infinitely  larger  than  it  could  have 
been  supposed  to  contain,  till  the 
knight,  who  first  landed,  stood  the 
centre  of  a  group  of  five  hundred 
men.  Then,  were  lowered  from  the 
vessel,  barbed  and  caparisoned,  some 
five  score  horses ;  and,  finally,  the 
sailors  and  rowers,  armed  but  witl 
steel  caps  and  short  swords,  came  on 
shore,  till  not  a  man  was  left  on 
board. 

"Now  praise,"  said  the  chief  knight, 
"to  God  and  St.  George,  that  we  have 
escaped  the  water!  and  not  with  in- 
visible winds,  but  with  bodily  foes 
must  our  war  be  waged." 

"  Beau  sir- ,"  cried  one  knight  who 
bad  debarked  immediately  after  the 
Bpeaker,  and  who  seemed,  from  his 
bearing  and  equipment,  of  higher 
rank  than  those  that  followed — "beau 
sire,  this  is  a  Blight  army  to  reconquer 
a  king's  realm  !  Pray  Heaven,  that 
our  bold  companions  have  also  escaped 
the  decj,! " 

"  Why   verily,  we  are  not  eno',  at 

;    to  spare  one  man,"  said  the 

chief  knight  gaily,  but,  lo  '  we  are  not 

without  wc],  miners."     And  he  pointed 

to  the  crowd  of  villagers   «vho   now 


<22 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


slowly  neared  the  warlike  group,  but 
halting  at  a  little  distance,  continued 
to  gaze  at  them  in  gome  anxiety  and 
alarm. 

"Ho  there!  good  fellows!"  cried 
the  leader,  striding  towards  the  throng 
— "  what  name  give  you  to  this 
village  1 " 

"  Ravenspur,  please  your  worship," 
answered  one  of  the  peasants. 

"  Ravenspur — hear  you  that,  lords 
and  friends]  Accept  the  omen  !  On 
this  spot  landed,  from  exile,  Henry  of 
Bolingbroke,  known,  afterwards,  in 
our  annals  as  King  Henry  IV.  !  Bare 
is  the  soil  of  corn  and  of  trees — it  dis- 
dains meaner  fruit ;  it  groivs  hings ! 
Hark!" — The  sound  of  a  bugle  was 
heard  at  a  little  distance,  and  in  a  few 
moments,  a  troop  of  about  a  hundred 
men  were  seen  rising  above  an  undu- 
lation in  the  ground,  and  as  the  two 
bands  recognised  each  other,  a  shout 
of  joy  was  given  and  returned. 

As  this  new  reinforcement  advanced, 
the  peasantry  and  fishermen,  attracted 
by  curiosity  and  encouraged  by  the 
peaceable  demeanour  of  the  debarkers, 
drew  nearer,  and  mingled  with  the 
first  comers. 

"  What  manner  of  men,  be  ye,  and 
what  want  ye!"  asked  one  of  the  by- 
standers, who  seemed  of  better  nur- 
taring  than  the  rest,  and  who,  indeed, 
was  a  small  franklin. 

No  answer  was  returned  by  those 
he  more  immediately  addressed,  but 
the  chief  knight  heard  the  question, 
and  suddenly  unbuckling  his  helmet,  j 
and  giving  it  to  one  of  those  beside] 
him,  he  turned  to  the  crowd  a  counte- 
nance of  singular  beauty,  at  ence  ani- 
mated and  majestic,  and  said,  in  a 
loud  voice,  "We  are  Englishmen,  like 
you,  and  we  come  here  to  claim  our 
rights.  Ye  seem  tall  fellows  and 
honest.  Standard-bearer,  unfurl  our 
flag!"  And,  as  the  ensign  suddenly 
displayed  the  device  of  a  sun,  in  a 
field  azure,  the  chief  continued, 
"  March  under  this  banner,  and  for 


every  day  ye  serve,  ye  shall  have  a 
month's  hire." 

"  Marry  !"  quoth  the  franklin,  with 
a  suspicious,  sinister  look,  "  these  be 
big  words.  And  who  are  you,  sir 
knight,  who  would  levy  men  in  King 
Henry's  kingdom  V 

"  Your  knees,  fellows  ! "  cried  the 
second  knight.  "  Behold  your  true 
liege  and  suzerain,  Edward  IV. !  Long 
live  King  Edward  ! " 

The  soldiers  caught  up  the  cry,  and 
it  was  re-echoed  lustily  by  the  smaller 
detachment  that  now  reached  the 
spot ;  but  no  answer  came  from  the 
crowd.  They  lookeu  at  each  other  in 
dismay,  and  retreated  rapidly  from 
their  place  amongst  the  troops.  In 
fact,  the  whole  of  the  neighbouring 
district  was  devoted  to  Warwick,  and 
many  of  the  peasantry  about  had 
joined  the  former  rising  under  Sir 
John  Coniers.  The  franklin  alone 
retreated  not  with  the  rest ;  he  was  a 
bluff,  plain,  bold  fellow,  with  good 
English  blood  in  his  veins.  And  when 
the  shout  ceased,  he  said,  shortly, 
"  We,  hereabouts,  know  no  king  but 
King  Henry.  We  fear  you  would  im- 
pose upon  us.  We  cannot  believe  that 
a  great  lord  like  him  you  call  Edward 
IV.  would  land,  with  a  handful  of  men, 
to  encounter  the  armies  of  Lord  War- 
wick. We  forewarn  you  to  get  into 
your  ship,  and  go  back  as  fast  as  ye 
came,  for  the  stomacn  of  England  is 
sick  of  brawls  and  blows ;  and  what 
ye  devise  is  treason  ! " 

Forth  from  the  new  detachment 
stepped  a  youth  of  small  stature,  not 
in  armour,  and  with  many  a  weather 
stain  on  his  gorgeous  dress.  He  laid 
his  hand  upon  the  franklin's  shoulder, 
"  Honest  and  plain-dealing  fellow," 
said  he,  "  you  are  right  :  pardon  the 
foolish  outburst  of  these  brave  men, 
who  cannot  forget  as  yet  that  their 
chief  has  worn  the  crown.  We  come 
back  not  to  disturb  this  realm,  nor  to 
affect  aught  against  King  Henry 
whom  the  saints  have  favoured.     No 
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by  St.  Paul,  we  come  but  back  to  claim 
our  lands  unjustly  forfeit.  My  noble 
brothel  here  is  not  king  of  England, 
sii.ee  the  people  will  it  not.  but  he  is 
Duke  of  York,  and  he  will  be  con- 
tended if  assured  of  the  style  and  lands 
our  father  left  him.  For  me,  .•ailed 
Richard  of  Gloucester,  I  ask  nothing, 
hut  leave  to  spend  my  manhood  where 
I  have  spent  my  youth,  under  the  eyes 
of  my  renowned  godfather,  Richard 
Xt.'ile,  Earl  of  Warwick.  So  report 
e:  us.      Whither  leads  yon  road  {" 

"  To  York,"  said  the  franklin, 
softened,  despite  his  judgment,  by 
the  irresistible  suavity  of  the  voice 
that  addressed  him. 

"Thither  will  we  go,  my  lord  duke 
and  brother,  with  your  leave,"  said 
Prince  Richard,  "  peaceably  and  as 
petitioners.  God  ^ave  ye,  friends  and 
countrymen,  pray  for  us.  that  King 
a..  1  the  parliament  may  do  us 
justice.  We  are  not  over  rich  now, 
but  better  times inay  come.  Largess!-' 
and  filling  both  hands  with  coins  from 
his  'jip-ire.  he  tossed  the  bounty 
amonur  the  peasants. 

"Mitte  tonnere!  What  means  he 
with  this  humble  tal';  of  King  Henry 
and  the  parliament  .'"  whispered  Ed- 
ward to  the  Lord  Say,  while  the 
crowd  scrambled  for  the  largess,  and 
Richard  smilingly  mingled  amongst 
them,  and  conferred  with  the  franklin. 

•■  Lei   him   alone,  I    pray  you,   my 
J8  his  wise  design.     And 
now  for  our  ships.      What  orders  for 
the  ma 

"  For  tl ther  vessels  let  them 

■ail  or  anchor  a-  they  list.     But  for 
■'.   that  has  liorne  Ivlward  king 
md  to  tie-    land  of   ln- 
tors  there  is  .:■■  return  !" 

Theioyal  adv. -nt opt  then  beckoned 
r  "!'  t  he  ship,  who, 

with  every  sailor  aboard,  had  debarked, 

and  tie  ee  ..t  the  mariners 

made  a  strong  contrast   to  thi 

if  the  warriors  with  whom  they 
tuingled. 


"  Friend  !"  said  Edward,  in  French, 
"  thou  hast  said  that  thou  wilt  share 
my  fortunes,  and  that  thy  good  fellows 
are  no  less  free  of  courage  and  leal  in 
trust." 

"  It  is  so,  sire.  Not  a  man  who  has 
gazed  on  thy  face,  aud  heard  thy 
voice,  but  longs  to  serve  one  on  whose 
brow  Nature  has  written  king." 

"  And  trust  me,"  said  Edward,  "  no 
prince  of  myblood  shall  be  dearer  tome 
than  you  and  yours,  my  friends  in  dan- 
ger and  in  need.  And  sith  it  be  so,  the 
ship  that  hath  borne  such  hearts  and 
such  hopes  should,  in  sooth,  know  no 
meaner  freight.     Is  all  prepared  V 

"  Yes,  sire,  as  you  ordered.  The 
train  is  laid  for  the  brennen." 

"  Up,  then,  with  the  fiery  signal, 
and  let  it  tell,  from  cliff  to  cliff,  from 
town  to  town,  that  Edward  the  Plan- 
tagenet,  once  returned  to  England 
leaves  it  but  tor  the  urave  !" 

The  master  bowed,  ami  smile- 
grimly.  The-  sailors,  who  had  beei 
prepared  for  the  burning,  arranged 
before  between  the  master  and  the 
prince,  and  whose  careless  hearts  Ed- 
ward had  thoroughly  won  to  his  per- 
son and  his  cause,  followed  the  former 
towards  the  ship,  and  stood  silently 
grouped  around  the  shore.  The  sol- 
diers, less  informed,  gazed  idly  on, 
and  Richard  now  regained  Edward'* 
side. 

"  Reflect,"  he  said,  as  he  drew  him 
apart,  "  that,  when  on  this  spot  landed 
Henry  of  Bolingbroke,  he  gave  not  out 
that  he  was  marching  to  the  throne 
of  Richard  II.  He  professed  but  to 
claim  his  duchy — and  men  were  in- 
fbien.-ed  by  justice,  till  they  became 
agents  of  ambition.  This  be  youi 
policy: — with  two  thousand  men  you 
arc  but  Duke  of  York;  with  ten 
thousand  men  you  are  King  of  Eng- 
land !  In  passing  hither,  I  met  with 
many,  and  Bounding  the  temper  of 
the  district,  I  find  il  noi  ripe  to  share 
your  hazard.  The  world  soon  ripens 
when  it  hath  to  hail  buccess!" 
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"0  young  boy's  smooth  face !— 0 
old  man's  deep  brain  !"  said  Edward, 
admiringly—"  what  a  king  hadst  thou 
made!" 

A  sudden  flush  passed  over  the 
prince's  pale  cheek,  and,  ere  it  died 
away,  a  flaming  torch  was  hurled  aloft 
in  the  aii — it  fell  whirling  into  the 
ship  —  a  moment,  and  a  loud  crash 
— a  moment,  and  a  mighty  blaze ! 
Up  sprung  from  the  deck,  along  the 
sails,  the  sheeted  fire — 

"  A  giant  beard  of  flame."  * 

it  reddened  the  coast — the  skies  from 


far  and  near; — it  glowed  on  the  faces 
and  the  steel  of  the  scanty  army — it 
was  seen,  miles  away,  by  the  warders 
of  many  a  castle  manned  with  the 
troops  of  Lancaster; — it  brought  the 
steed  from  the  stall,  the  courier  to  the 
selle ; — it  sped,  as  of  old  the  beacon 
fire  that  announced  to  Clytcmnestra 
the  return  of  the  Argive  king.  From 
post  to  post  rode  the  fiery  news,  till  it 
reached  Lord  Warwick  in  bis  hall, 
King  Henry  in  his  palace,  Elizabeth 
in  her  sanctuary.  The  iron  step  of 
the  dauntless  Edward  was  once  more 
pressed  upon  the  soil  of  England. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  PLANTAOENET. 


A  few  words  suffice  to  explain  the 
formidable  arrival  we  have  just  an- 
nounced. Though  the  Duke  of  Bur- 
gundy had,  by  public  proclamation, 
forbidden  his  subjects  to  aid  the 
exiled  Edward  ;  vet,  whether  moved 
by  the  entreaties  of  his  wife,  or  wearied 
by  the  remonstrances  of  his  brother- 
in-law,  he  at  length  privately  gave  the 
dethroned  monarch  50,000  florins  to 
find  troops  for  himself,  and  secretly 
hired  Flemish  and  Dutch  vessels  to 
convey  him  to  England.+  But,  so 
small  was  the  force  to  which  the  bold 
Edward  trusted  his  fortunes,  that  it 
almost  seemed  as  if  Burgundy  sent 
him  forth  to  his  destruction.  He  sailed 
from  the  coast  of  Zealand  ;  the  winds, 
if  less  unmanageable  than  those  that 
Mew  off  the  seaport  where  Margaret 
and  her  armament  awaited  a  favour- 
ing breeze,  were  still  adverse.  Scared 
from  the  coast  of  Norfolk  by  the 
vigilance    of    Warwick    and    Oxford, 

Agam.,  314. 
♦  Comjnrs.    Hall.    Lin'gakd.    S.  Turner. 


who  had  filled  that  district  with 
armed  men,  storm  and  tempest  drove 
him  at  last  to  H umber  Head,  where 
we  have  seen  him  laud,  and  whence 
we  pursue  his  steps. 

The  little  band  set  out  upon  its 
march,  and  halted  for  the  night  at  a 
small  village  two  miles  inland.  Some 
of  the  men  were  then  sent  out  on 
horseback,  for  news  of  the  other 
vessels,  that  bore  the  remnant  of  the 
invading  force.  These  had,  fortunately, 
effected  a  landing  in  various  places ; 
and,  before  daybreak,  Anthony  Wood- 
ville,  and  the  rest  of  the  troops, 
had  joined  the  leader  of  an  enterprise 
•that  seemed  but  the  rashness  of 
despair,  for  its  utmost  force,  including 
the  few  sailors  allured  to  the  adven- 
turer's standard,  was  about  two  thou- 
sand men.*  Close  and  anxious  was 
the  consultation  then  held.  Each  of 
the  several  detachments  reported  alike 
of  the  sullen  indifference  of  the  popi> 
lation,    which    each    had    sought   to 

*    Fifteen     hundred,    according     to    the 
Croyland  historian. 
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•xcite  in  favour  of  Edward.  Light 
riders  *  were  dispatched  in  various 
directions,  still  farther  to  sound  the 
neighbourhood.  All  returned  ere 
noon,  some  bruised  and  maltreated  by 
the  stones  and  staves  of  the  rustics, 
and  not  a  voice  had  been  heard  to 
echo  the  cry  —  "  Long  live  King 
Edward  !  "  The  profound  sagacity  of 
Qloucester'B  guileful  counsel  was  then 
unanimously  recognised.  Richard  dis- 
patched a  secret  letter  to  Clarence  ; 
and  it  was  resolved  immediately  to 
proceed  to  York,  and  to  publish  every- 
where along  the  road  that  the  fugitive 
had  returned  but  to  claim  his  private 
heritage,  and  remonstrate  with  the 
parliament  which  had  awarded  the 
Duchy  of  York  to  Clarence,  his 
younger  brother. 

"  Such  a  power,"  saith   the  Chro- 


server  of  the  times,  who  had  sided 
with  all  parties,  now  judged  it  discreet 
to  remain  neutral.*  But  Edward 
must  pass  within  a  few  miles  of  Pon- 
tefract  Castle,  where  Montagu  lay 
with  a  force  that  could  destroy  him  at 
a  blow.  Edward  was  prepared  for  the 
assault,  but  trusted  to  deceive  the 
marquis,  as  he  had  deceived  the 
citizens  of  York;  the  more  for  the 
strong  personal  love  Montagu  had 
ever  shown  him.  If  not,  he  was  pre> 
pared  equally  to  die  in  the  field, 
rather  than  eat  again  the  bitter  bread 
of  ilp'  exile.  But  to  his  inconceivable 
joy  and  astonishment,  Montagu,  like 
Northumberland,  lay  idle  and  supine. 
Edward  and  his  little  troop  threaded 
safely  the  formidable  pass.  Alas! 
Montagu  had  that  day  received  a 
formal  order  from  the  Duke  of  Cla- 


nicle,  "hath  justice  ever  among  men,  rence.  as  co-protector  of  the  realm, + 

that  all,  moved    by  mercy   or  com-  to  suffer  Edward  to  march  on,  provided 

passion,   began   either  to    favour  or  his  force  was  small,  and  he  had  taken 

not  to  resist  him."     And  so,  wearing  the  oaths  to  Henry,  and  assumed  but 

the    Lancastrian     Prince    of   Wales's 

EOgnizance     of     the     ostrich     feather,         *  This  is   the   most   favourable  interpre- 

crying  out  as  they  marched — "  Long  tation  of  his  conduct;  according  to  some  he 
live  Kin"  Henry,"  the  hardy  liars,  w«s  in  correspondence  with  Edward,  who 
four    days    after    their   debarkation,    Bn?w*d  nis  'e,,ter.a       ,  ,  .    t.   . 

'  <•  V      1  I1  historians     have     puzzled    their 

arrived  at  the  gates  ot  1  ork.  brains  in  ingenious  conjectures  of  the  cause 

Here,  not  till  after  much  delay  and  ,,f  Montagu's  fatal  supineness  at  this  junc- 
negOtiati'Mi.  Edward  was  admitted  ture,  and  have  passed  over  the  only  pro. 
only  as  Duke  of  York,  and  upon  con-  bable  !-"1""""  "f  <>"-•  mystery,  which  is  to 
,.  .         .,         .  ,  .  be    found    simply    enough    Btated   tim>  in 

dition   that  he   would   swear   to   be  ....     ,,  ,,     , 

Btowi  s(  nronicle  :—"  The  Marquess  Monta- 

1  and  loyal  servant  to  King  cute  would  have  fought  with  King  Edward, 
but  thai  hf  bad  received  lelteri  from  the 
Duke  «f Clarence  that  )„  ghouM  notfighl  till 
This  explanation  is  borne  out 
by  the  Warkworth  Chronicler  and  others, 
who,  in  .hi  evident  mistake  of  the  person 
addressed,  state  that  Clarence  wrote  word 


Henry;  and  at  the  gate  by  which  he 
was  to  enter,  Edward  actually  took 
that  oath,  "  a  pne.-t  beii 

a  the  mass  tyme,  re©  iving  the 
body  of  our  blessed  Saviour! "  + 

Edward  tarried   not  long  in  York  :    to    Warwick    not    to    fiwht    till    he   came. 
he  pushed  forward.    Two  great  nobles    Clarence    could    not     have    written    so    to 
I     iji  ,  .  Warwick  who  according  to  all  authorities 

was  mustering  ln^  troops  near  London,  and 
not  in  the  way  to  finht  Edward  ;  nor  could 
have  had  guthoi  Itj  to  Is  ue  sui  b 

mauds  to  hie  colleague,  nor  would  his 

have  atti  nded  to  them,  since  we 

•  iniony  thai  Wai  «  lok 

was  urging  all  his  captains  to  attack  Edward 

:,i  once     The  duke's  order  was,  therefore, 

t  Hall.  eii  aiiy  addressed  to  Montagu. 


and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland,  to 
whom  Edward  bad  restored  his  lands 
uid  titles,  and  who,  on  condition  of 
retaining  them,  had  re-entered  the 
service  ol  Lancaster.    This  lac 


*  Hall. 
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the  title  of  Duke  of  York,  "  for  your 
brother  the  earl  hath  had  compunc- 
tious visitings,  and  would  fain  forgive 
what  hath  passed,  for  my  father's 
sake,  and  unite  all  factions  by 
Edward's  voluntary  abdication  of  the 
throne — at  all  hazards,  I  am  on  my 
way  northward,  and  you  will  not  fight 
till  I  come."  The  marquis,  who  knew 
the  conscientious  doubts  which  War- 
wick had  entertained  in  his  darker 
hours,  who  had  no  right  to  disobey 
the  co-protector,  who  knew  no  reason 
to  suspect  Lord  Warwick's  son-in-law, 
and  who,  moreover,  was  by  no  means 
anxious  to  be,  himself,  the  executioner 
of  Edward  whom  he  had  once  so  truly 
loved, — though  a  little  marvelling  at 
Warwick's  softness,  yet  did  not  dis- 
credit the  letter,  and  the  less  regarded 
the  free  passage  he  left  to  the  re- 
turned exiles,  from  contempt  for  the 
smallness  of  their  numbers,  and  his 
persuasion  that  if  the  earl  saw  fit  to 
alter  bis  counsels,  Edward  was  still 
more  in  his  power  the  farther  he 
advanced  amidst  a  hostile  population, 
and  towards  the  armies  which  the 
Lords  Exeter  and  Oxford  were  already 
mustering. 

But  that  free  passage  was  every- 
thing to  Edward  !  It  made  men  think 
that  Montagu,  as  well  as  Northum- 
berland, favoured  his  enterprise  ;  that 
the  hazard  was  less  rash  and  hopeless 
than  it  had  seemed ;  that  Edward 
counted  upon  finding  his  most  power- 
ful allies  among  those  falsely  supposed 
to  be  his  enemies.  The  popularity 
Edward  had  artfully  acquired  amongst 
./he  captains  of  Warwick's  own  troops, 
on  the  march  to  Middleham,  now 
bested  him.  Many  of  them  were 
knights  and  gentlemen  residing  in 
the  very  districts  through  which  he 
passed.  They  did  not  join  him,  but 
they  did  not  oppose.  Then,  rapidly 
flocked  to  "  the  Sun  of  York,"— first, 
the  adventurers  and  condottieri,  who 
in  c i t i  1  war  adopt  any  side  for  p  y  ; 
next  came  the  disappointed,  the  am- 


bitious, and  the  needy.  The  hesitat* 
ing  began  to  resolve,  the  neutral  to 
take  a  part.  From  the  state  of 
petitioners  supplicating  a  pardon, 
every  league  the  Yorkists  marched 
advanced  them  to  the  dignity  of 
assertors  of  a  cause.  Doncaster  first, 
then  Nottingham,  then  Leicester — 
true  to  the  town  spirit  we  have  before 
described — opened  their  gates  to  the 
trader  prince. 

Oxford  and  Exeter  reached  Newark 
with  their  force.  Edward  marched 
on  them  at  once.  Deceived  as  to  his 
numbers,  they  took  panic  and  fled 
When  once  the  foe  flies,  friends  evei 
start  up  from  the  very  earth  !  Here- 
ditary partisans — gentlemen,  knights, 
and  nobles — now  flocked  fast  round 
the  adventurer.  Then  came  Lovell, 
and  Cromwell,  and  D'Eyncourt,  ever 
true  to  York ;  and  Stanley,  never 
true  to  any  cause.  Then  came,  the 
brave  knights  I'arr  and  Norris,  and 
De  Burgh ;  and  no  less  than  three 
thousand  retainers  belonging  to  Lord 
Hastings— the  new  man — obeyed  the 
summons  of  his  couriers  and  joined 
their  chief  at  Leicester. 

Edward  of  March,  who  had  landed 
at  Ravenspur  with  a  handful  of  bri- 
gands, now  saw  a  king's  army  under 
his  banner.*  Then,  the  audacious 
perjurer  threw  away  the  mask  ;  then, 

*  The  perplexity  anil  confusion  which 
involve  the  annuls  of  this  period  may  he 
guessed  by  this  —  that  two  historians, 
eminent  far  research,  (Lingard  and  Sharon 
Turner,)  differ  so  widely  aa  to  the  numbers 
who  had  now  joined  Edward,  that  Lingard 
asserts  that  at  Nottingham  he  wns  at  the 
head  of  fifty  cr  sixty  thousand  men  ;  and 
Turner  gives  him,  at  the  most,  between 
six  and  seven  thousand.  The  latter  seema 
nearer  to  the  truth.  We  must  lure  regret, 
that  Turner's  partiality  to  the  House  of 
York  induces  him  to  Blur  over  EtfwardN 
detestable  perjury  at  York,  and  to  accumu 
late  all  rhetorical  arts  to  command  admira- 
tion for  his  progress — l«i  the  prejudice  of  the 
salutary  moral  horror  we  ought  to  fi  el  for 
tile  atrocious  perfidy  and  violation  of  oath 
to  which  he  owed  the  first  impunity  that 
secured  the  after  triumph. 
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forth  went  —  not  the  prayer  of  the 
attainted  Duke  of  York — hut  the 
proclamation  of  the  indignant  king. 
England  now  beheld  two  sovereigns, 


equal  in  their  armies.  It  was  no 
longer  a  rebellion  to  be  crushed;  it 
was  a  dynasty  to  be  decided. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


LORD  WARWICK,  WITH  THE  FOE  IN  THE  FIELD  AND  THE  TRAITOR  AT  THE  HEARTH. 


Every  precaution  which  human 
wisdom  could  foresee,  had  Lord  War- 
wick taken  to  guard  against  invasion, 
or  to  crush  it  at  the  onset.*  All  the 
coasts  on  which  it  was  most  probable 
Edward  would  land  had  been  strongly 
guarded.  And  if  the  Humber  had 
been  left  without  regular  troops,  it 
wis  because  prudence  might  calculate 
that  the  very  spot  where  Edward  did 
land  was  the  very  last  he  would  have 
selected — unless  guided  by  fate  to  his 
destruction — in  the  midst  of  an  un- 
friendly population,  and  in  face  of 
the  armies  of  Northumberland  and  of 
Montagu.  The  moment  the  earl 
heard  of  Edward's  reception  at  York 
— far  from  the  weakness  which  the 
false  Clarence  (already  in  correspond- 
ence with  Gloucester)  imputed  to  him 
— he  dispatched  to  Montagu,  by  Mar- 
ia iduke  Nevile,  peremptory  orders  to 
pi  Edward's  path,  and  give 
him  battle  before  he  could  advance 
farther  towards  the  centre  of  the 
island.  We  Bhall  explain  presently 
why  tL  ■  r  did  not  reach  the 

marquis.  But  Clarence  was  some 
hours  before  him  in  his  intelligence 
and  his  measures. 

When  the  carl  next  heard  that 
Edward  had  passed  Pontefract  with 
impunity,  and  had  reached  Doncas- 
ter,  he  flew  first  to  London,  to  arrange 
for  it-  defei  med  the  care 

of  Henry  to  the  Archbishop  of  fork, 
mustered  a  force  already  quai 

*  Haix. 


the  neighbournood  of  the  metropolis, 
and  then  marched  rapidly  back  to- 
wards Coventry,  where  he  had  left 
Clarence  with  seven  thousand  men ; 
while  he  dispatched  new  messengers 
to  Montagn  and  Northumberland, 
severely  r-^uuking  the  former  for  his 
supineness,  and  ordering  him  to 
march  in  all  haste  to  attack  Edward 
in  the  rear.  The  earl's  activity, 
promptitude,  and  all-provident  gene- 
ralship, form  a  mournful  contrast  to 
the  errors,  thepusillanimity,  and  the 
treachery  of  others,  which  hitherto,  as 
we  have  seen,  made  all  his  wisest 
schemes  abortive.  Despite  Clarence's 
sullenness,  Warwick  had  discovered 
no  reason,  as  yet,  to  doubt  his  good 
faith.  The  oath  he  had  taken — not 
only  to  Henry,  in  London,  but  to 
Warwick,  at  Amboise — had  been  the 
strongest  which  can  bind  man  to 
man.  If  the  duke  had  not  gained  all 
he  had  hoped,  he  had  still  much  to 
lose  and  much  to  dread  by  desertion 
to  Edward.  He  had  been  the  loudest 
in  bold  assertions  when  he  heard  of 
the  invasion ;  and  above  all,  Isabel, 
whose  influence  over  Clarence,  at 
that  time,  the  earl  overrated,  had, 
at  the  tidings  of  so  imminent  a 
danger  to  her  father,  forgot  all  her 
displeasure  and  recovered  all  her 
tenderness. 

During  Warwick's  brief  absence, 
Isabel  had,  indeed,  exerted  her  ut- 
mosl  power  to  repair  her  former 
wrongs,  and  induce  Clarence  to  bo 
faithful  to  his  oath.      Although  her 
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inconsistency  and  irresolution  had 
much  weakened  her  influence  with 
the  duke,  for  natures  like  his  are 
governed  but  by  the  ascendancy  of 
i  steady  and  tranquil  will,  yet  still 
she  so  far  prevailed,  that  the  duke 
had  despatched  to  Richard  a  secret 
courier,  informing  him  that  he  had 
finally  resolved  not  to  desert  his 
father-in-law. 

This  letter  reached  Gloucester  as 
the  invaders  were  on  their  march 
to  Coventry,  before  the  strong  walls 
of  which,  the  Duke  of  Clarence  lay 
encamped.  Richard,  after  some  in- 
tent and  silent  reflection,  beckoned 
to  him  his  familiar  Catesby. 

"  Marmaduke  Nevile,  whom  our 
scouts  seized  on  his  way  to  Pontefract, 
is  safe,  and  in  the  rear  ? " 

"  Yes,  my  lord ;  prisoners  but  en- 
cumber us ;  shall  I  give  orders  to  the 
provost  to  end  his  captivity?" 

"  Ever  ready,  Catesby  ! "  said  the 
duke,  with  a  fell  smile.  "  No  — 
harkye,  Clarence  vacillates ;  if  he 
hold  firm  to  Warwick,  and  the  two 
forces  fight  honestly  against  us,  we 
are  lost ;  on  the  other  hand,  if  Cla- 
rence join  us,  his  defection  will  bring 
not  only  the  men  he  commands,  all 
of  \vhoi7*  are  the  retainers  of  the  York 
lands  and  duchy,  and  therefore  free 
From  peculiar  bias  to  the  earl,  and 
easily  lured  back  to  their  proper  chief ; 
but  it  will  set  an  example  that  will 
■  •reate  such  distrust  and  panic  amongst 
I  he  enemy,  and  give  such  hope  of 
fresh  desertions  to  our  own  men,as  will 
open  to  us  the  keys  of  the  metropolis. 
Bat  Clarence,  I  say,  vacillates;  look 
you,  here  is  his  letter  from  Amhoise 
bo  King  Edward;  see,  his  duchess, 
Warwick's  very  daughter,  approves 
the  promise  it  contains  !  If  this  letter 
reach  Warwick,  and  Clarence  knows 
it  in  his  hand,  George  will  have  no 
option  but  to  join  us.  He  will  never 
dare  to  face  the  earl,  his  pledge  to 
Edward  once  revealed " 

"  Most  true ;  a  very  legal  subtlety, 


my  lord,"  said  the  lawyer  Catesby, 
admiringly. 

"  You  can  serve  us  in  this.  Fall 
back  ;  join  Sir  Marmaduke ;  affect  to 
sympathise  with  him;  affect  to  side 
with  the  earl ;  affect  to  make  terms 
for  Warwick's  amity  and  favour :  affect 
to  betray  us ;  affect  to  have  stolen 
this  letter.  Give  it  to  young  Nevile, 
artfully  effect  his  escape,  as  if  against 
our  knowledge,  and  commend  him  to 
lose  not  an  hour  —  a  moment  —  in 
gaining  the  earl,  and  giving  him  so 
important  a  forewarning  of  the  medi- 
tated treason  of  his  son-in-law." 

"  I  will  do  all :  I  comprehend  :  but 
how  will  the  duke  learn  in  time  that 
the  letter  is  on  its  way  to  Warwick  ?" 

"  I  will  see  the  duke,  in  his  own  tent." 

"  And  how  shall  I  effect  Sir  Mar- 
maduke's  escape?" 

"  Send  hither  the  officer  who  guards 
the  prisoner ;  I  will  give  him  orders 
to  obey  thee  in  all  things." 

The  invaders  marched  on.  The 
earl,  meanwhile,  had  reached  War- 
wick, —  hastened  thence,  to  throw 
himself  into  the  stronger  fortifications 
of  the  neighbouring  Coventry,  with- 
out the  walls  of  which  Clarence  was 
still  encamped  ;  Edward  advanced  on 
the  town  of  Warwick  thus  vacated ; 
and  Kiehard,  at  night,  rode  alone  to 
the  camp  of  Clarence.* 

The  next,  day,  the  earl  was  employed 
in  giving  orders  to  his  lieutenants  to 
march  forth,  join  the  troops  of  his 
son-in-law,  who  were  a  mile  from  the 
walls,  and  advance  upon  Edward,  who 
bad  that  morning  quitted  Warwick 
town  —  when,  suddenly,  Sir  Marma- 
duke Nevile  rushed  into  his  presence, 
and,  faltering  out  —  "  Beware,  be- 
ware!" placed  in  his  hands  the  fatal 
letter  which  Clarence  had  despatched 
from  Amhoise. 

Never  did  blow  more  ruthless  fall 
upon  man's  heart !  Clarence's  per- 
fidy —  that  might  be  disdained,  but 

*  Hall,  and  others. 
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the  closing  lines,  which  revealed  a 
daughter's  treachery  —  words  cannot: 
express  the  father's  anguish. 

The  letter  dropped  from  his  hand, 
a  stupor  seized  his  senses,  and,  ere  yet 
recovered,  pale  men  hurried  into  his 
presence  to  relate  how,  amidst  joyous 
trumpets  and  streaming  banners, 
Richard  of  Gloucester  had  led  the 
Duke  of  Clarence  to  the  brotherly  em- 
brace of  Edward.* 

Breaking  from  these  messengers  of 
evil  news,  that  could  not  now  surprise, 
the  earl  strode  on,  alone,  to  his 
daughter's  chamber. 

He  placed  the  letter  in  her  hands, 
and  folding  his  arms,  said — "  What 
sayest  thou  of  this,  Isabel  of  Cla- 
rence]" 

The  terror,  the  shame,  the  remorse, 
that  seized  upon  the  wretched  lady — 
the  death-like  lips  —  the  suppressed 
shriek — the  momentary  torpor,  suc- 
ceeded by  the  impulse  which  made 
her  fall  at  her  father's  feet,  and  clasp 
his  knees — told  the  earl,  if  he  had 
before  doubted,  that  the  letter  lied 
not — that  Isabel  had  known  and 
sanctioned  its  contents. 

He  gazed  on  her  (as  she  grovelled 
at  his  feet)  with  a  look  that  her  eyes 
did  well  to  shun. 

"  Curse  me  not — curse  me  not !" — 
cried  Isabel,  awed  by  his  very  silence. 
"  It  was  but  a  brief  frenzy.  Evil 
counsel — evil  passion]  1  was  mad- 
dened that  my  boy  had  lost  a  crown. 
1  repented  —  I  repented  —  Clarence 
shall  vet  be  true.  He  hath  promised 
it — vowed  it  to  me  ; — hath  written  to 
Gloucester  to  retract  all — to " 

*  Hall.  The  chronicler  adds — "It was  no 
marvel!  that  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  with  so 
small  persuasion  and  less  exhorting,  turned 
rrom  the  Rarl  of  Warwick*!  party,  for,  as 
yon  have  heard  before,  Viu  mar,  handite  «as 
laboured,  oonducted,  end  concluded  by  a 
dam  -■  ii,  when  the  duke  was  m  the  I  rencfa 
Court,  to  the  earl's  utter  confusion."  Hume 
makes  a  notable  mistake  In  deferring  the 
date  of  Clarence's  desertion  to  the  Battle  of 
Bami  t-  I 


"  Woman ! — Clarence  is  in  Edward's 
camp !" 

Isabel  started  to  her  feet,  and  ut- 
tered a  shriek  so  wild  and  despairing, 
that  at  least  it  gave  to  her  father's 
lacerated  heart  the  miserable  solace  of 
believing  the  last  treason  had  not  been 
shared.  A  softer  expression — one  oJ 
pity,  if  not  of  pardon — stole  over  hi» 
dark  face. 

"  1  curse  thee  not,"  he  said,  "  I  re- 
buke thee  not.  Thy  sin  hath  its 
own  penance.  Ill  omen  broods  on 
the  hearth  of  the  household  traitor! 
never  more  shalt  thou  see  holy  love 
in  a  husband's  smile.  His  kiss  shall 
have  the  taint  of  Judas.  From  his 
arms  thou  shalt  start  with  horror,  aa 
from  those  of  thy  wronged  father's 
betrayer — perchance  his  deathsman  ! 
Ill  omen  broods  on  the  cradle  of  the 
child  for  whom  a  mother's  ambition 
was  but  a  daughter's  perfidy.  Woe 
to  thee,  wife  and  mother!  Even  my 
forgiveness  cannot  avert  thy  doom  !" 

"Kill  me  —  kill  me1''  exclaimed 
Isabel,  springing  towards  him ;  but 
seeing  his  face  averted,  his  arms  folded 
on  his  breast — that  noble  breast,  never 
again  her  shelter — she  fell  lifeless  on 
the  floor.* 

The  earl  looked  round,  to  see  that 

*  As  our  narrative  does  not  embrace  the 
future  fate  of  the  Duchess  of  (  larence,  the 
nailer  will  pardon  us  if  we  remind  him  that 
her  firstborn  (who  bore  Ins  illusti  ious  grand- 
fathers title  of  Karl  of  Warwick),  was  cast 
Into  prison,  on  the  accession  of  H<  nry  VII., 
and  afterwarda  beheaded  by  that  king.  My 
birth  be  was  the  rfgbtful  heir  to  the  throne. 
The  ill  fated  1  label  died  young  (five  years 
after  the  date  at  which  our  tale  has  arrived). 
Oi t  bei  female  attendant*  was  tried  and 

"o  the  charge  ol  having  poisoned 
her,  Clarence  lost  no  time  in  seeking  to 
supply  her  place.  He  solicited  the  hand  of 
Maryol  Burgundy,  sole  daughter  and  heir  of 
Charles  the  Bold.  Edward's  jealousy  and 
feai  forbade  him  to  listen  to  an  alliance  that 
migh  t,  aa  Lingard  observes,  enable  I  'laronoa 
•  to  employ  the  power  of  Burgundy  to  win 
tbe  crown  of  England;"   and  benoe  arose 

ens s  which  ended  In  the  secnl 

murder  of  the  perjured  duko. 
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none  were  by  to  witness  his  weakness, 
took  her  gently  in  his  arms,  laid  her 
n  her  couch,  and,  bending  over  her 
a  moment,  prayed  God  to  pardon 
her. 

He  then  hastily  left  the  room — 
ordered  her  handmaids  and  her  litter, 
and  while  she  was  yet  unconscious, 
the  gates  of  the  town  opened,  and 
forth  through  the  arch  went  the  closed 
and  curtained  vehicle  which  bore  the 
ill-fated  duchess  to  the  new  home  her 
husband  had  made  with  her  father's 
foe !  The  earl  watched  it  from  the 
casement  of  his  tower,  and  said  to 
himself, — 

"  I  had  been  unmanned  had  I  known 
her  within  the  same  walls.  Now  for 
ever  I  dismiss  her  memory  and  her 
crime.  Treachery  hath  done  its  worst, 
and  my  soul  is  proof  against  all 
storms  !" 

At  night  came  messengers  from  Cla- 
rence and  Edward,  who  had  returned 
to  Warwick  town,  with  offers  of  par- 
don to  the  earl  —  with  promises  of 
Savour,  power,  ar  ?  grrase.  To  Edward, 
Jie  earl  deigned  no  answer ;  to  the 
messenger  of  Clarence  he  gave  this — 
"  Tell  thy  master,  I  had  liefer  be  al- 
ways like  myself,  than  like  a  false  and 
a  perjured  duke,  and  that  I  am  deter- 
mined never  to  leave  the  war  till  I 
hive  lost  mine  own  life,  or  utterly 
extinguished  and  put  down  my 
foes."  * 

After  this  terrible  defection,  neither 
nis  remaining  forces,  nor  the  panic 
<mongst  them  which  the  duke's  deser- 
tion had  occasioned,  nor  the  mighty 
interests  involved  in  the  success  of  his 


*  lUu. 


arms,  nor  the  irretrievable  advantage 
which  even  an  engagement  of  equivo- 
cal result  with  the  earl  in  person, 
would  give  to  Edward,  justified  War- 
wick in  gratifying  the  anticipations  of 
the  enemy, — that  his  valour  and  wrath 
would  urge  him  into  immediate  and 
imprudent  battle. 

Edward,  after  the  vain  bravado  of 
marching  up  to  the  walls  of  Coventry, 
moved  on  *,owards  London.  Thither 
the  earl  sent  Marmaduke,  enjoining 
the  Archbishop  of  York  and  the  lord 
mayor  but  to  hold  out  the  city  for 
three  days,  and  he  would  come  to 
their  aid  with  such  a  force  as  would 
ensure  lasting  triumph.  For,  indeed, 
already  were  hurrying  to  his  banner, 
Montagu,  burning  to  retrieve  his  error 
— Oxford  and  Exeter,  recovered  from, 
and  chafing  at,  their  past  alarm. 
Thither  his  nephew,  Fitzhugh,  led 
the  earl's  own  clansmen  of  Middle- 
him  ;  thither  were  spurring  Somerset 
from  the  west,*  and  Sir  Thomas  Dy- 
moke  from  Lincolnshire,  and  the 
Knight  of  Lytton,  with  his  hardy 
retainers,  from  the  Peak.  Bold  Hil- 
yard  waited  not  far  from  London, 
with  a  host  of  mingled  yeomen  ind 
bravos,  reduced,  as  before,  to  discipline 
under  his  own  sturdy  energies,  and 
the  military  craft  of  Sir  John  Coniers. 
If  London  would  but  hold  out  till 
these  forces  could  unite,  Edward's 
destruction  was  still  inevitable. 


*  Mo8t  historians  state  that  Somerset  was 
then  in  London  ;  but  Sharon  Turner  quotes 
Harleian  M>S  ,  3K,  to  show  that  he  had  left 
the  metropolis  "  to  raise  :in  army  from  the 
western  counties,"  and  ranktt  him  amongst 
the  generals  at  the  battle  of  liarnet. 


BOOK    THE    TWELFTH. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


A  KINO  IN  HIS    CITY    HOPES  TO  RECOVER    HIS    REALM A  WOMAN  IN  HER  CHAMBER 

FEARS    TO    FORFEIT    HER   OWN. 


Edward  and  his  army  reached  St. 
Albans.  Great  commotion— great  joy 
were  in  the  Sanctuary  of  Westminster! 
The  Jerusalem  Chamber,  therein,  was 
made  the  Inudi  council  hall  of  the 
friends  of  York.  Great  commotion, 
greal  terror  were  in  the  city  of  London 
—  timid  Master  Stokton  had  been 
elected  mayor;  horribly  frightened 
either  to  side  with  an  Edward  or  a 
Henry,  timid  Master  Stokton  feigned 
or  fell  ill.  Sir  Thomas  Cook,  a  wealthy 
and  influential  citizen,  and  a  member 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  had  been 
appoint,  i  deputy  in  bia  Btead.  Sir 
Thomas  Cook   took  fright  al 

ay.*  The  power  of  the  city 
thus  fell  into  the  hands  of  Ureewike, 
the  Recorder,  a  zealous  Yorkist,  Great 
commotion,  great  scorn,  were  in  the 
of  the  populace,  as  the  Arch- 
bishop of  York,  hoping  thereby  to 
rekindle  their  loyalty,  placed  Kin;,' 
Henry  on  horseback,  and  paraded 
him  through  the  Btrects,  from  Chepe- 
sid  •  to  Walbrook,  from  Walbrook  to 
Si  Paul's  :  for  the  news  of  Ed  ward's 
arrival,  and  the  sudden  agitation  and 


excitement  it  produced  on  his  en- 
feebled frame,  had  brought  upon  the 
poor  king  one  of  the  epileptic  attacks 
to  which  he  had  been  subject  from 
childhood,  and  whi  ;\  made  the  cause 
of  his  frequent  imbecility;  and, just 
recovered  from  such  a  fit — his  eye3 
vacant — his  face  haggard — his  head 
drooping,  the  spectacle  of  such  an 
antagonist  to  the  vigorous  Edward, 
moved  only  pity  in  the  few,  and  ridi- 
cule in  the  many.  #  Two  thousand 
Yorkist  gentlemen  were  in  the  various 
Sanctuaries;  aided  and  headed  by  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  they  came  forth  armed 
and  clamorous,  scouring  the  streets, 
and  shouting,  "  K i 1 1 ijr  Edward!"  with 
impunity.  Edward's  popularity  in 
London  was  heightened  amongst  the 
in  rchants  by  prudent  reminiscences 
of  the  vast  debts  he  had  incurred, 
which  his  victory  only  could  ever 
cnaMe  him  to  repay  to  his  good  citi 
zens.*  The  women,  always,  in  such 
a  moment,  active  partisans,  and  useful, 
deserted  their  hearths  to  canvas  all 
inns  and  -lout  hearts  for  the 
hands.. me  woman  lover.t  The  Vorkisl 
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Archbishop  of  Canterbury  did  his  best 
with  the  ecclesiastics,  —  the  Yorkist 
Recorder  his  best  with  the  flat-caps. 
Alwyn,  true  to  his  anti-feudal  prin- 
ciples, animated  all  the  young  freemen 
to  support  tue  merchant  king— the 
favourer  of  commerce — the  man  of  his 
age !  The  city  authorities  began  to 
yield  to  their  own  and  the  general 
metropolitan  predilections.  But  still 
the  Archbishop  of  York  had  six  thou- 
sand soldiers  at  his  disposal,  and  Lon- 
don could  be  yet  saved  to  Warwick, 
if  the  prelate  acied  with  energy,  and 
zeal,  and  good  faith.  That  such  was 
his  first  intention  is  clear,  from  his 
appeal  to  the  public  loyalty  in  King 
Henry's  procession  ;  but  when  he  per- 
ceived how  little  effect  that  pageant 
had  produced — when,  on  re-entering 
the  Bishop  of  London's  palace,  he 
paw  before  him  the  guileless,  helpless 
puppet  of  contending  factions,  gasp- 
ing for  breath,  scarcely  able  to  arti- 
culate, the  heartless  prelate  turned 
away,  with  a  muttered  ejaculation  of 
contempt : — 

"  Clarence  had  not  deserted,"  said 
he  to  himself,  "  unless  he  saw  greater 
profit  with  King  Edward  !"  And  then 
he  began  to  commune  with  himself, 
and  to  commune  with  his  brother- 
prelate  of  Canterbury ;  and  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  commune  arrived 
Catesby,  charged  with  messages  to 
the  archbishop  from  Edward — mes- 
sages full  of  promise  and  affection  on 
the  one  hand — of  menace  and  revenge 
upon  the  other.  Brief, — Warwick's 
cup  of  bitterness  had  not  yet  been 
filled  ;  that  night  the  archbishop  and* 
the  mayor  of  London  met,  and  the 
Tower  was  sunendered  to  Edward's 
friends; — the  next  day  Edward  and 
his  army  entered,  amidst  the  shouts 
of  the  populace — rode  to  St.  Paul's 
where  the  archbishop*  met  him,  lead- 

*  Sharon  Turner.  It  is  a  comfort  to 
think  that  this  archbishop  was,  two  years 
afterwards, first  robbed,  anil  then  imprisoned, 
by  Edward  IV.,  nor  did  he  recover  his  liberty 


ing  Henry  by  the  hand,  again  a  cap- 
tive ;  thence  Edward  proceeded  to 
Westminster  Abbey,  and,  fresh  from 
his  atrocious  perjury  at  York,  offered 
thanksgivings  for  its  success.  The 
Sanctuary  yielded  up  its  royal  fugi- 
tives, and,  in  joy  and  in  pomp,  Edward 
led  his  wife  and  her  new-born  babe, 
with  Jacquetta  and  his  elder  children, 
to  Baynard's  Castle. 

The  next  morning  (the  third  day), 
true  to  his  promise,  Warwick  marched 
towards  London  with  the  mighty  ar- 
mament he  ha  1  no»  collected.  Treason 
had  done  its  work — the  metropolis 
was  surrend<  ■  yd,  and  King  Henry  in 
the  Tower. 

"  These  things  considered,"  says  the 
chronicler,  "  the  earl  saw  that  ah 
calculations  of  necessity  were  brought 
to  this  end, — that  they  must  now  be 
committed  to  the  hazard  and  chance 
of  one  battle."*  He  halted,  there- 
fore, at  St.  Alban's,  to  rest  his  troops: 
and  marching  thence  towards  Barnet, 
pitched  his  tents  on  the  upland  ground, 
then  called  the  Heath  or  Chase  of 
Gladsmoor,  and  waited  the  coming  foe. 

Nor  did  Edward  linger  long  from 
that  stern  meeting.  Entering  London 
on  the  11th  of  April,  he  prepared  to 
quit  it,  on  the  13th.  Besides  the  force 
he  had  brought  with  him  he  had  now 
recruits  in  his  partisans  from  the 
Sanctuaries  and  other  hiding-places 
in  the  metropolis,  while  London  fur- 
nished him,  from  her  high-spirited 
youths,  a  gallant  l.-oop  of  bow  and 
billmen,  whom  Alwyn  had  enlisted, 
and  to  whom  Edward  willingly  ap- 
pointed, as  captain,  Alwyn  himself; — 
who  had  atoned  for  his  submission  to 
Henry's  restoration  by  such  signal 
activity  on  behalf  of  the  young  king, 
whom  he  associated  with  the  interests 
of  his  class,  and  the  weal  of  the  great 
commercial    city,  which   some  years 

till  a  few  weeks  before  his  death,  In  1476 
(five  years  subsequently  to  the  battlo  of 
HarneU) 

*   llAU.. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  B A  RONS. 


135 


afterwards  rewarded  his  affection  by 
electing  him  to  her  chief  magistracy.* 

It  was  on  that  very  day,  the  13th 
of  April,  some  hours  before  the  de- 
parture of  the  York  army,  that  Lorn 
Hastings  entered  the  Tower,  to  give 
orders  relative  tc  fch«  removal  of  the 
unhappy  Henry,  whom  Edward  had 
resolved  to  take  with  him  on  his 
march. 

And  as  he  had  so  ordered,  and  was 
about  to  return,  Alwyn,  emerging 
from  one  of  the  interior  courts,  ap- 
proached him  in  much  agitation,  and 
said  thus — "  Pardon  me,  my  lord,  if 
in  so  grave  an  hour  I  recall  your  atten- 
tion to  one  you  may  haply  have  for- 
gotten." 

•'Ah,  the  poor  maiden;  but  you 
told  me,  in  the  hurried  words  that 
we  h;tve  already  interchanged,  that 
she  was  safe  and  well." 

"Safe,    my   lord  —  not  well.      Oh, 
hear  me.     I  depart  to  battle  for  your 
cause  and  your  king's.     A  gentleman 
in  your  train  has  advised  me  that  you 
are  married  to  a  noble  dame  in  the 
foreign  land.     If  so,  this  girl   whom  j 
I  have  loved  so  long  and  truly,  may 
yet   forget  you  — may  yet   be   mine,  j 
Oh,  give  me  that  hope,  to  make  me  a  j 
braver  soldier." 

"  But,"  said  Hastings,  embarrassed, 
and  with  a  changing  countenance, 
"  but  time  presses,  and  I  know  not 
where  the  demoiselle " 


*  Nicholas  Alwyn.  the  representative  of 
thai  generation  which  aided tbe  commercial 
ami  anUfeudol  policy  >>f  Edward  I V.  and 
Klcbard  III  , and  w*U led  it*  consumma- 
tion under  1 1  >  •  ■  •.  r  Tudor  successor,  rose  to  be 
I.'  rd  Ifayor  oi  London  in  tin-  fifteenth  year 
of  the  rei#n  of  Henry  Vll.— Kxjjvan. 


"She  is  here,"  interrupted  Alwyn; 
"  here,  within  these  walls — in  yonder 
court -yard.  I  have  just  left  her.  You, 
whom  she  loves,  forgot  her  !  /,  whom 
she  disdains,  remembered.  I  went  to 
see  to  her  safety — to  counsel  her  to  rest 
here  for  the  present,  whatever  betides  : 
and,  at  every  word  1  said,  she  broke 
in  upon  me  but  with  one  name — that 
name  was  thine!  And  when  stung, 
and  in  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
I  exclaimed,-—'  He  deserves  not  this 
devotion.  They  tell  me,  Sibyll,  that 
Lord  Hastings  has  found  a  wife  in 
exile ' — oh,  that  look  !  that  cry  !  they 
haunt  me  still.  '  Prove  it — pn./ve  it, 
Alwyn,'  she  cried,  '  And — '  1  inter- 
rupted, 'and  thou  couldst  yet,  for 
thy  father's  sake,  be  true  wife  to 
me  V  " 

"  Her  answer,  Alwyn  1" 

"  It  was  this  — '  For  my  father's 
sake,  only,  then,  could  I  live  on ; 
and — '  her  sobs  stopped  her  speech, 
till  she  cried  again,  '  I  believe  it  not ! 
thou  hast  deceived  me.  Only  from 
his  lips  will  I  hear  the  sentence.'  Go 
to  her,  manfully  and  frankly,  as 
becomes  you,  high  lord — go  !  It  is 
but  a  single  sentence  thou  hast  to 
say,  and  thy  heart  will  be  the  lighter, 
and  thine  arm  the  stronger,  for  thosif 
honest  words." 

Hastings  pulled  his  cap  over  his 
brow,  and  stood  a  moment  as  if  in 
reflection;  he  then  said,  ''Show  me 
the  way;  thou  art  right.  It  is  due 
to  her  and  to  thee ;  and  as,  by  this 
hour  to-morrow,  my  soul  may  stand 
before  the  Judgment  seat,  that  poor 
child's  pardon  may  take  one  sin  from 
the  large  account." 


M] 
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CHAPTER  II 

SHARP    IS    THE    KISS    OF    THE    FALCON'S    BEAK  ! 


Hastings  stood  in  the  presence  of 
the  girl  to  whom  he  had  pledged  his 
truth.  They  were  alone ;  but  in  the 
next  chamber  might  be  heard  the 
peculiar  sound  made  by  the  mechan- 
ism of  the  Eureka.  Happy  and  life- 
less mechanism,  which  moves,  and 
toils,  and  strives  on,  to  change  the 
destiny  of  millions,  but  hath  neither 
ear,  nor  eye,  nor  sense,  nor  heart — 
the  avenues  of  pain  to  man !  She 
had — yes,  literally— she  had  recog- 
nised her  lover's  step  upon  the  stair, 
she  had  awakened  at  once  from  that 
dull  and  icy  lethargy  with  which  the 
words  of  Ahvyn  had  chained  life  and 
eoul.  She  sprang  forward  as  Hastings 
entered — she  threw  herself,  in  delirious 
joy,  upon  his  bosom.  "Thou  art 
come — thou  art !  It  is  not  true — not 
true.  Heaven  bless  thee!— thou  art 
come !"  But  sudden  as  the  move- 
ment, was  the  recoil.  Drawing  her- 
self buck,  she  gazed  steadily  on  his 
face,  and  said — -"  Lord  Hastings,  they 
tell  me  thy  hand  is  another's.  Is  it 
true  V 

"Hear  me!"  answered  the  noble- 
man.    "  When  first  I " 

"Oh,  God  ! — oh,  God!  he  answers 
not  —he  falters.   Speak  !    Is  it  true?" 

"  It  is  true.  I  am  wedded  to ' 
another." 

Sibyll  did  not  fall  to  the  ground, ! 
nor  faint,  nor  give  vent  to  noisy  pas- 
sion. But  the  rich  colour  which  j 
oefore  had  been  varying  and  fitful, 
deserted  her  cheek,  and  left  it  of  an 
ashen  whiteness:  the  1  i ps,  too,  grew 
tightly  compressed,  and  b<  r  small 
fingers,  interlaced,  were  clasped  with 
strained  and    convulsive   energy,   so 


that  the  quivering  of  the  very  arm« 
was  perceptible.  In  all  else  she 
seemed  composed,  .  as  she  said,  "  I 
thank  you,  my  lord,  for  the  simple 
truth — no  more  is  needed.  Heaven 
bless  you  and  yours  1     Farewell !" 

"  Stay  !  —you  shall — you  must  hear 
me  on.  Thou  knowest  how  dearly  in 
youth  I  loved  Katherine  Nevile.  In 
manhood  the  memory  of  that  love 
haunted  me,  but  beneath  thy  sweet 
smile  1  deemed  it,  at  last,  effaced ; — 
I  left  thee  to  seek  the  king,  and  de- 
mand his  assent  to  our  union.  I 
speak  not  of  obstacles  that  then 
arose ; — in  the  midst  of  them  I  learned 
Katherine  was  lone  and  widowed — 
was  free.  At  her  own  summons,  I 
sought  her  presence,  and  learned  that 
she  had  loved  me  ever — loved  me 
still  The  intoxication  of  my  early 
dream  returned — reverse  and  exile 
followed  close  —  Katherine  left  her 
state,  her  fortunes,  her  native  land, 
and  followed  the  banished  man,  and 
so  memory,  and  gratitude,  and  des- 
tiny concurred,  and  the  mistress  of 
my  youth  became  my  wife.  None 
other  could  have  replaced  thy  image — 
none  other  have  made  me  forget  the 
faith  I  pledged  thee.  The  thought  of 
thee  has  still  pursued  me — will  pursue 
me  to  the  last.     I  dare  not  say  r.ow 

that  I   love  thee  still,  but  yet " 

He  paused,  but  rapidly  resumed, 
"  Enough,  enough — dear  art  thou  to 
me,  and  honoured  —  dearer,  more 
honoured  than  a  sister.  Thank  Hea- 
ven, at  least,  and  thine  own  virtue, 
my  falsehood  leaves  thee  pure  and 
stainless.  Thy  hind  may  yet  bless  a 
worthier  man.     Ifourcau.se  triumphs. 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


437 


thy  fortunes,  thy  father's  fate,  shall 
be  my  fondest  care.  Never — never 
will  my  Bleep  be  sweet,  and  my  con- 
science laid  t<>  rest,  till  I  hear  thee 
Bay,  as  honoured  wife — perchance,  as 
blessed  and  blessing  mother — '  False 
one,  I  am  happy  !'" 

A  cold  smile,  at  these  last  words, 
flitted  over  the  girl's  face — the  smile 
of  a  broken  heart — but  it  vanished, 
and  with  that  strange  mixture  of 
sweetness  and  pride- — mild  and  for 
giving,  yat  still  spirited  and  firm— 
which  belonged  to  her  character,  sin- 
nerved  nerself  to  the  last  and  saddest 
effort  to  preserve  dignity  and  conceal 
despair.  "  Farther  words,  my  lord, 
are  idle — 1  am  rightly  punished  for  a 
proud  folly.  Let  not  woman  love 
above  her  state.  Think  no  more  of 
my  destiny." 

"No,  no,"  interrupted  the  remorse- 
ful hud,  "thy  destiny  must  haunt  me 
till  thou  hast  chosen  one  with  a  better 
right  to  protect  thee." 

At  the  repetition  of  that  implied 
desire  to  transfer  her  also  to  another 
— a  noble  indignation  came  to  mar 
the  calm  for  which  she  had  hitherto 
not  vainly  struggled.  "Oh,  man!" 
Bhe  exclaimed,  with  passion,  "  does 
thy  deceit  give  me  the  right  to  deceive 
another!  1 — 1  wed:  — 1 — I— vow  at 
ihe  altar — a  love  dead,  dead  for  ever 
— dead  as  my  own  heart  .'  Whj  dosl 
thou  mock  me  with  the  hollow  phrase, 
■  Thou   art  pure  and   BtainU  I 

the  virginity  of  the  BOul  still  left! 
Do  the  tear.--  1  have  Bhed  for  thee — 
doth  tlie  thrill  of  my  heart,  when  1 
heard  thy  voice — doth  the  plighted 
ki.-s  th.it  burn>,  burns  now  into  my 
brow,  ami  on  my  lips — do  these,  these 
leave  me  free  lo  earn  to  a  new  all'ec- 
tion  thti  sinders  and  ashes  ol 
thou  had  ravaged  and  deflowered  1 
Oh,  '-..arse  and  rude  belief  of  men, — 
that  nought  iu  lost  if  the  mere  form 
he  pure  !     The  fri  thni  --  of  the  tirui 

S,     ihc    bioom     of     I  lie     3111 1  est 

thought,  the  ugh,  tie   blu-h  of  the 


devotion — never,  never  felt  hut  once  ! 
these,  these  make  the  true  dower  a 
maiden  should  bring  to  the  hearth  tC 
which  she  comes  as  wife.  Oh,  taunt  !— 
Oh,  insult!  tospeak  to  me  of  happiness 
—  of  the  altar  !  Thou  never  knewest, 
lord,  how  I  really  loved  thee!"  And 
for  the  iirst  time,  a  violent  gush  of 
tears  came  to  relieve  her  heart. 

Hastings  was  almost  equally  over- 
come. Well  experienced  as  he  was 
in  those  partings,  when  maids  re- 
proach and  gallants  pray  for  pardon, 
but  still  sigh — "Farewell," — he  had 
now  no  words  to  answer  that  burst  of 
uncontrollable  agony,  and  he  felt  at 
once  humbled  and  relieved,  when 
Sibyll  again,  with  one  of  those  strug- 
gles which  exhaust  years  of  life,  and 
almost  leave  us  callous  to  all  after 
trial,  pressed  hack  the  scalding  tears, 
and  said,  with  unnatural  sweetness — 
"Pardon  me.  my  lord—  1  meant  not 
to  reproach — the  words  escaped  me — 
think  of  them  no  more.  1  would  fain, 
at  least,  part  from  you  now,  as  1  had 
once  hoped  to  part  from  you  at  the 
last  hour  of  life —  without  one  memory 
of  bitterness  and  "anger,  SO  that  my 
conscience,  whatever  its  other  griefs, 
might  say — '  My  lips  never  belied  my 
heart- — my  w  ids  never  pained  him ! ' 
And  now  then,  Lord  Hastings,  in  all 
charity,  we  part.  Farewell,  for  ever, 
and  for  ever  .'  Thou  hast  wedded  one 
who  loves  thee,  doubtless,  as  tenderly 
as  1  had  done.  Ah  !  cherish  that 
ii  !  There  are  times  even  in 
thy  career  when  a  little  love  i> 
than  much  fame.  II  thou  thinkesl  1 
have  aught  to  pardon  thee,  now  with 
my  whole  heart  I  pray,  a.--  while  life  is 
mine  that  prayer  shall  he  murmured 
II.  fcven  forgive  this  man,  as  I  do! 
Heaven  make  bia  Lome  the  home  of 
peace,  and  breathe  into  those  now 
near  and  dear  to  him  the  love  and  the 

faith  that  I  once '  "    Sliest*  pped, 

lor  tin-  words  choked  tier,  and,  hiding 
,  held  out  her  hand,  in  sign  of 
charity  ami  of  farewelL 
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"  Ah  !  if  T  dared  pray  like  thee," 
murmured  Hastings,  pressing  his  lips 
upon  that  burning  hand,  "  how  should 
I  neaiy  Heaven  to  repair,  by  count- 
less blessings,  the  wrong  which  I  have 
done  thee.  And  Heaven  will — oh,  it 
surely  will ! "-  lie  pressed  the  hand 
to  his  heart,  dropped  it,  and  was  gone. 

In  the  court-yard  he  was  accosted 
by  Alwyn — 

"  Thou  hast  been  frank,  my  lord  ?  " 

"  I  have." 

"  And  she  bears  it,  and " 

"  See  how  she  forgives,  and  how  I 
suffer!"  said  Hastings,  turning  his 
face  towards  his  rival ;  and  Alwyn  saw 
that  the  tears  were  rolling  down  his 
cheeks — "  Question  me  no  more." 

There  was  a  long  silence — they 
quitted  the  precincts  of  the  Tower, 
and  were  at  the  river-side.  Hastings, 
waving  his  hand  to  Alwyn,  was  about 
to  enter  the  boat  which  was  to  bear 
him  to  the  war-council  assembled  at 
Baynard's  Castle,  when  the  trader 
Btopped  him,  and  said  anxiously — 

"  Think  you  not,  for  the  present, 
the  Tower  is  the  safest  asylum  for 
Sibyll  and  her  father?  If  we  fail  and 
Warwick  returns,  they  are  protected 
by  the  earl ;  if  we  triumph,  thou  wilt 
ensure  their  safety  from  all  foes'?" 

"  Surely  : —  in  either  case,  their 
present  home  is  the  most  secure." 

The  two  men  then  parted  :  and 
not  long  afterwards,  Hastings,  who 
led  the  on-guard,  was  on  his  way 
towards  Barnet  :  with  him  also  went 
the  foot  v  tlunteers  under  Alwyn.  The 
army  of  fork  was  on  its  march. 
Gloucester,  to  whose  vigilance  and 
energy  were  left  the  final  prepara- 
tions, was  necessarily  the  last  of  the 
generals  to  quit  the  city.  And  sud- 
denly, while  his  steed  was  at  the  gate 
of  Baynard's  Castle,  he  entered,  armed 
ca/i-<)-jT>e,  into  the  chamber  where  the 
Duchess  of  Bedford  sate  with  her 
grandchildren  :  "  Madame,"  said  he, 
"  I  have  a  grace  to  demand  from  you, 
which  will,  methinks,  not  be  displeas- 


ing. My  lieutenants  report  *o  me 
that  an  alarm  has  spread  amongst  my 
nien — a  religious  horror  of  some  fear- 
ful bombards  and  guns  which  have 
been  devised  by  a  sorcerer  in  Lord 
Warwick's  pay.  Your  famous  Friar 
Bungey  has  been  piously  amongst 
them,  promising,  however,  that  the 
mists  which  now  creep  over  the  earth 
shall  last  through  the  night  and  the 
early  morrow;  and  if  he  deceive  us 
not,  we  may  post  our  men  so  as  to 
elude  the  hostile  artillery.  But,  sith 
the  friar  is  so  noted  and  influential, 
and  sith  there  is  a  strong  fancy  that 
the  winds  which  have  driven  back 
Margaret  obeyed  his  charm,  the  sol- 
diers clamour  out  for  him  to  attend 
us,  and,  on  the  very  field  itself, 
counteract  the  spells  of  the  Lancas- 
trian nigromancer.  The  good  friar, 
more  accustomed  to  fight  with  fiend9 
than  men,  is  daunted,  and  resists.  As 
much  may  depend  on  his  showing  us 
good  will,  and  making  our  fellows 
suppose  we  have  the  best  of  the  witch- 
craft, I  pray  you  to  command  his 
attendance,  and  cheer  up  his  courage. 
He  waits  without." 

"A  most  notable — a  most  wise 
advice,  beloved  Hichard  !  "  cried  the 
duchess.  "  Friar  Bungey  is,  indeed, 
a  potent  man.  I  will  win  him  at 
once  to  your  will ; "  and  the  duchess 
hurried  from  the  room. 

The  friar's  bodily  fears,  quieted  at 
last  by  assurances  that  he  should  be 
posted  in  a  place  of  perfect  safety 
during  the  battle,  and  his  avarice 
excited  by  promises  of  the  amplest 
rewards,  he  consented  to  accompany 
the  troops  upon  one  stipulation — viz., 
that  the  atrocious  wizard,  who  had  so 
often  baffled  his  best  spells — the  very 
wizard  who  had  superintended  the 
accursed  bombards,  and  predicted 
Edward's  previous  defeat  and  flight, 
(together  with  the  diabolical  inven- 
tion, in  which  all  the  malice  and 
strength  of  his  sorcery  were  centred.) 
might,  according  to  Jacquetta's  fonnei 
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promise,  be  delivered  forthwith  to 
his  mercy  and  accompany  him  to 
the  very  spot,  where  lie  was  to  dispel 
and  counteract  the  Lancastrian  nigra 
mancer's  enchantments.  The  duchess, 
too  glad  to  purchase  the  friar's  ac- 
quiescence on  such  cheap  terms,  and 
to  whose  superstitious  horror  for 
Adam's  lore  in  the  black  art,  was  now- 
added  a  purely  political  motive  for 
desiring  him  to  be  made  away  with — 
inasmuch  as  in  the  Sanctuary  she  had, 
extorted  from  Elizabeth  the 
dark  secret  which  uiiLfht  make  him  a 
very  dangerous  witness  against  the 
interests  and  honour  of  Edward — 
readily  and  joyfully  consented  to  this 
proposition. 

A  strong  guard  was  at  once 
despatched  to  the  Tower  with  the 
friar  himself,  followed  by  a  covered 
wagon,  which  was  to  serve  for  con- 
veyance to  Bungey  and  his  victim. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Sibyll,  after 
remaining  for  some  time  in  the 
chamber  which  Hastings  had  aban- 
doned to  her  solitary  woe;  had  passed 
u,  L.e  room  in  which  her  father  held 
mute  commune  with  his  Eureka. 

The  machine  was  now  thoroughly 
completed  ; — improved  and  perfected, 
to  the  utmost  art  the  inventor  ever 
could  attain.  Thinking  that  the  pre- 
judice against  it  might  have  arisen 
from  its  uncouth  appearance,  the  poor 
philosopher  had  sought  uow  to  give  it 
a  gracious  and  imposing  appearance. 
He  had  painted  and  gilt  it  with  his 
own  hands — it  looked  brighl  and 
gaudy  iii  its  gay  hues;  it-  outward 
form  was  worthy  of  the  precious  and 
propitious  jewel  which  lay  hidden  in 
its  centre. 

child — see!"     said    Adam; 
'•  is  it  not  beautiful  and  comely  '" 

".My  dear  father,  yes!"  answered 
the  poor  girl,  as  still  she  sou 

smile  ;  then,  after  a  short  sih  • 

continued-  "Father,   of    late,    me- 
Lhinks,  I    bare  too   much   fi  i 

tii'  •     pardon  me,  if  so.     Heuceforth 


I  have  no  care  in  life  but  (bee — 
henceforth  let  me  ever,  when  thou 
toilest,  come  and  sit  by  thy  side.  I 
would  not  he  alone  ! — /  dare  not  ! 
Fathei  —  father  !  God  shield  thy 
harmless  life  !  I  have  nothing  to  love 
under  heaven  but  thee  !  " 

The  good  man  turned  wistfully,  and 
raised,  with  tremulous  hands,  the  sad 
iace  that  had  pressed  itself  on  his 
bosom.  Gazing  thereon  mournfully, 
he  said — "Some  new  grief  hath 
chanced  to  thee,  my  child.  Methought 
I  heard  another  voice  besides  thine  in 
yonder  room.  Ah !  has  Lord  Hast- 
ings  " 

•'  Father,  spore  me  ! — thou  wert  toe 
right — thou  didst  judge  too  wisely — 
Lord  Hastings  is  wedded  to  another  : 
But  see,  1  can  smile  still — I  am  calm. 
My  heart  will  not  break  so  long  as  it 
hath  thee  to  love  and  pray  for!" 

She  wound  her  arms  round  him  as 
she  spoke,  and  he  roused  himself  from 
his  world  out -of  earth  again.  Though 
he  could  bring  no  comfort,  there  was 
something,  at  least,  to  the  forlorn  one, 
in  his  words  of  love — in  his  tears  of 
pity. 

They  sat  down  together,  side  by 
side,  as  the  evening  darkened.  The 
Eureka  forgotten  in  the  hour  of  its  per- 
fect ion  ;  They  noted  not  the  torches 
which  flashed  below,  reddened  at  in- 
tervals the  walls  of  their  chamber,  and 
gave  a  glow  to  the  gay  gilding  ana 
brighl  hues  of  the  gaudy  model.  Vet 
■  flickered  round  the  litter 

that  was  to  convey  Henry  the  Peace 
ful  to  the  battle-field,  which  was  to 
of  hi-  realm  !  The 
. anished,  and  tort h  fi   m  the 
dark  fortn-s  went  tie' captive  king. 

Night  succeeded  to  eve,  when  again 
the    red    glare    shot    upward    on    the 
Eureka,  playing  with  fantastii 
on  its  quaint  aspect — steps  ami 
and  the  clatter  of  arms,  Bounded  in  the 

yard,  on    tie'   Ktaire,   in    tie-   adjoining 

chamber  and  suddenly  the  door  w*w 
flung  open,  and.  followed  bj  some  hftU 
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score  soldiers,  strode  in  the  terrible 
*Tiar. 

"  A  ha,  Master  Adam  !  who  is  the 
greater nigromancer  now ]  Seize  him! 
— Away  !  And  help  you,  Master  Ser- 
geant, to  bear  this  piece  of  the  foul 
fiend's  cunning  devising.  Ho,  ho  ! 
see  you  how  it  is  tricked  out  and  fur- 
bished up — all  for  the  battle,  I  war- 
ran  t  ye  ! " 

Thi  soldiers  had  already  seized  upon 
Adam,  who,  stupefied  by  astonish- 
ment rather  than  fear,  uttered  no 
sound,  and  attempted  no  struggle. 
Bu_.  it  was  in  vain  they  sought  to  tear 
from  him  Sibyll's  clinging  and  pro- 
tecting arms.  A  supernatural  strength, 
inspired  by  a  kind  of-superstition  that 
no  harm  could  chance  to  him  while 
she  was  by,  animated  her  slight  form; 
and  fierce  though  the  soldiers  were, 
they  shrunk  from  actual  and  brutal 
violence  to  one  thus  young  and 
fair.  Those  small  hands  clung  so 
firmly,  that  it  seemed  that  nothing 
but  the  edge  of  the  sword  could  sever 
the  child's  clasp  from  the  father's 
neck. 

"  Harm  him  not — harm  him  at  your 
peril,  friar!"  she  cried,  with  flashing 
eyes.  "Tear  him  from  me,  and  if 
King  Edward  win  the  day,  Lord  Hast- 
ings shall  have  thy  life;  if  Lord 
Warwick,  thy  days  are  numbered,  too. 
Beware,  and  avaunt!" 

The  friar  was  startled.  He  had 
forgotten  Lord  Hastings  in  the  zest 
of  his  revenge.  He  feared  that,  if 
Sibyll  were  left  behind,  the  tale  s"he 
might  tell  would  indeed  bring  on  him 
a  powerful  foe  Ll  the  daughter's  lover 
— on  the  other  hand,  should  Lord 
Warwick  get  the  better,  what  ven- 
geance would  await  her  appeal  to  the 
great  protector  of  her  father!  He 
resolved,  therefore,  on  the  instant,  to 
take  Sibyll  as  well  as  her  father  ;  and 
if  the  fortune  of  the  day  allowed  him 
to  rid  himself  of  Warner,  a  good  occa- 
sion might  equally  occur  to  dispose 
hi    ever  of  the  testimony  of  Sibyll. 


He  ha'd  already  formed  a  cunning 
calculation  in  desiring  Warner's  com- 
pany ;  for  while,  should  Edward 
triumph,  the  sacrifice  of  the  hated 
Warner  was  resolved  upon,  j'et,  should 
the  earl  get  the  better,  he  could  make 
a  merit  to  Warner  that  he  (the  friar) 
had  not  only  spared,  but  saved,  his 
life,  in  making  him  his  companion. 
It  was  in  harmony  with  this  double 
policy  that  the  friar  mildly  answered 
to  Sibyll— 

"  Tush,  my  daughter  !  Perhaps  if 
your  father  be  true  to  King  Edward, 
and  aid  my  skill  instead  of  obstruct- 
ing it,  he  may  be  none  the  worse  for 
the  journey  he  must  take  ;  and  if  thou 
lfkest  to  go  with  him,  there's  room  in 
the  vehicle,  and  the  more  the  merrier. 
Harm  them  not,  soldiers — no  doubt 
they  will  follow  quietly." 

As  he  said  this,  the  men,  after 
first  crossing  themselves,  had  already 
hoisted  up  the  Eureka ;  and  when 
Adam  saw  it  borne  from  the  room, 
he  instinctively  followed  the  bearers. 
Sibyll,  relieved  by  the  thought  that, 
for  weal  or  for  woe,  she  should,  at 
least,  share  her  father's  fate,and  scarce 
foreboding  much  positive  danger  from 
the  party  which  contained  Hastings 
and  Alwyn,  attempted  no  further 
remonstrance. 

The  Kureka  was  placed  in  the  enor- 
mous vehicle — it  served  as  a  barrier 
between  the  friar  and  his  prisoners. 

The  friar  himself,  as  soon  as  the 
wagon  was  in  motion,  addressed  him- 
self civilly  enough  to  his  fellow-travel- 
lers, and  assured  them  there  was 
nothing  to  fear,  unless  Adam  thought 
fit  to  disturb  his  incantations.  The 
captives  answered  not  his  address, 
but  nestled  close  to  each  other,  inter- 
changing, at  intervals,  words  of  com- 
fort, and  recoiling  as  far  as  possible 
from  the  ex-trcgetour,  who,  having 
taken  with  him  a  more  congenial 
companion,  in  the  shape  of  a  great 
leathern  bottle,  finally  sunk  into  the 
silent    and    complacent    doze    .vhieh 
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usually  rewards  the  libations  to  the 
Bromian  god. 

The  vehicle,  with  many  other  bag- 
gage-wagons  in  the  rear  of  the  army, 
in  that  memorable  night-march,  moved 
mournfully  on ;  the  night  continued 
wrapped  in  fog  and  mist,  agreeably  to 
the  weatherwise  predictions  of  the 
friar;  the  rumbling  gro';n  of  tl"> 
vehicle,  the  tramp  of  the  soldiers,  the 


dull  rattle  of  their  arms,  with  now 
and  then  the  neigh  of  some  knight'e 
steed  in  the  distance,  were  the  only 
sounds  that  broke  the  silence,  till 
once,  as  they  neared  their  destination, 
Sibyll  started  from  her  father's  bosom, 
and  shudderingly  thought  she  recog- 
nised the  hoarse  chant  and  the  tinkling 
bells  of  the  ominous  tymbesteres. 


CHAPTER  III. 


In  the  profound  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  the  thick  fog,  Edward  had 
stationed  his  men  at  a  venture  upon 
the  heath  at  Gladsmoor,*  and  hastily 
environed  the  camp  with  palisades 
and  trenches.  He  had  intended  to 
have  rested  immediately  in  front  of 
the  foe,  but,  in  the  darkness,  mistook 
the  extent  of  the  hostile  line,  and  his 
men  were  ranged  only  opposite  tc  4he 
left  side  of  the  earl's  force  (towards 
Hadley),  leaving  the  right  unopposed. 
Most  fortunate  for  Edward  was  this 
mistake  ;  for  Warwick'8  artillery,  and 
the  new  and  deadly  bombards  he  had  J 
constructed,  were  placed  in  the  right 
of  the  earl's  army  :  and  the  provident 
earl,  naturally  supposing  Edward's 
left  was  there  opposed  to  him, ordered 
his  gunners  to  cannonade  all  night. 
Edward,  "as  the  flashes  of  the  guns  I 
illumined  by  fitu  the  gloom  of  mid- 
- 1  .•.  the  advantage  of  his  unin- 

tenlional  error;  and  to  prevent  War- 
wick   from    d 

lers   for    the    most    profound; 
f  f    Thus  even  bis  very  blun- 

ders favoured  Edward  more  than  the 
wisest  precautions  had  served  his 
feted  ' 

*  Edward  "had  tba  grratei  number  "f 
am."—  ll  u  »..  p.  898. 

\   BRAWN  TCBMIR 


Raw,  cold,  and  dismal  dawned  the 
morning  of  the  fourteenth  of  April, 
the  Easter  Sabbath.  In  the  fortunes 
of  that  day  were  involved  those  of  all 
the  persons  who  hitherto,  in  the  course 
of  this  narrative,  may  have  seemed  tc 
move  in  separate  orbits  from  the  fiery 
star  of  Warwick.  Now,  in  this  crown- 
ing hour,  the  vast  and  gigantic  destiny 
of  the  great  earl  comprehended  all 
upon  which  its  darkness  or  its  light 
had  fallen :  not  only  the  luxurious 
lid  ward,  the  perjured  Clarence,  the 
haughty  Margaret,  her  gallant  son, 
the  gentle  Anne,  the  remorseful  Isabel, 
the  dark  guile  of  Gloucester,  the 
rising  fortunes  of  the  gifted  Hastings, 
— but  on  the  hazard  of  that  die  rested 
the  hopes  of  Hilyard,  and  the  inter- 
ests of  the  trader,  Ahvyn,  and  the 
permanence  of  that  frank,  cbivalric, 
hardy,  still  half  Norman  race,  of 
which  Nicholas  Ahvyn  and  his  Saxon 
re  the  rival  antagonistic  prin- 
ciple, and  Marmaduke  Nevile  the 
ordinary  type.  Dragged  inexorably 
into  the  whirlpool  of  that  mighty 
fate,  were  even  the  very  lives  of  the 
simple  Scholar — of  his  obscure  and 
devoted  child.  Here,  into  thi>  gory 
Ocean,  all  Scattered  rivulet  sand  streams 

had  hastened  to  merge  al 

But  grander  and  more  awful  than 
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all  individual  interests  were  those 
assigned  to  the  fortunes  of  this  battle, 
so  memorable  in  the  English  annals ; 
— the  ruin  or  triumph  of  a  dynasty; 
— the  fall  of  that  warlike  baronage,  of 
which  Richard  Nevile  was  the  per- 
sonation— the  crowning  flower — the 
greatest  representative  and  the  last — 
associated  with  memories  of  turbu- 
lence and  excess  it  is  true,  but  with 
the  proudest  and  grandest  achieve- 
ments in  our  early  history — with  all 
such  liberty  as  had  been  yet  achieved 
since  the  Norman  Conquest— with  all 
such  glory  as  had  made  the  island 
famous, — here  with  Runnymede,  and 
there  with  Cressy ! — the  rise  of  a 
crafty,  plotting,  imperious  Despotism, 
based  upon  the  growing  sympathy  of 
craftsmen  and  traders,  and  ripening 
on  the  one  hand  to  the  Tudor 
tyranny,  the  Republican  reaction 
under  the  Stuarts,  the  slavery,  and 
the  civil  war — but,  on  the  other  hand, 
to  the  concentration  of  all  the  vigour 
and  life  of  genius  into  a  single  and 
strong  government,  the  graces,  the 
arts,  the  letters  of  a  polished  court, 
tbe  freedom,  the  energy,  the  resources 
of  a  commercial  population,  destined 
to  rise  above  the  tyranny  at  which  it 
had  first  connived,  and  give  to  the 
emancipated  Saxon  the  markets  of 
the  world.  Upon  the  victory  of  that 
day,  all  these  contending  interests — 
this  vast  alternative  in  the  future — 
swayed  ard  trembled.  Out,  then, 
upon  tha.  vulgar  craving  of  those 
who  comprehend  neither  the  vast 
truths  of  life,  nor  the  grandeur  of 
Lleal  art,  and  who  ask  from  poet  or 


(narrator,  the  poor  and  petty  morality 
of  "  Poetical  Justice"  —  a  justice 
existing  not  in  our  work-day  world — 
a  justice  existing  not  in  the  sombre 
page  of  history— a  justice  existing 
not  in  the  loftier  conceptions  of  men 
■whose  genius  has  grappled  with  the 
enigmas  which  art  and  poetry  only 
can  foreshadow  and  divine  :  —  un- 
known to  us  in  the  street  and  the 
market — unknown  to  us  on  the  scaf- 
fold of  the  patriot,  or  amidst  the 
flames  of  tbe  martyr — unknown  to  us 
in  the  Lear  and  the  Hamlet — in  the 
Agamemnon  and  the  Prometheus. 
Millions  upon  millions,  ages  upon 
ages,  are  entered  but  as  items  in  the 
vast  account  in  which  the  recording 
angel  sums  up  the  unerring  justice  of 
God  to  man. 

Raw,  cold,  and  dismal,  dawned  the 
morning  of  the  fourteenth  of  April. 
And  on  that  very  day  Margaret  and 
her  son,  and  the  wife  and  daughter  of 
Lord  Warwick,  landed,  at  last,  on  the 
shores  of  England.*  Come  they  for 
joy,  or  for  woe — for  victory,  or  despair  1 
The  issue  of  this  day's  fight  on  the 
Heath  of  Gladsmoor  will  decide 
Prank  thy  halls,  O  Westminster,  for 
the  triumph  of  the  Lancastrian  king 
— or  open  thou,  0  Grave,  to  receive 
the  saint-like  Henry  and  his  noble 
son.  The  king-maker  goes  before  ye, 
saint-like  father  and  noble  son,  to 
prepare  your  thrones  amongst  the 
living,  or  your  mansions  amongst  the 
dead ! 


*  Margaret  landed  at  Weymouth — Lad* 
Warwick,  at  Portsmouth 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


449 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    BATTLE. 


Raw,  cold,  and  dismal,  dawned  the 
morning  of  the  fourteenth  of  April. 
I'lu  heavy  mist  .-till  covered  both 
Annies,  but  their  hum  and  stir  was 
already  heard  through  the  gloaming, 
— the  neighing  of  steeds,  and  the 
clangour  of  mail.  Occasionally  a 
movement  of  either  force  made  dim 
forms,  seeming  gigantic  through  the 
vapour,  indistinctly- visible  to  the  an- 
tagonist  army  ;  and  there  was  some- 
thing ghastly  and  unearthlike  in 
these  ominous  shapes,  suddenly  seen, 
and  suddenly  vanishing,  amidst  the 
sullen  atmosphere.  By  this  time, 
Warwick  had  discovered  the  mistake 
of  bis  gunners;  for,  to  the  right  of 
the  earl,  the  silence  of  the  Yorkists 
was  still  unbroken,  while  abruptly 
from  the  thick  gloom  to  the  left 
broke  the  hoarse  mutter,  and  low 
growl  of  the  awakening  war.  Not  a 
moment  was  lost  by  the  earl  in  re- 
pairing  the  error  of  the  night:  his 
artillery  wheeled  rapidly  from  the 
right  wing,  and,  sudden  as  a  storm  of 
lightning,  the  fire  from  the  cannon 
flashed  through  the  dun  and 
vapour:  and,  not  far  from  the  very 
spot  it i.  -  was  marshalling 

the  wing  entrusted  to  his  command; 
made  a   deep   chasm  in  the  serried 
ranks.     Death  had  begun  his  feast! 
At  that   moment,   however,  from 
•  the  Yorkist  arm] 
ned    by  the   explosion, 

that  deep  t d  shi 

which,  he  who    ha-   ■•■   beard    it. 

coming,  as    it    were,   t  om    the  one  ( 
of    an    armed    mil 

ever  recal  as  the  mosl   kindling  and 
glorious  sound  which  evei  qu 


the  pulse  and  thrilled  the  blood,— 
for  along  that  part  of  the  army  now 
rode  King  Edward.  His  mail  was 
polished  as  a  mirror,  but  otherwise 
unadorned,  resembling  that  which 
now  invests  his  effigies  at  the  Tower,* 
and  the  housings  of  his  steed  were 
spangled  with  silver  suns,  for  the 
silver  sun  was  the  cognisance  on  all 
his  banners.  His  head  was  bare,  and 
through  the  hazy  atmosphere  the  gold 
of  his  rich  locks  seemed  literally  to 
shine.  Followed  by  his  body  squire, 
with  his  helm  and  lance,  and  the 
lords  in  his  immediate  staff,  his 
truncheon  in  his  hand,  he  passed 
slowly  along  the  steady  line,  till, 
halting  where  he  deemed  his  voice 
could  be  farthest  heard,  he  reined  in, 
and  lifting  his  hand,  the  shout  of  the 
soldiery  was  hushed,  —  though  still 
while  he  spoke  from  Warwick's 
archers  came  the  arrowy  shower,  and 
still  the  gloom  was  pierced  and  the 
hush  interrupted  by  the  flash  and  the 
roar  of  the  bombards. 

"  Englishmen  and  friends," said  the 
martial  chief,  -"to  bold  deeds  go  but 
few  wonl>.  Before  you  is  the  foe! 
From  Kavenspur  to  London  1  have 
d  — treason  flying  from  my 
Bword,  loyalty  gathering  to  my  stan- 
dard. With  but  two  thousand  men, 
on  the  fourteenth  of  March,  I  enteied 
England— on  the  fourteenth  of  April, 
fifty  thousand  is  my  muster  roll.  Who 
mall  say,  then,  that  I  am  not  king, 

int  ..f  armour,  however,  w  blch  the 
•  i-it..i   to  the  Royal  Armm  j  ises] 

i  mi.    Udw .ml  could  have  worn,  if 
small    for   nioh    credulity 
bd  ward's  height  waesix  feet  two  Inohea, 
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when  one  month  mans  a  monarch's 
army  from  his  subjects'  love  1  And 
well  know  ye,  now,  that  my  cause  is 
yours  and  England's  !  Those  against 
us  are  men  who  would  rule  in  despite 
of  law — barons  whom  I  gorged  with 
favours,  and  who  would  reduce  this 
fair  realm  of  King,  Lords,  and  Com- 
mons, to  be  the  appanage  and  property 
of  one  man's  measureless  ambition — 
the  park,  forsooth,  the  homestead  to 
Lord  Warwick's  private  house !  Ye 
gentlemen  and  knights  of  England, 
let  them  and  their  rabble  prosper, 
and  your  properties  will  be  despoiled 
■ — your  lives  insecure — all  law  struck 
dead.  What  differs  Richard  of  War- 
wick from  Jack  Cade,  save  that  if  his 
name  is  nobler,  so  is  his  treason 
greater]  Commoners  and  soldiers  of 
England — freemen,  however  humble 
— what  do  these  rebel  lords  (who 
would  rule  in  the  name  of  Lancaster) 
desire  1  To  reduce  you  to  villeins 
and  to  bondsmen,  as  your  forefathers 
were  to  them.  Ye  owe  freedom  from 
the  barons  to  the  just  laws  of  my 
sires  your  kings.  Gentlemen  and 
knights,  commoners  and  soldiers, 
Edward  IV.  upon  his  throne,  will  not 
profit  by  a  victory  more  than  you. 
This  is  no  war  of  dainty  chivalry — it 
is  a  war  of  true  men  against  false. 
Mo  quarter !  Spare  not  either  knight 
or  hilding  !  Warwick,  forsooth,  will 
not  smite  the  Commons.  Truly  not 
— the  rabble  are  his  friends.     I  say 

to  you "  and  Edward,  pausing  in 

the  excitement  and  sanguinary  fury 
o(  h.s  tiger  nature  —  the  soldiers, 
heated  like  himself  to  the  thirst  of 
blood,  saw  his  eyes  sparkle,  and 
his  teeth  gnash,  as  he  added  in  a 
deeper  and  lower,  but  not  less  audi- 
ble voice,  "  I  say  to  you,  slat 
all  !  *  What  heel  spares  the  viper's 
brood  ? " 

•'We    will — we    will!"    was    the 
horrid    answer,   which  came   hissing 


and  muttered  forth  from  morion  and 
cap  of  steel. 

"  Hark  !  to  their  bombards !  "  re- 
sumed Edward.  "  The  enemy  would 
fight  from  afar,  for  they  excel  us  in 
their  archers  and  gunners.  Upon 
them,  then- — hand  to  hand,  and  man 
to  man  !  Advance  banners — sound 
trumpets!  Sir  Oliver,  ray  basinet! 
Soldiers,  if  my'standard  fails,  look  for 
the  plume  upon  your  king's  helmet! 
Charge ! " 

Then,  with  a  shout  wilder  and 
louder  than  before,  on  through  the 
hail  of  the  arrows — on  through  the 
glare  of  the  bombards — rather  with  a 
rush  than  in  a  march,  advanced  Ed- 
ward's centre  against  the  array  of 
Somerset.  But  from  a  part  of  the 
encampment  where  the  cireumvalla- 
tion  seemed  strongest,  a  small  body  of 
men  moved  not  with  the  general  body. 

To  the  left  of  the  churchyard  of 
Hadley,  at  this  day,  the  visitor  may 
notice  a  low  wall  ;  on  the  other  side  of 
that  wall  is  a  garden,  then  but  a  rude 
eminence  on  Gladsmoor  Heath.  On 
that  spot  a  troop  in  complete  armour, 
upon  destriers  pawing  impatiently, 
surrounded  a  man  upon  a  sorry  pal- 
frey, and  in  a  gown  of  blue — the  colour 
of  royalty  and  of  servitude,— that  man 
was  Henry  the  Sixth.  In  the  same 
space  stood  Friar  Bungey,  his  foot  on 
the  Eureka,  muttering  incantations, 
that  the  mists  he  had  foretold,*  and 
which  had  protected  the  Yorkists  from 
the  midnight  guns,  might  yet  last,  to 
the  confusion  of  the  foe.  And  near 
him,  under  a  gaunt,  leafless  tree,  a 
rope  round  his  neck,  was  Adam  War- 
ner— Sibyll,  still  faithful  to  his  side, 
nor  shuddering  at  the  arrows  and  the 

*  Lest  the  reader  should  suppose  that  the 
importance  of  Kriiir  Bungey  upon  this 
bloody  day  has  been  exaggerated  by  the 
narrator,  we  must  cite  the  testimony  of 
sober  Alderman  Fabyan:  —  "of  the  mists 
and  other  impediments  which  fell  upon  the 
Lords'  party,  by  reason  of  the  incantations 
wiouglit  bj  Friar  Bungey,  as  the  fame  went, 
me  list  not  to  write." 
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gun? — her  whole  fear  concentrated 
upon  the  sole  life  for  which  her  own 
was  prized.  Upon  this  eminence,  then, 
these  lookers  on  stood  aloof.  And 
the  meek  ears  of  Henry  heard  through 
the  fog  the  inexplicable  sullen,  jarring, 
clash, — steel  had  met  steel. 

"  Holy  Father!"  exclaimed  the 
kingly  saint,  "and  this  is  die  Easter 
Sabbath,  thy  most  solemn  day  of 
peace !" 

"  Be  silent."  thundered  the   friar, 

'■  thou  disturbest  my  spells.     Barab- 

barara  -Santhinoa  -!'•  ggibus inere«- 

■  njueio  inimici8—-Garabbora) 

vapor  et  mistes!" 

We  must  now  rapidly  survey  the 
dispositions  of  the  army  under  War- 
wick. In  the  right  wing,  the  command 
was  entrusted  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford 
and  the  Marquis  of  Montagu.  The 
former,  who  led  the  cavalry  of  that 
division,  was  stationed  in  the  van  : 
the  latter,  according  to  his  usual  habit 
—  surrounded  by  a  strong  body  guard 
of  knights,  and  a  prodigious  Dumber 
of  squires  as  aide  de-camps — remained 
at  the  rear,  and  directed  thence,  by 
his  orders,  the  general  movement! 
In  this  wing  the  greater  cumber  were 
Lancastrian,  jealous  of  Warwick,  and 
only  consenting  to  the  generalship  of 
shared  by  theij 
favourite  hero,  Oxford.  In  the  mid- 
space,  lay  the  chi'  i  of  the 
bowmen,  with  a  goodly  number  of 
pikes  and  bills,  under  the  Duke  of 
Somerset  :  and  this  division  also  was 
principally  Lancastrian,  and  shared 
I  e  jealousy  of  Oxford's  soldieiy.  The 
left  wing,  comp — d  for  the  mosl  of 
It's  yeomanry  and  r< 
immanded  by  the  Duke  of 
conjointly  with  the  earl  him- 
self. Both  armies  kepi  a  considerable 
body  in  ad  Warwick,  besides 
.  had  selected  from  his 
liners  a  band  of  picked  areherH, 
whom  he  iiad  Bkilfully  placed  in  tin; 
outskirtsof  a  wood  thai  then  stretched 
from  Wrotham  Park   to  the  column 


that  now  commemorates  the  battle  of 
Barnet,  on  the  high  northern  road. 
He  had  guarded  these  last-mentioned 
archers  (where  exposed  in  front  to 
Edward's  horsemen)  by  strong  tall 
barricades,  leaving  only  such  an  open- 
ing as  would  allow  one  horseman,  at  a 
time,  to  pass,  and  defending  hy  a  for- 
midable line  of  pikes  this  narrow  open- 
ing left  for  communication,  and  to 
admit  to  a  place  of  refuge  in  case  of 
need.  These  dispositions  made,  and 
ere  yet  Edward  had  advanced  on 
Somerset,  the  earl  rode  to  the  front 
of  the  wing  under  his  special  com- 
mand, and,  agreeably  to  the  custom 
of  the  time,  ohserved  by  his  royal  foe, 
harangued  the  troops.  Here  were 
placed  those  who  loved  him  as  a  father, 
and  venerated  him  as  something  supe- 
rior to  mortal  man — here  the  retainers, 
who  had  grown  up  with  him  from  his 
childhood — who  had  followed  him  to 
his  first  fields  of  war — who  had  lived 
under  the  shelter  of  his  man  castles, 
and  fed  iu  that  rude  equality  of  a  more 
primaeval  age,  which  he  loved  still  to 
maintain,  at  his  lavish  hoard.  And 
now  Lord  Warwick's  coal-black  steed 
halted,  motionless  in  the  van.  His 
squire  behind  hore  his  helmet,  over- 
shadowed by  the  eagle  of  Monthermer, 
tretched  wings  of  which  spread 
wide  into  sable  plumes:  and  as  the 
earl's  nohle  face  turned  full  and  calm 
upon  the  bristling  lines,  there 
not  the  vulgar  uproar  that  greeted  ilm 
aspect  of  the  young  Edward.  By  one 
strange  sympathies  which 
pass  through  multitudes,  and  seize 
them  with  a  common  feeling,  the 
whole  body  of  those  adoring  vassals 
became  suddenly  aware  of  the  change 
which  a  year  had  made  in  the  face  ol 
their  chief  and  father.  They  saw  the 
grey  flakes  in  hi-  Jove  like  curls — the 
furrows  in  that  lofty  brow  the  hot 
lows  iii  thai  bronzed  and  manl\  visage, 

which  had  eemed  to  their  rude  ad- 
miration to  wear  the  -tamp  of  the 
twofold    Divinity— Beneficence   and 
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Valour.  A  thrill  of  tenderness  and 
awe  shot  through  the  veins  of  every 
one — tears  of  devotion  rushed  into 
many  a  hardy  eye.  No — there,  was 
not  the  ruthless  captain  addressing 
his  hireling  butchers ;  it  vas  the 
chief  and  father  rallying  gratitude, 
and  love,  and  reverence,  to  tiie  crisis 
of  his  stormy  fate. 

"  My  friends,  my  followers,  aud  my 
children,"  said  the  ear!,  "  the  field  we 
have  entered  is  one  from  which  there 
is  no  retreat ;  here  must  your  leader 
conquer,  or  here  die  It  is  not  a 
parchment  pedigree — it  is  not  a  name, 
derived  from  the  ashes  of  dead  men, 
that  make  the  only  charter  of  a  king. 
We  Englishmen  were  but  slaves,  if,  in 
giving  crown  and  sceptre  to  a  mortal 
like  ourselves,  we  asked  not  in  return 
the  kingly  virtues.  Beset,  of  old,  by 
evil  counsellors,  the  reign  of  Henry  VI. 
was  obscured,  aud  the  weal  of  the 
realm  endangered.  Mine  own  wrongs 
seemed  to  me  great,  but  the  disasters 
of  my  country  not  less.  I  deemed 
that  in  the  race  of  York,  England 
would  know  a  wiser  and  happier  rule. 
What  was,  in  this,  mine  error  ye 
partly  know.  A  prince  dissolved  in 
luxurious  vices — a  nobility  degraded 
by  minions  and  blood-suckers — a  peo- 
ple plundered  by  purveyors,  and  a 
land  disturbed  by  brawl  and  riot. 
But  ye  know  not  all :  God  makes 
man's  hearth  man's  altar — our  hearths 
were  polluted — our  wives  and  daugh- 
ters were  viewed  as  harlots — and 
lechery  ruled  the  realm.  A  king's 
word  should  be  fast  as  the  pillars  of 
the  world.  What  man  ever  trusted 
Edward  and  was  not  deceived  1  Even 
now  the  unknightly  liar  stands  in 
arms  with  the  weight  of  perjury  on 
his  soul.  In  his  father's  town  of  York, 
ye  know  that  he  took,  three  short 
weeks  since,  solemn  oath  of  fealty  to 
King  Henry.  And  now  King  Henry 
is  his  captive,  and  King  Henry's  holy 
crown  upon  his  traitor's  head  — 
'  traitors'  calls  he  Us?     What  name, 


then,  rank  enough  for  him?  Edward 
gave  the  promise  of  a  brave  man,  and 
I  served  him.  He  proved  a  base,  a 
false,  a  licentious,  and  a  cruel  king, 
and  I  forsook  him ;  may  all  free 
hearts  in  all  free  lands  so  serve  kings 
when  they  become  tyrants  !  Ye  fight 
against  a  cruel  and  a  torcious  usurper, 
whose  bold  hand  cannot  sanctify  a 
black  heart — ye  fight  not  only  for 
King  Henry,  the  meek  and  the  godly 
— ye  fight  not  for  him  alone  out  for 
hi?,  young  and  princely  son,  t ±e  grand- 
child of  Henry  of  Agincourt,  who,  old 
men  tell  me,  has  that  hero's  face,  and 
who,  I  know,  has  that  hero's  frank 
and  royal  and  noble  soul — ye  fight  for 
the  freedom  of  your  land,  for  the 
honour  of  your  women,  for  what  is 
better  than  any  king's  cause — for 
justice  and  mercy — for  truth  and 
manhood's  virtues  against  corruption 
in  the  laws,  slaughter  by  the  scaffold, 
falsehood  in  a  ruler's  lips,  and  shame- 
less harlotry  in  the  councils  of  ruth- 
less power.  The  order  I  have  ever 
given  in  war,  I  give  now- ; — we  war 
against  the  leaders  of  evil,  not  against 
the  hapless  tools; — we  war  against  our 
oppressors,  not  against  our  misguided 
brethren.  Strike  down  every  plumed 
crest,  but  when  the  strife  is  over,  spare 
every  common  man  !  Hark  !  while  I 
speak,  I  hear  the  march  of  your  foe ! 
Up  standards ! —  blow  trumpets  !  And 
now,  as  I  brace  my  basinet,  may  God 
grant  us  all  a  glorious  victory,  or  a  glo- 
rious m-ave.  On,  my  merry  men  1  show 
these  London  loons  the  stout  hearts  of 
Warwickshire  and  Yorkshire  On,  my 
merrymen!  A  Warwick!  A  Warwick..'" 

As  In'  ended,  he  swung  lightly ove* 
his  head  the  terrible  battle-axe  which 
had  smitten  down,  as  the  grass  before 
the  reaper,  the  chivalry  of  many  a 
field  ;  and  ere  the  last  blast  of  the 
trumpets  died,  the  troops  of  Warwick 
and  of  Gloucester  met,  and  mingled 
hand  to  hand. 

Although  the  earl  had.  on  discover- 
ing the  position  of  the  enemy,  moved 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BARONS. 


447 


scl'.c  of  his  artillery  from  his  right 
(ring,  yet  there  St  II  lay  the  great 
number  and  strength  of  his  force. 
And  there,  therefore,  Montagu,  roll- 
ing troop  on  troop  to  the  aid  of  Ox- 
ford., pressed  so  overpoweringly  upon 
the  soldiers  under  Hastings,  that  the 
battle  very  soon  wore  a  most  unfa- 
vourable aspect  for  the  Yorkists.  It 
seemed,  indeed,  that  the  -  -ess  which 
had  always  hitherto  atte  ided  the  mili- 
tary movements  of  .Montagu,  was  des- 
tined for  a  crowning  triumph.  Sta- 
tioned, as  we  have  said,  in  the  rear, 
with  his  light  armed  squires,  upon 
fleet  steeds,  around  him,  he  moved 
the  springs  of  the  battle  with  the  calm 
sagacity  which  at  that  moment  no 
chief  in  either  army- possessed.  Hast- 
ings was  thoroughly  outflanked,  and 
though  his  men  fought  with  great 
valour,  they  could  not  resist  the  weight 
of  superior  numbers. 

In  the  midst  of  the  carnage  in  the 
centre.  Edward  reined  in  his  steed,  as 
ne  heard  the  cry  of  victory  in  thegitle — 

••  By  heaven!"  he  exclaimed,  "our 
men  at  the  left  are  cravens — they  fly  ! 
they  fly !— Hide  to  Lord  Hastings,  Sir 
Humphrey  Bourchier,  bid  him  defile 
hither  what  men  are  left  him  ;  and 
re  our  felloes  are  well  aware 
what  hath  chanced  yonder,  charge  we, 
knights  and  gentlemen,  on,  on' — 
break  9  line;  on,  on,  to  the 

•  the  rebel  ear! ! " 

Then,  visor  closed,  lance  in  rest, 
Bd  ward  and  his  cavalry  dashed  through 

the  archers  and   billineu  of  Somi  reel  : 

dad  in  complete  mail,  impel  \  ioua  to 
the  weapons   of    the    infantry,   they 

slaughtered    a-    thej    rode,   and    their 

marked    by    corpses    and 

stream-  of  bl  Piei  «8l  and  fell  est 

of  all.  i  d  bimself;  when  hia 

bivered,  and  he  drew  his  knotty 
:dle  bow, 
woe  to  all  wbo  attempted  to  stop  his 
path.     Vain    alike    -t,-,-i    helmet    or 
leathern  cap,  jerkin  or  coal  of  mail. 

In   vain  Somerset    threw   liiin 


the  mel6e.  •  The  instant  Edward  and 
his  cavalry  had  made  a  path  through 
the  lines  for  his  foot  soldiery,  the  for- 
tunes of  the  day  were  half  retrieved. 
It  was  no  rapid  passage,  pierced  and 
reclosed,  that  he  desired  to  effect,  it 
was  the  wedge  in  the  oak  of  war. 
There,  rooted  in  the  very  midst  of 
Somerset's  troops,  doubling  on  each 
side,  passing  on  but  to  return  again, 
where  helm  could  be  crashed  and  man 
overthrown,  the  mighty  strength  o! 
Edward  widened  the  breach  more  anu 
more,  till  faster  and  faster  poured  in 
his  bands,  and  the  centre  of  Warwick's 
army  seemed  to  reel  and  whirl  round 
the  broadening  gap  through  its  ranks 
— as  the  waves  round  some  chasm  iu 
a  maelstrom. 

Bir  in  the  interval,  the  hard-pressed 
troops  commanded  by  Hastings  were 
scattered  and  dispersed  ;  driven  from 
the  field,  they  fled  in  numbers  through 
the  town  of  Barnet ;  many  halted  not 
till  they  reached- Loudon,  where  they 
spread  the  news  of  the  carl's  victory 
and  Edward's  ruin.* 

Through  the  mist,  Friar  Bungey 
discerned  the  fugitive  Yorkists  under 
Hastings,  and  heard  their  cries  of 
despair  :  Through  the  mist,  Sibyll 
saw,  close  beneath  the  entrenchments 
which  protected  the  space  on  which 
they  stood,  an  armed  horseman  with 
the  well-known  crest  of  Hastings  on 
his  helmet,  and.  with  lifted  visor, 
calling  his  men  to  the  return,  in  the 
loud  voice  of  rage  and  -corn.  And 
then,  she  herself  sprang  forwards,  and 
ing  his  past  cruelty  in  his  pre- 
sent danger,  cried  his  nam-  weak 
cry.  lost  in  the  roar  of  war  !  But  the 
friar,  now  fearing  he  had  taken  the 
wrong  side,  began  to  turn  from  his 
spells,  ti  ;  be  most  abjeel  npc« 

to  Ad  mi,  to  assure  him  that  he 
would  hai  e  been  slaughtered  at  the 
To«er,  but  h.r  the  friar's  interrup- 
tion ;  and    that    the    rope    round    his 
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neck  was  hut  an  insignificant  cere- 
mony due  to  the  prejudices  of  the 
soldiers.  "  Alas,  Great  Man,"  he  con- 
cluded ;  "  I  see  still  that  thou  art 
mightier  than  I  am ;  thy  charms, 
though  silent,  are  more  potent  than 
mine,  though  my  lungs  crack  beneath 
them  !  Confv&io  Inimicis  Taralorolu, 
— I  mean  no  harm  to  the  earl, — Garra- 
bora,  mis'es  et  nubes; — Lord,  what 
will  become  of  me  ' " 


Meanwhile,  Hastings,  with  a  small 
body  of  horse  who  being  composed  of 
knights  and  squires,  specially  singled 
out  for  the  sword,  fought  with  the 
pride  of  disdainful  gentlemen,  and  the 
fury  of  desperate  soldiers — finding  it 
impossible  to  lure  back  the  fugitives, 
hewed  their  own  way  through  Oxford's 
ranks,  to  the  centre,  where  they 
brought  fresh  aid  to  the  terrible  air0 
of  Edward. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE    BATTLE. 


TnE  mist  still  continued  so  thick 
that  Montagu  was  unable  to  discern 
the  general  prospects  of  the  field. 
But,  calm  and  resolute  in  his  post, 
amidst  the  arrows  which  whirled 
round  him,  and  often  struck,  blunted, 
against  his  Milan  mail,  the  marquis  re- 
ceived the  reports  of  his  aide-de-camps 
(may  that  modern  word  be  pardoned?) 
as  one  after  one,  they  emerged  through 
the  fog  to  his  side. 

"  Well,"  lie  said,  as  one  of  these 
messengers  now  spurred  to  the  spot, 
"  we  have  beaten  off  Hastings  and  his 
hirelings ;  but  I  see  not  '  the  Silver 
Star'  of  Lord  Oxford's  banner."* 

"Lord  Oxford,  my  lord,  has  fol- 
lowed the  enemy  he  routed  to  the 
farthest  verge  of  the  heath." 

"Saints  help  us!  Is  Oxford  thus 
headstrong?  He  will  ruin  all  if  he 
be  decoyed  from  the  field  !  Hide  back, 
sir !  Yet — hold !  " — as  another  of  the 
aide-de-camps  appeared.  "What  news 
from  Lord  Warwick's  wing?" 

"  Sore  beset,  bold  marquis.     Glou- 

*  The  Silver  Star  of  the  He  Veres  had  its 
origin  ill  a  tradition  that  one  of  their  ances- 
tors, when  fighting  in  the  Holy  Land,  saw  a 
falling  star  descend  upon  his  shield.  Fatal 
to  men,  nobler  even  than  the  De  Veres,  was 
that  uiWer  falling  stai 


cester's  line  seems  countless ;  it  already 
outflanks  the  earl.  The  duke  himself 
seems  inspired  by  hell !  Twice  has 
his  slight  arm  braved  even  the  earl's 
battle-axe,  which  spared  the  boy  but 
smote  to  the  dust  his  comrades ! " 

"  Well,  and  what  of  the  centre, 
sir?"  as  a  third  for   >  now  arrived. 

"There,  rages  Edward  in  person. 
He  hath  pierced  into  the  midst.  But 
Somerset  still  holds  on  gallantly!" 

(Montagu  turned  to  the  first  aide-de- 
camp. 

"  Ride,  sir !  Quick  !  This  to  Ox- 
ford— No  pursuit!  Bid  him  haste, 
with  all  his  men,  to  the  left  wing,  and 
smite  Gloucester  in  the  rear.  Ride, 
ride — for  life  and  victory  !  If  he  come 
but  in  time,  the  day  is  ours  !  "  * 

The  aide-de-camp  darted  off,  and  the 
mist  swallowed  up  horse  and  horse- 
man. 

"Sound  trumpets  to  the  return!" 
said  the  marquis; — then,  after  a  mo- 
ment's musing  —  "Though  Oxford 
hath  drawn  off  our  main  force  of 
cavalry,  we  have  still  some  stout  lames 
left ;  and  Warwick  must  be  strength- 
ened. On  to  the  earl!  Laissez  alter ! 
A   Montagu  !    a   Montagu  I "      And 
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lance  in  rest,  the  marquis,  and  the 
knights  immediately  around  him,  and 
hitherto  not  personally  engaged,  de- 
scended the  hillock  at  a  hand  gallop, 
and  were  met  by  a  troop  outnumber- 
ing their  own,  and  commanded  by  the 
Lords  D'Eyncourt  and  Say. 

At  this  time,  Warwick  was  indeed 
in  the  same  danger  that  had  routed 
the  troo  8  of  Bastings  :  for,  by  a  simi- 
lar pinion,  the  strength  of  the  hostile 
numbers  beinirarrayed  with  Gloucester, 
the  duke's  troops  had  almost  entirely 
surrounded  him.*  And  Gloucester 
himself  woudrously  approved  the  trust 
that  had  consigned  to  his  stripling 
arm  the  flower  of  the  Yorkist  army. 
Through  the  mists,  the  blood-red 
manteline  he  wore  over  his  mail,  the 
grinning  teeth  of  the  boar's  head 
which  crested  his  helmet,  flashed  and 
gleamed  wherever  his  presence  was 
most  needed  to  encourage  the  flagging 
or  >pur  on  the  fierce.  And  there 
seemed  to  both  armies  something 
ghastly  and  preternatural  in  the  savage 
strength  of  this  small,  slight  figure 
thus  Btartlingly  caparisoned,  and 
which  was  heard  evermore  uttering 
its  sharp  war-cry — "  Gloucester,  to  1  be 
onslaught!  Down  with  the  rebels, 
down  !  " 

Nor  did  this  daring  personage  dis- 
dain, in  the  midst  of  his  fury,  to  in- 
'he  effect  of  valour  by  the  art 
of  a  bruin  that  never  ceased  to  scheme 
on  the  Colli "S  of  mankind, 
see  '  "  he  cried,  a-  he  shot  meteor-like 
from  rank  to  rank.  "See — these  are 
no  natural  vapours!  Yonder  the 
might]  friar,  w  ho  delayed  the  sails  of 
Margaret,  chants    his  spells   to   the 

thai  ride   the   gale.      Fear  not 

the  bombards — Lheir enchanted  ball- 
swerve  from  the  brave!  The  dark 
legions  of  Air  fight  for  us !  For  the 
ne  when  the  fiend  shall 
rend  bis  prey  |  "  And  fiendlike 
seemed  the  form  thus  screochin 


Vo.  10.°. 


i 


its  predictions  from  under  the  grim 
headgear;  and  then  darting  and  dis- 
appearing amidst  the  uea  of  pikes, 
cleaving  its  path  of  blood  ! 

But  still  the  untiring  might  o. 
Warwick  defied  the  press  of  numbers 
that  swept  round  lam,  tide  upon  tide. 
Through  the  mists,  his  black  armour, 
black  illume,  black  steed,  6loonied 
forth  like  one  thundercloud  in  the 
midst  of  a  dismal  heaven.  The  noble 
charger  bore  along  that  mighty  rider, 
animating,  guiding  all,  with  as  much 
ease  and  lightness  as  the  racer  bears 
its  puny  weight;  the  steed  itself  was 
scarce  less  terrible  to  encounter  than 
the  sweep  of  the  rider's  axe.  Pro- 
tected from  arrow  and  lance  by  a 
coat  of  steel,  the  long  chaffron  or  pike 
which  projected  from  its  barbed  frontal 
dropped  with  gore  as  it  scoured 
along.  No  line  of  men,  however 
serried,  could  resist  the  charge  of  that 
horse  and  horseman.  And  vain  even 
ter's  dauntless  presence  and 
thrilling  battle  cry.  when  the  stout 
earl  was  seen  looming  through  the 
vapour,  and  his  cheerful  shout  was 
heard,  "  My  merry  men,  fight  on  !" 

For  a  third  time,  Gloucester,  spur- 
ring forth  from  his  recoiling  and 
shrinking  followers,  bending  low  o— -r 
bis  saddle  bow,  covered  by  his  sine..., 
and  with  the  tenth  lance  (his  favourite 
weapon,  because  the  one  in  whiclf 
skill  best  supplied  strength)  he  had 
borne  that  day,  launched  himself  upon 
tin:  vast  bulk  of  bis  tremendous  foe. 
With  th  energy — that  rapid 

calculation  which  made  the  basis  of 
his  character,  ami  which  ever  clovo 
through  all  obstacles  at  the  one  that 
if  destroyed,  destroyed  the  rest, — in 
that,  his  firai  great  battle,  as  in  hi 
last  at  Bosworth,  he  Bingled  out  th. 
Leader,  and  rnshed  upon  the  giant  as 

I  t  ill'  or.    the   horns  and  de«  lap 

of  tic-  bull.     Warwick,  in  the  broad 

■  bich  hi-  arm  had  made  around 

him  in  the  carnage,  r<  ini  d  in  as  he 
-a'  the  foe, and recognii  sd thegrienh 

OG  V 


U.Q 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  BAKONS. 


cognizance  and  scarlet  mantle  of  his 
godson.  And  even  in  that  moment, 
with  all  his  heated  blood,  and  his 
remembered  wrong,  and  his  imminent 
peril,  his  generous  and  lion  heart  felt 
a  glow  of  admiration  at  the  valour 
of  the  boy  he  had  trained  to  arms 
— of  the  son  of  the  beloved  York. 
"  His  father  little  thought,"  muttered 
the  earl,  "  that  that  arm  should  win 
glory  against  his  old  friend's  iife!" 
And  as  the  half-uttered  word  died  on 
his  lips,  the  well  poised  lance  of  Glou- 
cester struck  full  upon  bis  bassinet, 
and,  despite  the  earl's  horsemanship 
and  his  strength,  made  him  reel  in 
his  saddle,  while  the  prince  shot  by, 
and  suddenly  wheeling  round,  cast 
away  the  shivered  lance,  and  assailed 
him  sword  in  hand. 

"  Back,  Richard — boy,  back  ! "  said 
the  earl,  in  a  voice  that  sounded 
hollow  through  his  helmet — "  It  is 
not  against  thee  that  my  wrongs  call 
for  blood  —pass  on  !" 

"  Not  so,  Lord  Warwick,"  answered 
Richard,  in  a  sobered,  and  almost 
solemn  voice,  dropping  for  the  moment 
the  point,  of  his  sword,  and  raising 
his  visor,  that  he  might  be  the  better 
heard, — "  On  the  field  of  battle  all 
memories,  sweet  in  peace,  must  die ! 
St.  Paul  be  my  judge,  that  even  in 
this  hour  I  love  you  well  ;  but  1  love 
renown  and  glory  more.  On  the  edge 
of  my  sword  sit  power  and  royalty, 
and  what  high  souls  prize  most — 
ambition :  these  would  nerve  me 
against  mine  own  brother's  breast, 
were  that  breast  my  barrier  to  an 
illustrious  future.  Thou  hast  given 
thy  daughter  to  another!  I  smite 
the  father,  to  regain  my  bride.  Lay 
on,  and  spare  not .'  —for  he  who  hates 
dice  most  would  prove  not  so  fell  a 
foe  .is  t lie  man  who  sees  his  fortunes 
made  or  marred — his  love  crushed  or 
yet  crowned,  as  this  day's  battle  closes 
in  triumph  or  defeat. — Rkbel,  dekenk 

MYSELF  !" 

No  time  was  left  for  further  speech ; 


for  as  Richard's  sword  descended,  two 
of  Gloucester's  followers,  Parr  and 
Milwater  by  name,  dashed  from  the 
halting  lines  at  the  distance,  and  bore 
down  to  their  young  prince's  aid. 
At  the  same  moment,  Sir  Manna- 
duke  Nevile  aDd  the  Lord  Fitzhugh 
spurred  from  the  opposite  line;  and 
thus  encouraged,  the  band  on  either 
side  came  boldly  forward,  and  the 
melee  grew  fierce  and  general.  But 
still  Richard's  sword  singled  out  the 
earl,  and  still  the  earl,  parrying  his 
blows,  dealt  his  own  upon  meaner 
heads.  Crushed  by  one  swoop  of  the 
axe,  fell  Mil  water  to  the  earth  — 
down,  as  again  it  swung  on  high,  fell 
Sir  Humphrey  Bourchier,  who  had 
just  arrived  to  Gloucester  with  mes- 
sages from  Edward,  never  uttered  in 
the  world  below.  Before  Marmaduke's 
lance  fell  Sir  Thomas  Parr  ;  and  these 
three  corpses  making  a  barrier  be- 
tween Gloucester  and  the  earl,  the 
duke  turned  fiercely  upon  Manna- 
duke,  while  the  earl,  wheeling  round. 
charged  into  the  midst  of  the  hostile 
line,  which  scattered  to  the  right  and 
left. 

"  On !  my  merry  men,  on  ! "  rang 
once  more  through  the  heavy  air. 
"  They  give  way — the  London  tailors, 
— on  !"  and  on  dashed,  with  their 
joyous  cry,  the  merry  men  of  York- 
shire and  Warwick,  the  warrior-yeo- 
men !  Separated  thus  from  his  great 
foe,  Gloucester,  after  unhorsing  Mar- 
maduke,  galloped  off  to  sustain  that 
part  of  his  following  which  began  to 
waver  and  retreat  before  the  rush  of 
Warwick  and  his  chivalry. 

This,  in  truth,  was  the  regiment 
recruited  from  the  loyalty  of  LondoD. 
and  little  accustomed,  we  trow,  were 
the  worthy  heroes  of  Cockaigne,  to 
the  discipline  of  arms,  nor  trained  to 
that  stubborn  resistance  which  makes, 
under  skilful  leaders,  the  English 
peasants  the  most  enduring  soldier}' 
that  the  world  has  known  since  the 
day  when  the  Roman  sentinel  perished 
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amidst  the  felling  columns  and  lava 
floods,*  rather  than,  though  society 
Itself  dissolved,  forsake  his  post  un- 
bidden. "St.  Thomas  defend  us!" 
muttered  a  worthy  tailor,  who  in  the 
flush  of  his  valour,  when  safe  in  the 
Chepe,  had  consented  to  bear  the 
rank  of  lieutenant — "  it  is  not  reason- 
able to  expect  men  of  pith  and  sub- 
stance to  be  crushed  into  jellies,  and 
carved  into  subtleties  by  horse-hoofs 
and  pole-axes.  Right  about  face ! 
Fly  !" — and  throwing  down  his  sword 
and  shield,  the  lieutenant  fairly  took 
to  lis  heels  as  he  saw  the  charging 
column,  headed  by  the  raven  steed  of 
Warwick,  come  giant-like  through 
the  fog.  The  terror  of  one  man  is  con- 
tagious, and  the  Londoners  actually 
turned  their  backs,  when  Nicholas 
Alwyn  cried,  in  his  shrill  voice  and 
northern  accent,  "  Out  on  you  !  What 
will  the  girls  say  of  us  in  East-gate 
and  the  Chepe  ! — Hurrah  for  the  bold 
hearts  of  London  ! — Round  me,  stout 
'prentices !  let  the  boys  shame  the 
men  !  This  shaft  for  Cockaigne  !" 
Vnd  as  the  troop  turned  irresolute, 
and  Alwyn's  arrow  left  his  Low,  they 
saw  a  horseman  by  the  side  of  War- 
wick reel  in  bis  saddle  and  fall  at 
once  to  the  earth,  and  so  great  evi- 
dently was  the  rank  of  the  fallen 
man.  that  even  Warwick  reined  in, 
and  the  charge  halted  midway  in  its 
:areer.  It  was  no  Irs-  a  person  than 
the  Duke  of  Exeter  whom  Alwyn's 
shaft  had  disabled  for  the  field.  This 
incident,  coupled  *  ith  the  hearty  ad 
v  of  the  stout  goldsmith,  served 
«o  reanimate  the  Baggers,  and  Glou- 
by  a  circuitous  route,  reaching 
their  line  a  moment  alter,  they  dressed 
thi  ir  rank-,  and  a  flight  of  arrows 
followed  their  lonrl  "  Hurrah  for 
London  Town  !" 

Hut  the  charge  ol  Warwick  had 
inly  balled,  and  (while  the  wounded 
Exeter  waa  borne  back  by  his  squires 


*  At  PompelL 


to  the  rear)  it  dashed  into  the  midst 
of  the  Londoners,  threw  their  whole 
line  into  confusion,  and  drove  them, 
despite  all  the  efforts  of  Gloucester, 
far  back  along  the  plain.  This  well- 
timed  exploit  served  to  extricate  the 
earl  from  the  main  danger  of  his 
position  ;  and  hastening  to  improve 
his  advantage,  he  sent  forthwith  to 
command  the  reserved  forces  under 
Lord  St.  John,  the  Knight  of  Lytton, 
Sir  John  Coniers,  Dymoke,and  Uobert 
Hilyard,  to  bear  down  to  his  aid. 

At,  this  time  Edward  had  succeeded, 
after  a  most  stubborn  fight,  in  effect- 
ing a  terrible  breach  through  Somer- 
sefs  wing;  and  the  fogs  continued 
still  so  dense  and  mirk,  that  his  foe 
itself,  for  Somerset  had  prudently 
drawn  back  to  re-form  his  disordered 
squadron,  seemed  vanished  from  the 
field.  Halting  now,  as  through  the 
dim  atmosphere  came  from  different 
quarters  the  many  battle-cries  of  that 
feudal-day,  by  which  alone  he  could 
well  estimate  the  strength  or  weakness 
of  those  in  the  distance,  his  calmer 
genius  as  a  general  cooled,  for  a  time, 
his  individual  ferocity  of  knight  and 
soldier.  He  took  his  helmet  from  his 
brow,  to  listen  with  greater  certainty  ; 
and  the  lords  and  riders  round  him 
were  well  content  to  take  breath  and 
pause  from  the  weary  slaughter. 

The    cry    of    "Gloucester   to    the 

onslaught!"     was    heard     no    more. 

Feebler  and  feebler,  scatteringly  as  it. 

:  were,  and  here  and  there,  the  note  had 

changed    into    "  Gloucester    to    the 

1  rescue!" 

Farther  off,  rose,  mingled  and  blent 
together,  the  opposing  shouts  "  A 
Montagu!  —  a  Mo  itagu  !" — "  Strike 
for  D'Eyncourl  an  I   King  Edward!" 

— "  A  Say-- a  Say  !  " 

"  lia!"  sail  Edward,  thoughtfully, 
•'bold  Gloucester  fails — Montagu  is 
bearing  on  to  Warwick's  aid-  Say  and 
I;  Eyncourt  stop  hi-  path.  Our  doom 
look*  dark!  Bide,  Hastings — ride! 
retrieve  thy  laurels,  and  bring  up  the 
i   ..  2 
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reserve  under  Clarence.  But  harkye. 
leave  not  his  side— he  may  desert 
igain  !  Ho  !  ho  !  Again,  '  Gloucester 
»o  the  rescue!'  Ah!  how  lustily 
rounds  the  cry  of  '  Warwick  ! '  By 
the  flaming  sword  of  St.  Michael,  we 
will  slacken  that  haughty  shout,  or 
be  evermore  dumb  ourself,  ere  the 
day  be  an  hour  nearer  to  the  eternal 
judgment ! " 


Deliberately  Edward  retraced  his 
helm,  and  settled  himself  in  hi* 
saddle,  and  with  his  knights  riding 
close  each  to  each,  tbat  they  might 
not  lose  themselves  in  the  darkness, 
regained  his  infantry  and  led  (hem  on 
to  the  quarter  where  the  war  now 
raged  fiercest,  round  the  black  steed 
of  Warwick  and  the  blood-red  man- 
teline  of  the  fiery  Richard. 


CHAPTER    VI. 


THE    BATTLE. 


It  was  now  scarcely  eight  in  the 
morning,  though  the  battle  had  en- 
dured three  hours;  and  as  yet  victory 
so  inclined  to  the  earl,  tbat  nought 
out  some  dire  mischance  could  turn 
the  scale.  Montagu  had  cut  his  way 
to  Warwick,  Somerset  had  re-esta- 
blished his  array.  The  fresh  vigour 
brought  by  the  earl's  reserve  had  well 
nigh  completed  his  advantage  over 
Gloucester's  wing.  The  new  infantry 
under  Hilyard,  the  unexhausted 
riders  under  Sir  John  Coniers  and 
his  knightly  compeers,  were  dealing 
fearful  havoc,  as  they  cleared  the 
plain  ;  and  Gloucester,  fighting  inch 
by  inch,  no  longer  outnumbering  but 
outnumbered,  was  driven  nearer  and 
nearer  towards  the  town,  when  sud- 
denly a  pale,  sickly,  and  ghost-like 
ray  of  sunshine,  rather  resembling 
the  watery  gleam  of  a  waning  moon 
than  the  radiance  of  the  Lord  of 
Light,  broke  through  the  mists,  and 
showed  to  the  earl's  eager  troops  t  ho 
banner  and  badges  of  a  new  array 
hurrying  to  the  spot.  "  Behold," 
cried  the  young  Lord  Fitzhugh,  "the 
standard  and  the  badge  of  the  Usur-  | 
per — a  silver  sun  !  Edward  himself  is 
delivered  into  our  hands  !  Upon 
Ihem — bill  and  pike,  lance  and  brand, 


shaft  and  bolt !  — Upon  them,  and 
crown  the  day  ! " 

The  same  fatal  error  was  shared 
by  Hilyard,  as  he  caught  sight  of 
the  advancing  troop,  with  their  sil- 
very cognizance.  He  gave  the  word, 
and  every  arrow  left  its  string.  At 
the  same  moment,  as  both  horse  and 
foot  assailed  the  fancied  foe,  the  mo- 
mentary beam  vanished  from  the 
heaven,  the  two  forces  mingled  in  the 
sullen  mists,  when,  after  a  brief  con- 
flict, a  sudden  and  horrible  cry  of 
"  Treason  !  Treason!"  resounded 
from  either  band.  The  shining  star 
of  Oxford,  returning  from  the  pur- 
suit, had  been  mistaken  for  Edward's 
cognizance  of  the  sun.*  Friend  was 
slaughtering  friend,  and  when  the 
error  was  detected,  each  believed  the 
other  had    deserted  to    tin  In 

vain,  here  Montagu  and  Warwick, 
and  there  Oxford  and  his  captains 
sought  to  dispel  the  confusion,  and 
unite  those  whose  blood  had  been 
fired  against  each  other.  While  yet 
in  doubt,  confusion  and  dismay, 
rushed  full  into  the  centre  Edwaid  of 
York  himself,  with  his  knights  and 


*  Cont.  Cftovi,.,  555  ;  Fabyan,  Habinoton. 
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riders ;  and  his  tossing  banners, 
scarcely  even  yet  distinguished  from 
Oxford's  starry  ensigns,  added  to  the 
general  incertitude  and  panic.  Loud 
in  the  midst  rose  Edward's  trumpet- 
voice,  while  through  the  midst,  like 
one  crest  of  foam  upon  a  roaring  sea, 
danced  his  plume  of  snow.  Hark  ! 
again,  again — near  and  nearer — the 
tr  imp  of  steeds,  the  clash  of  steel,  the 
whiz  and  hiss  of  arrows,  the  shout  of 
"  Hastings  to  the  onslaught !  "  Fresh, 
and  panting  for  glorj  and  for  blood, 
came  on  King  Edward's  large  reserve: 
from  all  the  scattered  parts  of  the 
field  spurred  the  Yorkist  knight*; 
where  the  uproar,  so  much  mightier  ' 
than  before,  told  them  that  the  crisis 
of  the  war  was  come.  Thither,  as 
vultures  to  the.  carcase,  they  flocked 
and  wheeled  ;  thither  D'Eyncourt, 
and  Lovell,  and  Cromwell's  bloody 
swr.rd,  and  Say's  knotted  mace  ;  and 
thither,  again  rallying  his  late  half- 
beaten  myrmidons,  the  Lrrim  Glouces- 
ter, hisheltnet  bruised  and  dinted,  but 
the  boar's  teeth  still  gnashing  wrath 
and  hon-'  r  from  the  griesly  crest. 
But  dire-t  ami  most  hateful  of  all  in 
the  eyes  of  the  yet  undaunted  earl, 
thither,  plainly  risible, riding  scarcely 
a   yard    before    him,  with    the    cog- 

■  of  Clare  wrought  on  his  gay 
and    in   all    the     pomp     and 

■  of  a  holiday  suit,   came  the 

irence.  Conflict  now  it 
could  scarce  be  called  :  ae  well  might 
the  Dane  have  rolled  back    the  Bea 

from  his  footstool,  as  Warwick  and  his 

red     troop     (often    and    aye, 

dazzled  here  by  Oxford's  star,  there 

by     Edward's    sun,   dealing    random 

igainst  each  other)    have  re- 

■  tie  general  whirl  and  torrent 
of  the  surrounding  foe.     To  add   to 

',  Bomersel  and  the  ongnard 

of    his    wing    hail    been    marching 

towards  the  earl  at  the  very  time  that 

ick  their 

ears,  and  Edward's  charge  was  made: 
men,  nearly  all  Lancastrians, 


and  ever  doubting  Montagu,  if  not 
Warwick,  with  the  example  of  Cla- 
rence and  the  Archbishop  of  York 
fresh  berore  them,  lost  heart  at  once 
— Somerset  himself  headed  the  flight 
of  his  force. 

'•AH  is  lost ! "  said  Montagu,  as 
side  by  side  with  Warwick  the  bro- 
thers fronted  the  foe,  and  for  one 
moment  stayed  the  rush. 

"  Not  yet,"  returned  the  earl ;  "  a 
band  of  my  northern  archers  still 
guard  yon  wood  —I  know  them — 
they  will  fight  to  the  last  gasp ! 
Thither  then,  with  what  men  we  may. 
You  so  marshal  our  soldiers,  and  I 
will  make  good  the  retreat.  Where 
is  Sir  Marmaduke  Kevile  i  " 

"  Here  ! " 

"Horsed  again,  young  cousin  ! — I 
give  thee  a  perilous  commission. 
Take  the  path  down  the  hill ;  the 
mi.>ts  thicken  in  the  hollows,  and 
may  hide  thee.  Overtake  Somerset — 
he  hath  fled  westward,  and  tell  him, 
from  me,  if  he  can  yet  rally  but  one 
troop  of  horse — but  one — and  charge 
Edward  suddenly  in  the  rear,  he  will 
yet  redeem  all.  If  he  refuse,  the  ruin 
of  his  king,  and  the  slaughter  of  the 
brave  men  he  deserts,  be  on  his  head  ! 
Swift,  —  d  tout  bride,  Marmaduke. 
Yet  one  word,"  added  the  earl,  in  a 
whisper— "  if  you  rail  with  Somerset; 
come  not  back,  make  to  the  Sane 
fcnary.  You  are  too  young  to  die, 
Away! — keep  to  the  hollows 
Oi  the  chase." 

As  the  kmght  vanished,  Warwick 
turned  to  his  comrade*.  —  "Hold 
nephew  Fitzhugh,  and  ye  brave 
riders,  round  mo — so,  we  are  fifty 
kn'ehts!  Haste  thou,  Montagu,  to 
od!  the  wood!" 
oble  in  that  hero  age  was  the 
Individual,  .MAN,    even   amidst    the 

multitudes  massed  by  war,  that  his- 
tory vies  with  romance  in  showing 
how  far  a  single  sword   could   redress 

■   war.     While  Montagu, 
wiJi  rai>id  dexterity,  and  a  voice  yet 
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promising  victory,  drew  hack  the ! 
remnant  of  the  lines,  and  in  serried 
order  retreated  to  the  ouiskirtsof  the 
wood,  Warwick  and  his  band  of 
knights  protected  the  movement  from 
the  countless  horsemen  who  darted 
forth  from  Edward's  swarming  and 
momently  thickening  ranks.  Now 
dividing  and  charging  singly — now 
rejoining — and  breast  to  breast,  they 
served  to  divert  and  perplex  and 
harass  the  eager  enemy.  And  never 
in  all  his  wars,  in  all  the  former 
might  of  his  indomitable  arm,  had 
Warwick  so  excelled  the  martial 
chivalry  of  his  age,  as  in  that  event- 
ful and  crowning  hour.  Thrice  almost 
alone,  he  penetrated  into  the  very 
centre  of  Edward's  body-guard,  lite- 
rally felling  to  the  earth  all  before 
him.  Then  perished  by  his  battle-axe 
Lord  Cromwell,  and  the  redoubted 
Lord  of  Say — then,  no  longer  sparing 
even  the  old  affection,  Gloucester 
was  hurled  to  the  ground.  The  last 
time  he  penetrated  even  to  Edward 
himself,  smiting  down  the  king's 
standard-bearer,  unhorsing  Hastings, 
who  threw  himself  on  his  path ; 
and  Edward,  setting  his  teeth  in 
stern  joy  as  he  saw  him,  rose  in  his 
stirrups,  and  for  a  moment  the  mace  of 
the  king,  the  axe  of  the  earl,  met  as 
thunder  encounters  thunder;  but 
then  a  hundred  knights  rushed  into 
the  rescue,  and  robbed  the  baffled 
avenger  of  his  prey.  Thus  charging 
and  retreating,  driving  back,  with 
each  charge, far  and  farther  the  mighty 
multitude  hounding  on  to  the  lion's, 
death,  this  great  chief  and  his  de- 
voted knights,  though  terribly  re- 
duced in  number,  succeeded  at  last  in 
covering  Montagu's  skilful  retreat; 
and  when  they  gained  the  outskirts 
of  the  wood,  and  dashed  through  the 
narrow  opening  between  the  barri- 
cadea,  the  Yorkshire  archers  approved 
their  Lord's  trust,  and,  shouting  as  to 
a  marriage  feast,  hailed  his  comimr. 
But  few,  alas!  of  his  fe.l low-horse- 


men had  survived  that  marvellous 
enterprise  of  valour  and  despair.  Of 
the  fifty  knights  who  had  shared  its 
perils,  eleven  only  gained  the  wood ; 
and,  though  in  this  number  the  most 
eminent  (save  Sir  John  Coniers,  either 
slain  or  fled,)  might  be  found — their 
horses,  more  exposed  than  themselves, 
were  for  the  most  part  wounded  and 
unfit  for  further  service.  At  this  time 
the  sun  again,  and  suddenly  as  before, 
broke  forth — not  now  with  a  feeble 
glimmer,  but  a  broad  ami  almost  a 
cheerful  beam,  which  sufficed  to  give 
a  fuller  view,  than  the  day  had  yet 
afforded,  of  the  state  and  prospects  of 
the  field. 

To  the  right  and  to  the  left,  what 
remained  of  the  cavalry  of  Warwick 
were  seen  flying  fast — gone  the  lances 
of  Oxford,  the  bills  of  Somerset.  Exe- 
ter, pierced  by  the  shaft  of  Alwyn, 
was  lying  cold  and  insensible,  remote 
from  the  contest,  and  deserted  even 
by  his  squires. 

In  front  of  the  archers,  and  such 
men  as  Montagu  had  saved  from  the 
sword,  halted  the  immense  and  mur- 
muring multitude  of  Edward,  their 
thousand  banners  glittering  in  the 
sudden  sun  ;  for,  as  Edward  beheld 
the  last  wrecks  of  his  foe,  stationed 
near  the  covert,  his  desire  of  con- 
summating victory  and  revenge  made 
him  cautious,  and,  fearing  an  ambush, 
he  had  abruptly  halted. 

When  the  scanty  followers  of  the 
earl  thus  beheld  the  immense  force 
arrayed  for  their  destruction,  and  saw 
the  extent  of  their  danger  and  their 
loss  —  here  the  handful,  there  the 
multitude  —  a  simultaneous  exclama- 
tion of  terror  and  dismay  broke  from 
their  ranks. 

"  Children !  "  cried  Warwick, 
"droop  not! — Henry,  at  Agineourt, 
had  worse  odds  than  we!" 

But  the  murmur  among  the  archers, 
the  lealest  part,  of  the  earl's  retainers, 
continued,  till  there  stepped  forth 
their   captain,  a  ^rey  old   man,   but 
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still  sinew;  and  unbent,  the  iron  relic 
of  a  hundred  battles. 

••  Back  to  your  men,  Mark  Fores- 
ter !  "  said  the  earl,  sternly. 

The  old  man  obeyed  not.  He  came 
on  to  Warwick,  and  fell  on  his  knees 
beside  his  stirrup. 

••  Ply,  my  lord,  escape  is  possible 
for  you  and  your  riders.  Fly  through 
the  wood,  we  will  screen  your  path 
with  our  bodies.  Your  children, 
father  of  your  followers,  your  chil- 
dren of  Middleham,  ask  no  better  fate 
than  to  die  for  you!  Is  it  not  so?" 
and  the  old  man,  rising,  turned  to 
those  in  hearing.  They  answered  by 
a  general  acclamation. 

"  Mark  Forester  speaks  well,"  said 
Montagu.  "  On  you  depends  the  last 
hope  of  Lancaster.  We  may  yet  join 
Oxford  and  Somerset !  This  way, 
through  the  wood — come ! "  and  he 
laid  his  hand  on  the  earl's  rein. 

"  Knights  and  sirs,"  said  the  earl, 
dismounting,  and  partially  raising  his 

-  he  turned  to  the  hor 

"  let   those   who   will,  fly    with    Lord 

Montagu!     Let  those  who,  in  a  just 

cause,  never  despair  of  victory,  nor, 

even  at  the  worst,  fear  to  face  their 

Maker,  fresh  from  the  glorious  deatb 

of  heroes,  dismount  with  me  .' "  Every 

sprang  from  his  steed,  Mon- 

t  i_ii    the  first.     "Comrades!"  conti- 1 

the  earl,   then   addressing  the 

ere,   "  9  hen  the  children  fighl 

for  a  father's  honour,  the  lather  flies 

m  the  peril  into  which  he  has 

the    children.      What    to    me 

were    life,    stained   by    the    blood    of 

mine   own  beloved    retainers,  basely 

■  i  by  their  ehiefl     Kdward  has 

proclaimed  thai  he  will  Bpare  none. 

be  gives   us,  then,  the  Buper 

human    mightiness   of    despair!     To 

your  bows! — one  shaft — if  it  pierce 

the  joint?  of  the  tyrant's  mail     one 

,-liatt   may  scatter  yon   army  to  the 

(rinds!    Sir  Marmaduke  has  gone  to 

rally  noble  Somerset  and  his  riders— 

if  we  make  good  our  defence  one  little 


hour — the  foe  may  be  yet  smitten  in 
the  rear,  and  the  day  retrieved ! 
Courage  and  heart  then!"  Here 
the  earl  lifted  his  visor  to  the  farthest 
bar,  and  showed  his  cheerful  face — 
"  Is  this  the  face  of  a  man  who  thinks 
all  hope  is  gone?" 

In  this  interval,  the  sudden  sun- 
shine revealed  to  King  Henry,  where 
he  stood,  the  dispersion  of  his  friends. 
To  the  rear  of  the  palisades,  which 
protected  the  spot  where  he  was 
placed,  already  grouped  "  the  lookers- 
on.  and  no  fighters,"*  as  the  chro- 
nicler words  it,  who,  as  the  guns 
slackened,  ventured  forth  to  learn  the 
news,  and  who  now,  filling  the  church- 
yard of  Hadley,  strove  hard  to  catch 
a  peep  of  Henry  the  saint,  or  of  Bun- 
1  gey  the  sorcerer.  Mingled  with  these, 
gleamed  the  robes  of  the  tymbes- 
teres,  pressing  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  barriers,  as  wolves,  in  the  instinct 
1  of  blood,  come  nearer  aad  nearer 
round  the  circling  watch-fire  of  some 
northern  travellers.  At  this  time 
the  friar,  turning  to  one  of  the  guards 
who  stood  near  him,  said,  ''The  mists 
are  needed  no  more  now — King  Ed- 
ward hath  got  the  day — eh?" 

"  Certes,  great  master,"  quoth  the 
guard,  "nothing  now  lacks  to  the 
king's  triumph,  except  the  death  ol 
the  earl." 

"  Infamous  nigromancer,  hear 
that!"  cried  Bungey  to  Adam. 
•What  now  avail  thy  bombards  and 
thy  talisman!  Harkye!  —  tell  me  the 
secret  of  the  last — of  the  damnable 
engine   under  my   feet,  and   I   may 

spare  thy  life." 

Adam   shrugged   his  shoulders  in 
impatient    disdain;     "Unless   I  gave 
tee,  ottj  secret  were  pro- 
'■i    thee.     Villain  and   numb- 
scull,  do  thy  worst." 

The  friar  made  a  sign  to  a  soldier 
who  stood  behind  Adam,  and  the 
soldier  silently  drew  the  end   of  the 
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rope  which  girded  the  scholar's  Deck 
■ound  a  bough  of  the  leafless  tree. 
'Hold!"  whispered  the  friar,"  not 
ill  I  give  the  word. — The  earl  may 
•ecover  himself  yet,"  he  added  to 
himself.  And  therewith  he  began 
once  more  to  vociferate  his  incanta- 
tions. Meanwhile,  the  eyes  of  Sibyll 
had  turned  for  a  moment  from  her 
father;  for  the  burst  of  sunshine, 
lighting  vp  the  valley  below,  had  sud- 
denly given  to  her  eyes,  in  the  dis- 
tance, the  gable-ends  of  the  old  farm- 
house, with  the  wintry  orchard, — no 
longer,  alas!  smiling  with  starry 
blossoms.  Far  remote  from  the  bat- 
tle-field was  that  abode  of  peace — that 
once  happy  home,  where  she  had 
watched  the  coming  of  the  false  one! 

Loftier  ami  holier  were  the  thoughts 
of  the  fated  king.  He  had  turned  his 
face  from  the  field,  and  his  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  tower  of  the  church 
behind.  And  while  he  so  gazed,  the 
knoll  from  the  belfry  began  solemnly 
to  chime.  It  was  now  near  the  hour  of 
the  Sabbath  prayers,  and  amidst  hor- 
ror and  carnage,  still  the  holy  custom 
was  not  suspended. 

"Hark!"  said  the  king,  mourn- 
fully— "  That  chime  summons  many 
a  soul  to  God  !  " 

While  thus  the  scene  on  the  emi- 
nence of  Hadley,  Edward,  surrounded 
by  Hastings,  Gloucester,  and  his  prin- 
cipal captains,  took  advantage  of  the 
unexpected  sunshine,  to  scan  the  foe 
and  its  position,  with  the  eye  of  his 
intuitive  genius  for  all  that  can  slaugh- 
ter man.  "  This  day,"  he  said,  "brings* 
no  victory,  assures  no  crown,  if  War- 
wick escape  alive.  To  you,  Lovell 
ana  Katcliffe,  I  entrust  two  hundred 
knights  ; — your  sole  care — the  head 
f  the  rebel  earl  !  " 

"And  Montagu]"  said  Ratcliffe. 

"Montagu?  Nay — poor  Montagu, 
1  loved  him  as  well  once,  as  my  own 
mother's  son  ;  and  Montagu,"  he  mut- 
tered to  himself,  "  I  never  wronged, 
and   therefore  him    I    can    forgive ! 


Spare  the  marquis. — I  mislike  that 
wood ;  they  must  have  more  force 
within  than  that  handful  on  the  skirts 
betrays.     Come  hither,  D'Eyncourt." 

And  a  few  minutes  afterwards, 
Warwick  and  his  men  saw  two  par- 
ties of  horse  leave  the  main  body — 
one  for  the  right  hand,  one  the  left — 
followed  by  long  detachments  of 
pikes,  which  they  protected ;  and 
then  the  central  array  marched  slowly 
and  steadily  on  towards  the  scanty 
foe.  The  design  was  obvious — to  sur- 
round on  all  sides  the  enemy,  diiven 
to  its  last  desperate  bay.  But  Mon- 
tagu and  liis  brother  had  not  been 
idle  in  the  breathing  pause;  they 
had  planted  the  greater  portion  of 
the  archers  skilfully  among  the  trees. 
They  had  placed  their  pikemen  on 
the  verge  of  the  barricades,  made  by 
sharp  stakes  and  fallen  timber,  and 
where  their  rampart  was  unguarded 
by  ttie  pass  which  had  been  left  free 
for  the  horsemen,  Hilyard  and  his 
stoutest  fellows  took  their  post,  filling 
the  gap  with  breasts  of  iron. 

And  now,  as  with  torns  and  clarions 
—with  a  sea  of  plumes,  and  spears, 
and  pennons,  the  multitudinous 
deal lismen  came  on,  Warwick,  tower- 
ing in  the  front,  not  one  feather  on 
his  eagle  crest  despoiled  or  shorn, 
stood,  dismounted,  his  visor  still 
raised,  by  his  renowned  steed.  Some 
of  the  men  had  by  Warwick's  order 
removed  the  mail  from  the  destrier's 
breast  ;  and  the  noble  animal,  re- 
lieved from  the  weight,  seemed  ae 
unexhausted  as  its  rider;  save  where 
the  champed  foam  had  bespeeked  its 
glossy  hide,  not  a  hair  was  turned  ; 
and  the  onguard  of  the  Yorkists 
heard  its  fiery  snort,  as  they  moved 
slowly  on.  This  figure  of  horse  and 
horseman  stood  prominently  forth, 
amidst  the  little  band.  And  Lovell, 
riding  by  Katcliffe's  side,  whispered 
— "  Beshrew  me,  I  would  rather  King 
Edward  had  asked  for  mine  own  head, 
(ban  that  gallant  earl's  1" 
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"Tush,  youth,"  sai<i  the  inexorable 
Rateliffe — "  I  care  not  of  what  steps 
the  ladder  of  mine  ambition  may  be 
made  ! " 

While  they  were  thus  speaking, 
Warwick,  turning  to  Montagu  and 
his  knights,  said — 

"  Our  sole  hope  is  in  the  courage  of 
our  men.  And,  as  atTouton,  when  I 
gave  the  throne  to  yon  false  man,  I 
slew,  with  my  own  hand,  my  noble 
Malech,  to  show  that  on  that  spot  I 
would  win  or  die,  and  by  that  sacri- 
fice so  fired  the  soldiers,  that  we 
turned  the  day— so  now — ob,  gentle- 
men, ill  another  hour  ye  would  jeer 
me,  for  my  hand  fails  ;  this  hand  that 
the  poor  beast  hath  so  often  fed  from ! 
Saladin,  last  of  thy  race,  serve  me 
now  in  death  as  in  life.  Not  for  mj- 
sake,  oh  noblest  steed  that  ever  bore  a 
knight — not  for  mine  this  offering  !" 

He  kissed  the  destrier  on  his 
frontal,  and  Saladin,  as  if  conscious 
of  the  coming  blow,  bent  his  proud 
crest  huuibh,  and  licked  his  lord's 
steel-clad  baud.  So  associated  to- 
gether had  been  horse  and  horseman, 
that  had  it  been  a  human  sacrifice, 
the  bystanders  could  not  have  been 
more  moved.  And  when,  covering 
the  charger'B  eyes  with  one  hand,  the 
earl's  dagger  descended,  bright  and 
rapid — a  groan  went  through  the 
ranks.  But  the  effect  was  unspeak- 
able] The  men  knew  at  once,  that 
to  them,  and  them  alone,  their  lord 
entrusted  his  fortunes  and  his  life — 
they  were  nerved  to  more  than  mortal 
daring.       No  r    Warwick — 

why,  then,  in  Warwick's  person  they 
lived  and  died  !  Upon  foe  as  upon 
friend,  the  sacrifice  produced  all  that 
sould  tend  to  strengthen  the  lasl  re- 
fuge of  despair.  Even  Edward,  where 
lie  rode  in  the  van,  beheld  and  knew 
the  meaning  of  the  deed,  Victorious 
Ton  ton  rushed  back  upon  hit  memory 
with  a  thrill  •  and  re 

morse. 

"  He  will  die  as  he  has  lived,"  -  id 


Gloucester,  with  admiration.  "  If  I 
live  for  such  a  field,  God  grant  me 
such  a  death  !  " 

As  the  words  left  the  duke's  lips, 
and  Warwiek,  one  foot  on  his  dumb 
friend's  corpse,  gave  the  mandate,  a 
murderous  discharge  from  the  archers 
in  the  covert,  rattled  against  the  line 
of  the  Yorkists,  and  the  foe,  still  ad 
vancing,  stepped  over  a  hundred 
corpses  to  the  conflict.  Despite  the 
vast  preponderance  of  numbers,  the 
skillof  Warwick's  archers,  the  strength 
of  his  position,  the  obstacle  to  the 
cavalry  made  by  the  barricades,  ren- 
dered the  attack  perilous  in  the  ex- 
treme. But  the  orders  of  Edward 
were  prompt  and  vigorous.  He  cared 
not  for  the  waste  of  life,  and  as  one 
rank  fell,  another  rushed  on.  High 
before  the  barricades,  stood  Montagu, 
Warwick,  and  the  rest  of  that  indo- 
mitable chivalry,  the  flower  of  the 
ancient  Norman  heroism.  As  idly 
beat  the  waves  upon  a  rock  as  the 
ranks  of  Edward  upon  that  serried 
front  of  steel.  The  sun  still  shone  in 
heaven,  and  still  Edward's  conquest 
was  unassured.  Nay.  if  Marmaduke 
could  yet  bring  back  the  troops  of 
Somerset  upon  the  rear  of  the  foe, 
Montagu  and  the  earl  felt  thai  the 
victory  might  he  for  them.  And 
often  the  carl  paused,  to  hearken  for 
the  cry  of  "  Somerset"  on  the  gale, 
and  often  .Montagu  raised  his  visor  to 
look  for  the  banners  and  the  spears 
of  the  Lancastrian  duke.  And  ever, 
as  the  earl  listened  and  Montagu 
scanned  the  field,  larger  and  larger 
seemed  to  spread  the  armament  of 
Edward,  The  regiment  which  boasted 
the  stubborn  energy  of  Alwyn  was 
now  in  movement,  and,  encouraged 
young  Saxon's  hardihood,  the 
Londoners  marched  on,  unawed  by 
the  hi  tssacre  of  their  prede 
Bui  Alwyn,  avoiding  the  quarter  da 
fi  idi  d  bj  the  knights,  denied  a  little 

the   loft,    w  hi ;  ■ 
tyc    inured  to  tho  northern  logs,  had 
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detected  the  weakness  of  the  barricade 
in  the  spot  where  Hilyard  was  sta- 
tioned ;  and  this  pass  Alwyn  (dis- 
carding the  bow)  resolved  to  attempt 
at  the  point  of  the  pike — the  weapon 
answering  to  our  modern  bayonet. 
The  first  rush  which  he  headed  was  so 
impetuous  as  to  effect  an  entry.  The 
veight  of  the  numbers  behind  urged 
»n  the  foremost,  and  Hilyard  had  not 
sufficient  space  for  the  sweep  of  the 
two-handed  sword  which  had  done 
good  work  that  day.  While  here  the 
conflict  became  fierce  and  doubtful, 
the  right  wing  led  by  D'Eyncourt 
had  pierced  the  wood,  and,  surprised 
to  discover  no  ambush,  fell  upon  the 
archers  in  the  rear.  The  scene  was 
now  inexpressibly  terrific ;  cries  and 
groans,  and  the  ineffable  roar  and  yell 
of  human  passion  resounded  demon- 
like through  the  shade  of  the  leafless 
trees.  And  at  this  moment,  the  pro- 
vident and  rapid  generalship  of  Ed- 
ward had  moved  up  one  of  his  heavy 
bombards.  Warwick  and  Montagu, 
and  most  of  the  knights,  were  called 
from  the  barricades  to  aid  the  archers 
thus  assailed  behind,  but  an  instant 
before  that  defence  was  shattered  into 
air  by  the  explosion  of  the  bombard. 
In  another  minute  horse  and  foot 
rushed  through  the  opening.  And 
amidst  all  the  din  was  heard  the  voice 
of  Edward,  "Strike!  and  spare  not; 
we  win  the  day  !  "  "  We  win  the  day ! 
— victory!  —  victory!"  repeated  the 
troops  behind  ;  rank  caught  the  sound 
from  rank  —  and  file  from  file— it 
reached  the  captive  Henry,  and  he 
paused  in  prayer :  it  reached  the 
ruthless  friar,  and  he  gave  the  sign 
to  the  hireling  at  his  shoulder;  it 
reached  the  priest  as  he  entered,  un- 
moved, the  church  of  Hadley.  And 
the  bell,  changing  its  note  into  a 
quicker  and  sweeter  chime,  invited 
the  living  to  prepare  for  death,  and 
the  soul  to  rise  above  the  cruelty,  and 
the  falsehood,  and  the  pleasure  and 
the  pomp,  and  the  wisdom  and   the 


glory  of  the  world !  And  suddenly, 
as  the  chime  ceased,  there  was  heard, 
from  the  eminence  hard  by,  a  shriek 
of  agony — a  female  shriek — drowned 
by  the  roar  of  a  bombard  in  the  field 
below. 

On  pressed  the  Yorkists  through 
the  pass  forced  by  Alwyn.  "  Yield, 
thee,  stout  fellow,"  said  the  bold 
trader  to  Hilyard,  whose  dogged 
energy,  resembling  his  own,  moved 
his  admiration,  and  in  whom,  by  the 
accent  in  which  R>bin  called  his  men, 
he  recognised  a  north  countryman  ; 
— "  Yield,  and  I  will  see  that  thou 
goest  safe  in  life  and  iirnb  —  look 
round — ye  are  beaten." 

"  Fool ! "  answered  Hilyard,  setting 
his  teeth  — "  the  People  are  never 
beaten  !  "  And  as  the  words  left  his 
lips,  the  shot  from  the  re-charged 
bombard  shattered  him  piecemeal. 

"  On  for  London,  and  the  crown  !  " 
cried  Alwyn  — "  the  citizens  are  the 
people !" 

At  this  time,  through  the  general 

crowd  of  the  Yorkists,  Ratclifle  and 

J  Lovel,  at  the  head  of  their  appointed 

knights,  galloped  forvard   to  accom- 

I  plish  their  crowning  mission. 

Behind  the  column  which  still 
commemorates  "  the  great  battle"  of 
that  day,  stretches  now  a  trilateral 
patch  of  pasture  land,  which  faces  a 
small  house.  At  that  time  this  space 
was  rough  forest  ground,  and  where 
now,  in  the  hedge,  rise  two  small 
trees,  types  of  the  diminutive  offspring 
of  our  niggard  and  ignoble  civilisa- 
tion, rose  then  two  huge  oaks,  coeval 
with  the  warriors  of  the  Norman  Con- 
quest. They  grew  close  together,  yet, 
though  their  roots  interlaced — though 
their  branches  mingled,  ot.o  had  not 
taken  nourishment  from  the  other. 
They  stood,  equal  in  height  and 
grandeur,  the  twin  giants  of  the  wood. 
Before  these  trees,  whose  ample  trunks 
protected  them  from  the  falchions  in 
the  rear,  Warwick  and  .Montagu  took 
their  last  post.      In  front  rose,  lito 
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rally,  mounds  of  the  shin,  whether  of 
foe  or  friend ;  for  round  the  two 
brothers  to  the  hist  had  gathered  the 
brunt  of  war,  and  they  towered  now, 
almost  solitary  in  valour's  sublime 
despair,  amidst  the  wrecks  of  battle, 
and  against  the  irresistible  march  of 
fate.  As  side  by  side  they  had  gained 
this  spot,  and  the  vulgar  assailants 
drew  back,  leaving  the  bodies  of  the 
dead  their  last  defence  from  death, 
they  turned  their  visors  to  each  other, 
as  for  one  latest  farewell  on  earth. 

"  Forgive  me,  Richard  !  "  said  Mon- 
tagu— "  forgive  me  thy  death  ; — had  I 
not  so  blindly  believed  in  Clarence's 
fatal  order,  the  savage  Edward  had 
never  passed  alive  through  the  pass  of 
Poutefract." 

"  Blame  not  thyself,"  replied  War- 
wick. '•  We  are  but  the  instruments 
of  a  wiser  Will.  God  assoil  thee, 
brother  mine.  We  leave  this  world 
to  tyranny  and  vice.  Christ  receive 
our  souls! " 

For  a  moment  their  hands  clasped, 
and  then  all  was  grim  silence. 

Wide  and  far,  behind  and  before, 
in  the  gleam  of  the  sun,  stretched  j 
the  victorious  armament,  and  that 
breathing  pause  sufficed  to  show  the 
grandeur  of  their  resistance  —  the 
Bl  of  all  spectacles,  even  in  its 
hopeless  extremity  —  the  defiance  of 
brave  hearts  to  the  brute  force  of  the 
Many.  Where  they  stood  they  were 
visible  to  thousands,  but  not  a  man 
stirred  aLr:iiii>t  them.  The  memory 
of  Warwiek's  past  achievements — the 
consciousness  of  his  feats  that  day — 
all  the  splendour  of  his  fortunes  and 
his  name,  made  the  mean  fear  to 
strike,  and  the  brave  ashamed  to 
murder.  The  gallant  D'Eyncourt 
sprung  from  his  steed,  and  advanced 
to  the  spot.  His  followers  did  the 
same. 

"  Yield,  my  lords — yield  I  Ye  have 
done  all  that  men  could  do." 

"  Yield,  Montagu,"  whispered  War 

wick.     "  Edward  can  harm  uot  thee. 


Life    has    sweets  ;    so    they   say,  at 
least." 

"  Not  with  power  and  glory  gone. 
We  yield  not,  Sir  Knight,"  answered 
the  marquis,  in  a  calm  tone. 

"  Then  die !  and  make  room  fo 
the  new  men  whom  ye  so  hav* 
scorned  !  "  exclaimed  a  fierce  voice  ; 
and  Ratcliffe,  who  had  neared  the 
spot,  dismounted,  and  hallooed  on  his 
bloodhounds. 

Seven  points  might  the  shadow 
have  traversed  on  the  dial,  and  before 
Warwick's  axe,  and  Montagu's  sword, 
seven  souls  had  gone  to  judgment. 
In  that  brief  crisis,  amidst  the  general 
torpor  and  stupefaction  and  awe  of 
the  bystanders,  round  one  little  spot 
centered  still  a  war. 

But  numbers  rushed  on  numbers, 
as  the  fury  of  conflict  urged  on  the 
lukewarm ;  Montagu  was  beaten  to 
his  knee — Warwick  covered  him  with 
his  body — a  hundred  axes  resour  Jed 
on  the  earl's  stooping  casque — a  nun- 
dred  blades  gleamed  round  the  joints 
of  his  harness: — a  simultaneous  cry 
was  heard  : — over  the  mounds  of  the 
slain,  through  the  press  into  the 
shadow  of  the  oaks,  dashed  Oloucester'i 
charger.  The  conflict  had  ceased — ■ 
the  executioners  stood  mute  in  a  half- 
circle.  Side  by  side,  axe  and  sword 
still  griped  in  their  iron  hands,  lay 
Montagu  and  Warwick. 

The  young  duke,  his  visor  raised, 
contemplated  the  fallen  foes  in  silence. 
Then  dismounting,  he  unbraced  with 
his  own  hand  the  earl's  helmet.  Re- 
vived for  a  moment  by  the  air,  the 
hero's  eyes  unclosed,  his  lips  moved, 
he  raised,  with  a  feeble  effort,  the 
gory  battle-axe,  and  the  armed  crowd 
recoiled  in  terror.  But  the  earl's  soul, 
dimly  conscious,  and  about  to  part, 
had  escaped  from  that  scene  of  strife 
— its  later  thoughts  of  wrath  and 
vengeance — to  more  gentle  memories, 
to  such  memories  as  fade  the  last  from 
true  and  manly  hearts  ! 

"  Wife  ! — child  !  "    murmured    tha 
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earl,  indistinctly.  "  Anne — Anne  ! — 
Dear  ones,  God  comfort  ye!"  And 
with  these  words  the  breath  went — 
the  head  fell  heavily  on  its  mother 
earth — the  face  set,  calm  and  undis- 
torted  as  the  face  of  a  soldier  should 
be,  when  a  brave  death  has  been 
worthy  of  a  brave  life. 

"So,"  muttered  the  dark  and  mus- 
ing Gloucester,  unconscious  of  the 
throng;  "so  perishes  the  Race  of 
Iron !  Low  lies  the  last  Baron  who 
could  control  the  throne  and  com- 
mand the  people.    The  Age  of  Force 


expires  with  knighthood  and  deeds  of 
arms.  And  over  this  dead  great  man 
I  see  the  New  Cycle  dawn.  Happy, 
henceforth,  he  who  can  p'M.,  and 
scheme,  and  fawn,  and  smile !  " 
Waking  with  a  start,  from  his  reverie, 
the  splendid  dissimulator  said,  as  in 
sad  reproof  — "  Ye  have  been  over- 
hasty,  knights  and  gentlemen.  The 
House  of  York  is  mighty  enough  to 
have  spared  such  noble  foes.  Sound 
trumpets  !  Fall  in  file !  Way,  there 
— way!  King  Edward  comes !  Long 
live  the  King!" 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE   LAST  PILGRIMS    IN    THE    LONG    PROCESSION   TO   THE   COMMON    BOURNK. 


The  king  and  his  royal  brothers, 
immediately  after  the  victory,  rode 
back  to  London  to  announce  their 
triumph.  The  foot  soldiers  still 
stayed  behind  to  recruit  themselves 
after  the  sore  fatigue;  and  towards 
the  eminence  by  Hadley  Church,  the 
peasants  and  villagers  of  the  district 
had  pressed  in  awe  and  in  wonder ; 
for  on  that  spot  had  Henry  (now  sadly 
led  back  to  a  prison,  never  again  to 
unclose  to  his  living  form)  stood  to 
watch  the  destruction  of  the  host 
gathered  in  his  name — and  to  that 
spot  the  corpses  of  Warwick  and  Mon- 
tagu were  removed,  while  a  bier  was 
prepared  to  convey  their  remains  to 
Loudon* — and  on  that  spot  had  the 


*  The  bodies  of  Montagu  and  the  enrl 
were  exhibited  burehesided  at  St  Paul's 
church  for  three  days,  "  that  no  pretences  of 
their  being  alive  might  stir  up  any  rebellion 
afterwards  :"  "they  were  then  carried 
down  to  the  Priory  of  Misham,  in  Berk- 
shire, where,  among  their  ancestors  by  the 
mother's  aide  (the  Earls  of  Salisbury  ),the  two 
unquiet  brotiiers  rest  in  one  tomb"  '•The 
large  river  of  their  blood,  divided  now  into 
many  streams,  runs  so  small  they  are  hai  illy 


renowned  friar  conjured  the  mists — 
exorcised  the  enchanted  guns — and 
defeated  the  horrible  machinations  of 
the  Lancastrian  wizard. 

And  towards  the  spot,  and  through 
the  "crowd,  a  young  Yorkist  captain 
passed  with  a  prisoner  he  had  cap- 
tured,  and  whom  he  was  leading  to 
the  tent  of  the  Lord  Hastings,  the 
only  one  of  the  commanders  from 
whom  mercy  might  be  hoped,  and 
who  had  tarried  behind  the  king  and 
his  royal  brothers  to  make  prepara- 
tions for  the  removal  of  the  mighty 
dead. 

"  Keep  close  to  me,  Sir  Marmaduke," 
said  the  Yorkist ;  "  we  must  look  to 
Hastings  to  appease  the  king ;  and, 
if  he  hope  not  to  win  your  pardon,  he 
may,  at  least,  after  such  a  victory,  aid 
one  foe  to  fly." 

"  Care  not  for  me,  Alwyn,"  said  the 

observed  as  they  flow  by." '  —  Sic  transit 
gloria  mttndif 

'  Habinoton's  Life  of  Edtcard  IV.,  one  of 
the  most  eloquent  compositions  in  the  Ian- 
guage,  though  incorrect  as  a  hislory- 
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knight;  "when  Somerset  was  deaf, 
«ave  to  his  own  fears, —  I  came  hack 
to  die  by  my  chieftain's  side,  alas,  too 
late — too  late  !  Better  now  dcatli 
than  life!  What  kin,  kith, ambition, 
love,  were  to  other  men,  was  Lord 
Warwick's  smile  to  me  ! " 

Alwyn  kindly  respected  his  pri- 
soner's honest  emotion,  and  took  ad- 
vantage of  it  to  lead  him  away  from 
the  spot  where  he  saw  knighN  ami 
warriors  thickest  grouped,  in  soldier- 
like awe  and  sadness,  round  the  Hero- 
Brothers.  He  pushed  through  a 
humbler  crowd  of  peasants,  and  citi- 
zens, and  women  with  babes  at  their 
breast;  and  suddenly,  saw  a  troop  of 
timbrel  women  dancing  round  a  leaf- 
less tree,  and  chanting  some  wild,  but 
mirthful  and  joyous  doggerel. 

"  What  obscene  ami  ill-seasoned 
revelry  is  this  !"  said  the  trader,  to  a 
gaping  yeoman. 

••  They  are  but  dancing,  poor  girls, 
round  tin-  wicked  wizard,  whom  Friar 
Bungey  caused  to  be  strangled, — and 
his  "  itch  daughter." 

A  chill  foreboding  seized  upon 
Alwyn  ;  he  darted  forward,  scattering 
peasant  and  tymbestere,  with  his  yet 
bloody  swordT  His  feet  stumbled 
against  -erne  broken  fragments;  it 
was  Mil-  poor  Eureka,  shattered,  at 
last,  for  the  sake  of  the  diamond  ! 
Valueless  to  the  great  friar,  Bince  the 
fcience  of  the  owner  could  not  pass  to 
his  executioner  valueless,  tin-  mecha- 
nism and  the  invention,  the  labour 
and  the  genius,  but  the  superstition, 
and  tbe  tolly,  and  the  delusion,  liad 
their  value,  and  the  impostor  who 
d  the  engine  clutched  the 
jewel ! 

Prom  the  leafless  tree  wa-  suspended 
i]i'  dead  body  of  a  man  ;  beneath,  lay 
a  female,  dead  too ;  but  whether  by 
tin-  hand  of  man  or  the  mercy  of 
Heaven   there  was   no  sign   t"   tell. 

Scholar    anil     Chid,    Know  In! 
Innocence,  alike  wire  cold  ;  the  grim 
i  I   devoured  ihem  a*  il  dc\ourn 


'  ever  those  before,  as  behind,  its  march 
— and  confounds,  in  one  common 
doom,  the  too  guileless  and  the  to*) 
wise ! 

"Why  crowd  ye  thus,  knaves]"  said 
a  commanding  voice. 

"  Ha,  Lord  Hastings  ! — approach 
behold!"  exclaimed  Alwyn. 

"  Ha — ha  !"  shouted  Graul,  as  she 
led  her  sisters  from  the  spot,  wheeling, 
and  screaming,  and  tossing  up  their 
timbrels— '•  Ha  !  the  witch  and  her 
lover!  —  Ha —  ha!  Foul  is  fair!— 
Ha— ha  !  Witchcraft  and  death  go 
together,  as  thou  mayst  learn  at  the 
last,  sleek  wooer." 

And,  peradventure,  when,  long 
years  afterwards,  accusations  of  witch- 
craft, wantonness,  and  treason,  re- 
sounded in  the  ears  of  Hastings,  and, 
at  the  signal  of  Gloucester,  rushed  in 
the  armed  doomsmen,  those  ominous 
words  echoed  back  upon  his  soul ! 

At  that  very  hour  the  gates  of  the 
Tower  were  thrown  open  to  the  multi- 
tude. Fresh  from  his  victory,  Edward 
and  his  bint  hers  had  gone  to  render 
thanksgivings  at  St.  Pail's,  (they  were 
devout  —  those  three  Plantagenets !) 
thence  to  Baynard's  Castle,  to  escort 
the  queen  and  her  children  once  more 
to  the  Tower.  And,  now,  the  sound 
of  trumpets  still*  d  the  joyous  uproar 
of  the  multitude,  for,  in  the  balcony 
of  the  casement  that  looked  toward* 
1  apel,  the  herald  had  just  an- 
nounced that  KiiiLr  Edward  would 
show  himself  to  the  people.  On  every 
inch  of  the  court-yard,  climbing  up 
wall  and  palisade,  soldier,  citizen, 
thief,  hat  childhoi  d.  all  the 

various  conditions  and  epochs  of  mul- 
tiform life,  Bwayed,  clung,  murmured, 
moved,  jostled,  trampled  ; — the  beings 
of  the  little  hour! 

High  from  tbe  battlements  against 
the  westering  beam  floated  Edward's 
conquering  flag— a  sun  Bhining  to 
the  sun.  Vgain,  and  u  th  rd  time, 
ml  on  the  balcony, 
his   crown   upon    his   load,    but    hi/ 
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*brm  still  sheathed  in  armour,  stood 
the  king.  What  mattered  to  the 
crowd  his  falseness  and  his  perfidy — 
his  licentiousness  and  cruelty  1  All 
vices  ever  vanish  in  success  !  Hurrah 
for  King  Edward!  The  man  of  the 
age  suited  the  age,  had  valour  for  its 
tvar  and  cunning  for  its  peace,  and 
the  sympathy  of  the  age  was  with 
him!  So  there  stood  the  king; — at 
ais  right  hand,  Elizabeth,  with  her 
infant  boy  (the  heir  of  England)  in 
her  arms  —  the  proud  face  of  the 
duchess  seen  over  the  queen's  shoul- 
ler.  By  Elizabeth's  side  was  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  leaning  on  his 
sword,  and  at  the  left  of  Edward,  the 
perjured  Clarence  bowed  his  fair  head 
to  the  joyous  thrcng !   At  the  sight  of 


the  victorious  king,  of  the  lovelj 
queen,  and,  above  all,  of  the  young 
male  heir,  who  promised  length  of  days 
to  the  line  of  York,  the  crowd  hurst 
forth  with  a  hearty  cry — "  Long  live 
the  kingand  the  king's  son !"  Al  eciani- 
cally  Elizabeth  turned  her  moistened 
eyes  from  Edward  to  Edward's  bro- 
ther, and  suddenly,  as  with  a  mother's 
prophetic  instinct,  clasped  her  infant 
closer  to  her  bosom,-  when  she  caught 
the  glittering  and  fatal  eye  of  Richard 
Duke  of  Gloucester  (York's  young 
hero  of  the  day,  Warwick's  grim  aven- 
ger in  the  future,)  fixed  upon  that 
harmless  life— destined  to  interpose 
a  feeble  obstacle  between  the  ambi- 
tion of  a  ruthless  intellect  and  the 
heritage  of  the  English  throne ! 


NOTES. 


I. 

The  Badge  of  the  Bear  and  ragged  Staff  was  so  celebrated  in  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury, that  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  addressed  by  Mr.  Couithope,  Rouge 
Croix,  to  the  author,  will  no  doubt  interest  the  reader,  and  the  author  is  happy  iu 
tho  opportunity  afforded  of  expressing  his  acknowledgments  for  the  courteous 
Bttention  with  which  Mr.  Courthope  has  honoured  his  inquiries: — 

•*  College  of  Arms. 
"  As   egards  the  badge  of  Richard  Nevile,  Earl  of  Warwick — viz.,  the  Bear  and 
Staff,  I  agree  with   you,  certainly,  as  to   the  probability  of  his  having  sometimes 
used  the  whole  b      e,  and  sometimes  the  staff  only,  which  wcoiilb  precisely  with 
the  way  in  which  th  d  Staff  are  set  forth  in  the  Rous  Roll  to  the  early 

Earls  (Warwick),  before  the  Conquest.  We,  there,  find  them  figured  with  the 
staff  upon  their  shields,  and  the  bear  at  their  feet,  and  the  staff  alone  is  introduced 
as  a  quartering  upon  their  shields. 

"  The  story  of  the  origin  of  these  badges  is  as  follows  : 

*  Arth,  or  Arthgal,  is  reputed  to  have  been  the  first  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  being 
one  of  the  knights  of  King  Arthur's  Round  Table,  it  behoved  him  to  have  a  cog- 
nizance ;  and  Arth  or  Narlh  signifying  in  British  the  same  as  Ursus  in  Latin,  he 
took  the  bear  for  such  cognizance  :  his  successor,  Morvidus,  Earl  of  Warwick,  ir 
single  combat,  overcame  a  mighty  giant  (who  had  encountered  him  with  a  tree 
pulled  up  fiom  the  root,  the  boughs  of  which  had  been  torn  from  it),  and  in  token 
of  his  success,  assumed  the  ragged  staff.  You  will  thus  see  that  the  origins  of  the 
two  were  different,  which  would  render  the  bearing  of  them  separately  not  unlikely, 
and  you  will  likewise  infer  that  both  came  through  the  Beauchamps.  1  do  not  find 
the  ragged  staff  ever  attributed  to  the  Nevilcs  before  the  match  with  Bcaucbamp. 

"  .As  regards  the  crest  or  cognizance  of  Nevile,  the  Pied  Bull  has  been  the  cog- 
uizanec  of  that  family  from  a  very  early  time,  and  the  Bull's  head  its  crest,  and 
both  the  one  and  the  other  may  have  been  used  by  the  King-maker,  and  by  Lit 
brother,  the  Marquis  Montagu;  the  said  bull  appears  at  the  feet  of  Richard  Nevile 
in  the  Rous  Roll,  leeompanied  by  the  Ragle  of  Monthermer ;  the  crests  on  either 
tide  of  him  are  those  of  Montagu  and  Nevile  :  besides  these  two  crests,  both  of  wnich 
the  Marquis  Montagu  may  have  used,  he  certainly  did  use  the  Gryphon,  issuant  out 
of  a  ducal  coronet,  as  this  appears  alone  for  his  crest,  on  his  garter  plate,  as  a  crest 
for  Montagu,  he  having  given  the  arms  of  that  family  precedence  over  his  paternal 
coat  of  Nevile;  the  King-maker,  likewise,  upon  his  seal,  gives  the  precedence  to 
Montagu  and  Monthermer,  and  tiny  alone  appear  upon  his  shield. 


NOTES. 


II. 


.lumc,  Kapin,  and  Carte,  all  dismiss  the  story  of  Edward's  actual  imprisonnien 
at  Middleliam,  while  Lingard,  Sharon  Turner,  and  others,  adopt  it  implicitly.  And 
yet,  though  Lingard  has  successfully  grappled  with  some  of  Hume's  objections,  he 
bas  left  others  wholly  unanswered.  Hume  slates  that  no  such  fact  is  mentioned 
in  Edward's  subsequent  proclamation  against  Clarence  and  Warwick.  Lingard 
answers,  after  correcting  an  immaterial  error  in  Hume's  dates, — "  that  the  procla- 
mation ought  not  to  have  mentioned  it,  because  it  was  confined  to  the  enumeration 
ofoffenc.es  only  committed  after  the  general  amnesty  in  1469.'  And  then,  surely 
with  somo  inconsistency,  quotes  the  attainder  of  Clarence  many  years  afterwards, 
in  which  the  king  enumerates  it  among  his  offences,  "as  jeopardyng  the  king's 
royal  estate,  person,  and  life,  in  strait  warde,  putting  him  thereby  from  all  his 
libertye  after  procuring  great  commotions."  But  it  is  clear  that  if  the  amnesty 
hindered  Edward  from  charging  Warwick  with  this  imprisonment  only  one  year 
after  it  was  granted,  it  would,  a  fortiori,  hinder  him  from  charging  Clarence  with 
it  vine  years  after.  Most  probable  is  it  that  this  article  of  accusation  does  not 
refer  to  any  imprisonment,  real  or  supposed,  at  Middleham,  in  14G9,  but  to 
Clarence's  invasion  of  England  in  1470,  when  Edward's  state,  personne,  and  life 
were  indeed  jeopardised  by  his  narrow  escape  from  the  fortified  house,  where  he 
might  fairly  be  called,  "  in  straite  warde  ;"  especially  as  the  words,  "  after  procur- 
ing great  commotions,"  could  not  apply  to  the  date  of  the  supposed  detention  in 
Middleham,  when,  instead  of  procuring  commotions,  Clarence  had  helped  Warwick 
to  allay  them,  but  do  properly  apply  to  bis  subsequent  rebellion  in  1470  Finally, 
Edward's  charges  against  his  brother,  as  Lingard,  himself,  has  observe  d  elsewhere, 
are  not  proofs,  and  that  king  never  scrupled  at  any  falsehood  to  serve  his  turn. 
Nothing,  in  short,  can  be  more  improbable  than  this  tale  of  Kdward's  captivity — 
there  was  no  object  in  it.  At  the  very  time  it  is  said  to  have  taken  place,  War- 
wick is  absolutely  engaged  in  warfare  against  the  king's  foes.  The  moment 
Sdward  leaves  Middleham,  instead  of  escaping  to  Louden,  he  goes  carelessly  and 
openly  to  York,  to  judge  and  execute  the  very  captain  of  the  rebels  whom  War- 
wick has  subdued,  and  in  the  very  midst  of  Warwick's  armies  !  Far  from  appear- 
:ng  to  harbour  the  natural  resentment  so  vindictive  a  king  must  have  felt  (had  so 
great  an  indignity  been  offered  to  him) — almost  in.u.e«jiately  after  he  leaves  York, 
he  takes  the  Nevi'e  family  into  greater  power  than  ever,  confers  new  dignities  upon 
vVarwick,  and  betroths  his  eldest  daughter  to  Warwick's  nephew.  On  the  whole, 
then,  perhaps  some  such  view  of  the  king's  visit  to  Middleham,  which  has  been 
taken  in  this  narrative,  may  be  considered  not  the  least  probable  compromise  >f  tt  c 
disputed  and  contradictory  evidence  on  the  subjec* 
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My  Dear,  Mother, 

In  inscribing  with  your  beloved  and  honoured  name  this  Collection  of 
lay  Works,  I  could  wish  that  the  fruits  of  my  manhood  were  worthier 
of  the  tender  and  anxious  pains  bestowed  upon  my  education  ill  youth- 
Left  yet  young,  and  with  no  ordinary  accomplishments  and  gifts,  the  sole 
guardian  of  your  sons,  to  them  you  devoted  the  best  years  of  your  useful 
and  spotless  life  ;  and  any  success  it  be  their  fate  to  attain  in  the  paths  they 
have  severally  chosen,  would  have  its  principal  sweetness  in  the  thought 
that  such  success  was  the  reward  of  one  whose  hand  aided  every  struggle, 
and  whose  heart  sympathized  in  every  care. 

From  your  graceful  and  accomplished  taste,  I  early  learned  that  affection 
for  literature  which  has  exercised  so  large  an  influence  over  the  pursuits 
of  my  life  ;  and  you  who  were  my  first  guide,  were  my  earliest  critic.  Do 
you  remember  the  summer  days,  which  seemed  to  me  so  short,  when  you 
repeated  to  me  those  old  ballads  with  which  Percy  revived  the  decaying 
spirit  of  our  national  muse,  or  the  smooth  couplets  of  Pope,  or  those  gentle 
and  polished  verses  with  the  composition  of  which  you  had  beguiled  your 
own  earlier  leisure  ?  It  was  those  easy  lessons,  far  more  than  the  harsher 
rudiments  learned  subsequently  in  schools^  that  taught  me  to  admire  and  to 
imitate  ;  and  in  them  I  recognise  the  germ  of  the  flowers,  however 
perishable  they  be,  that  I  now  bind  up  and  lay  upon  a  shrine  hallowed  by 
a  thousand  memories  of  unspeakable  affection.  Happy,  while  I  borrowed 
from  your  taste,  could  I  have  found  it  not  more  difficult  to  imitate  yotir 
Virtues — your  spirit  of  active  and  extended  benevolence,  your  cheerful 
piety,  your  considerate  justice,  your  kindly  charity — and  all  the  qualities 
that  brighten  a  nature  more  free  from  the  thought  of  self,  than  any  it  has 
>een  my  lot  to  meet  with.  Never  more  than  at  this  moment  did  I  wish  that 
my  writings  were  possessed  of  a  merit  which  might  outlive  my  time,  so  that 
at  least  these  lines  might  remain  a  record  of  the  excellence  of  the  Mother^ 
and  the  gratitude  of  the  Son. 

;  i  si 

LONDON . 

January  6,  1840k 


PREFACE 


THE  FIRST  EDITION   OF  RIENZL 


I  began  this  tale  two  years  ago  at  Rome.  On  removing  to  Naples, 
I  threw  it  aside  for  "  The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii,"  which  required  more 
than  "  Rienzi "  the  advantage  of  residence  within  reach  of  the  scenes 
described'.  The  fate  of  the  Roman  Tribune  continued,  however,  to 
haunt  and  impress  me,  and,  some  time  after  "  Pompeii  "  was  published, 
I  renewed  my  earlier  undertaking.  I  regarded  the  completion  of  these 
volumes,  indeed,  as  a'kind  of  duty  ; — for  having  bad  occasion  to  read 
.he  original  authorities  from  which  modem  historians  have  drawn  their 
accounts  of  the  life  of  Rienzi,  I  was  led  to  believe  that  a  very  remark- 
able man  had  been  superficially  judged,  and  a  very  important  period 
crudely  examined.*  And  this  belief  was  sufficiently  strong  to  induce 
me  at  first  to  meditate  a  more  serious  work  upon  the  life  and  times  of 
Hienzi.t  Various  reasons  concurred  against  this  project— and  I 
enounced  the  biography  to  commence  the  fiction.  I  have  still,  how- 
ever, adhered,  with  a  greater  fidelity  than  is  customary  in  Romance,  to 
all  the  leading  events  of  the  public  life  of  the  Roman  Tribune  ;  and  the 
Reader  will  perhaps  find  in  these  pages  a  more  full  and  detailed  account 
of  the  rise  and  fall  of  Rienzi,  than  in  any  English  work  of  which  I  am 
aware.  I  have,  it  is  true,  taken  a  view  of  his  character  different  in 
some  respects  from  that  of  Gibbon  or  Sismondi.  But  it  is  a  view,  in 
all  its  main  features,  which  I  believe  (and  think  I  could  prove)  myself 
to  be  warranted  in  taking,  not  less  by  the  facts  of  History  than  the  law  s  of 
Fiction.  In  the  meanwhile,  as  I  have  given  the  facts  from  which 
I  have  drawn  my  interpretation  of  the  principal  agent,  the  reader  has 
sufficient  data  for  his  own  judgment.     In  the  picture  of  the  Roman 

*  See  AppcDiMx,  Nog.  I.  and  II. 

t  1  nave  adopted  the  termination  <>f  Rienzi  Instead  "f  Rienso,  aHb<lng  more  familial 
totheei-ner.il  reader, — But  the  latter  la  perhaps  the  mure  accurate  readlmr,  itncetht 
name  waa  a  popular  corruption  from  I. 
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Populace,  as  in  that  of  the  Roman  Nobles  of  the  fourteenth  century,  I 
follow  literally  the  descriptions  left  to  us  ; — they  are  not  flattering,  but 
they  are  faithful,  likenesses. 

Preserving  generally  the  real  chronology  of  Rienzi's  life,  the  plot  of 
this  work  extends  over  a  space  of  some  years,  and  embraces  the  variety 
of  characters  necessary  to  a  true  delineation  of  events.  The  story, 
therefore,  cannot  have  precisely  that  order  of  interest  found  in  fictions 
strictly  and  genuinely  dramatic,  in  which  (to  my  judgment  at  least)  the 
time  ought  to  be  as  limited  as  possible,  and  the  characters  as  few  ; — no 
new  character  of  importance  to  the  catastrophe  being  admissible  towards 
the  end  of  the  work.  If  I  may  use  the  word  Epic  in  its  most  modest 
and  unassuming  acceptation,  this  Fiction,  in  short,  though  indulging  in 
dramatic  situations,  belongs,  as  a  whole,  rather  to  the  Epic  than  the 
Dramatic  school. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  rendering  the  tribute  of  my  praise  and 
homage  to  the  versatile  and  gifted  Author  of  the  beautiful  Tragedy  of 
Rienzi.  Considering  that  our  hero  be  the  same — considering  that  we 
had  the  same  materials  from  which  to  choose  our  several  stories — I 
trust  I  shall  be  found  to  have  little,  if  at  all,  trespassed  upon  ground 
previously  occupied.  With  the  single  exception  of  a  love-intrigue 
between  a  relative  of  Rienzi  and  one  of  the  antagonist  party,  which 
makes  the  plot  of  Miss  Mitford's  Tragedy,  and  is  little  more  than  an 
episode  in  my  Romance,  having  slight  effect  on  the  conduct  and  none 
on  the  fate  of  the  hero,  I  am  not  aware  of  any  resemblance  between  the 
two  works  ;  and  even  this  coincidence  I  could  easily  have  removed,  had 
I  deemed  it  the  least  advisable  : — but  it  would  be  almost  discreditable 
if  I  had  nothing  that  resembled  a  performance  possessing  so  much 
't  were  an  honour  to  imitate. 

In  fact,  the  prodigal  materials  of  the  story — the  rich  and  exuberant 
complexities  of  Rienzi's  character — joined  to  the  advantage  possessed  by 
the  Novelist  of  embracing  all  that  the  Dramatist  must  reject* — are 
sufficient  to  prevent  Dramatist  and  Novelist  from  interfering  with  each 
other. 

•  Thus  the  slender  space  permitted  to  the  Dramatist  does  not  allow  Miss  Mitford  to 
be  very  faithful  to  facts  ;  to  distinguish  between  Rienzi's  earlier  and  his  later  period  of 
power  ;  or  to  detail  the  true,  but  somewhat  intricate  causes  of  his  rise,  his  splendour, 
and  his  full. 

London,  December  1, 18.35. 
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From  the  time  of  its  first  appearance,  "  Rienzi"  has  had  the  good 
fortune  to  rank  high  amongst  my  most  popular  works — though  its 
interest  is  rather  drawn  from  a  faithful  narration  of  historical  facts,  than 
from  the  inventions  of  fancy.  And  the  success  of  this  experiment  con- 
firms me  in  my  belief,  that  the  true  mode  of  employing  history  in  the 
service  of  romance,  is  to  study  diligently  the  materials  as  history  ;  con- 
form to  such  views  of  the  facts  as  the  Author  would  adopt,  if  he  related 
them  in  the  dry  character  of  historian  ;  and  obtain  that  warmer  interest  \ 
which  fiction  bestows,  by  tracing  the  causes  of  the  facts  in  the  cha-  I 
racters  and  emotions  of  the  personages  of  the  time.  The  events  of  his 
work  are  thus  already  shaped  to  his  hand — the  characters  already  created 
— what  remains  for  him,  is  the  inner,  not  outer,  history  of  man — the 
chronicle  of  the  human  heart  ;  and  it  is  by  this  that  he  introduces  anew 
harmony  between  character  and  event,  and  adds  the  completer  solution 
•  if  what  is  actual  and  true,  by  those  speculations  of  what  is  natural 
and  probable,  which  are  out  of  the  province  of  history,  but  belong 
especially  to  the  philosophy  of  romance.  And — if  it  be  permitted  the 
tale-teller  to  come  reverently  for  instruction  in  his  art  to  the  mightiest 
teacher  of  all.  who,  whether  in  the  page  or  on  the  scene,  would  give  to 
airy  fancies  the  breath  and  the  form  of  life, — such,  we  may  observe,  is 
the  lesson  the  humblest  craftsman  in  historical  romance  may  glean 
from  the  Historical  Plays  of  Shakespeare.  Necessarily,  Shakespeare 
consulted    I  ording  to  the   imperfect  lights,   and    from    the 

popular  authorities,  of  his  age  ;  and  I  do  not  say,  therefore,  that  as  an 
historian  we  can  rely  upon  Shakespeare  as  correct.  Hut  to  that  in 
which    he  believed   he   rigidly   adhered;    nor   did   he   seek,  as   lesser 

as  Victor  Hugo  ami  his  disciples)  seek  now,  to  turn  per-  I 
force  the  Historical  into  the  Poetical,  bul  Leaving  history  as  h<>  found  \ 
it,  to  call  forth  from  its  aiid  prose  the  flower  of  the  latent  poem.    Nay, 
even  in  the  more  imaginative  plays  which  lie  has  founded  upon  novels 
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and  legends  popular  in  his  time,  it  is  curious  and  instructive  to  see  how 
little  he  has  altered  the  original  ground-work — taking  for  granted  the 
main  materials  of  the  story,  and  reserving  all  his  matchless  resources 
of  wisdom  and  invention,  to  illustrate  from  mental  analysis,  the  crea- 
tions whose  outline  he  was  content  to  borrow.  He  receives,  as  a  literal 
fact  not  to  be  altered,  the  somewhat  incredible  assertion  of  the  novelist, 
that  the  pure  and  delicate  and  high-born  Venetian  loves  the  swarthy 
Moor — and  that  Romeo  fresh  from  his  "  woes  for  Rosaline,"  becomes 
suddenly  enamoured  of  Juliet :  He  found  the  Improbable,  and 
employed  his  art  to  make  it  truthful. 

That  "Rienzi"  should  have  attracted  peculiar  attention  in  Italy,  is 
of  course  to  be  attributed  to  the  choice  of  the  subject  rather  than  to  the 
*kill  of  the  Author.  It  has  been  translated  into  the  Italian  language  by 
eminent  writers ;  and  the  authorities  for  the  new  view  of  Rienzi's  times 
and  character  which  the  Author  deemed  himself  warranted  to  take,  have 
been  compared  with  his  text  by  careful  critics  and  illustrious  scholars,  in 
those  states  in  which  the  work  has  been  permitted  to  circulate.*  I  may 
say,  I  trust  without  unworthy  pride,  that  the  result  has  confirmed  the 
accuracy  of  delineations  which  English  readers  relying  only  on  the 
brilliant  but  disparaging  account  in  Gibbon  deemed  too  favourable  ; 
and  has  tended  to  restore  the  great  Tribune  to  his  long  forgotten  claims 
to  the  love  and  reverence  of  the  Italian  land.  Nor,  if  I  may  trust  to 
the  assurances  that  have  reached  me  from  many  now  engaged  in  the 
aim  of  political  regeneration,  has  the  effect  of  that  revival  of  the  honours 
due  to  a  national  hero,  leading  to  the  ennobling  study  of  great  exam- 
ples, been  wholly  without  its  influence  upon  the  rising  generation  of 
Italian  youth,  and  thereby  upon  those  stirring  events  which  have 
recently  drawn  the  eyes  of  Europe  to  the  men  and  the  lands  beyond 
the  Alps. 

In  preparing  for  the  Press  this  edition  of  a  work  illustrative  of  the 
exertions  of  a  Roman,  in  advance  of  his  time,  for  the  political  freedom 
of  his  country,  and  of  those  struggles  between  contending  principles, 
of  which  Italy  was  the  most  stirring  field  in  the  Middle  Ages,  it  is  not 
out  of  place  or  season  to  add  a  few  sober  words,  whether  as  a  student 
of  the  Italian  Past,  or  as  an  observer,  with  some  experience  of  the 
social  elements  of  Italy  as  it  now  exists,  upon  the  state  of  affairs  in  that 
countiy. 

*  In  the  Papal  States,  I  believe,  it  was  neither,  prudenUv  nor  effectually,  proscribed. 
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It  is  nothing  new  to  see  the  Papal  Church  in  the  capacity  of  a  popular 
reformer,  and  in  contra-position  to  the  despotic  potentates  of  the  several 
states,  as  well  as  to  the  German  Emperor,  who  nominally  inherits  the 
sceptre  of  the  Cajsars.  Such  was  its  common  character  under  its  more 
illustrious  Pontiffs  ;  and  the  old  Republics  of  Italy  grew  14  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Papal  throne,  harbouring  ever  two  factions — the  one  for 
the  ttmperor,  the  one  for  the  Pope — the  latter  the  more  naturally  allied 
to  Italian  independence.  On  the  modern  stage,  we  almost  see  the 
repetition  of  many  an  ancient  drama  But  the  past  should  teach  us  to 
doubt  the  continuous  and  stedfast  progress  of  any  single  line  of  policy 
under  a  principality  so  constituted  as  that  of  the  Papal  (Jhurch — a  prin- 
cipality in  which  no  race  can  be  perpetuated,  in  which  no  objects  can 
be  permanent ;  in  which  the  successor  is  chosen  by  a  select  ecclesiastical 
synod,  under  a  variety  of  foreign  as  well  as  of  national  influences  ;  in 
which  the  chief  usually  ascends  the  throne  at  an  age  that  ill  adapts  his 
mind  to  the  idea  of  human  progress,  and  the  active  direction  of  mundane 
affairs; — a  principality  in  which  the  peculiar  sanctity  that  wraps  the 
person  of  the  Sovereign  exonerates  him  from  the  healthful  liabilities  of 
a  power  purely  temporal,  and  directly  accountable  to  Man.  A  reforming 
Pope  is  a  lucky  accident,  and  dull  indeed  must  be  the  brain  whichbelieves 
in  the  possibility  of  a  long  succession  of  reforming  Popes,  or  which  can 
regard  as  other  than  precarious  and  unstable  the  discordant  combination 
of  a  constitutional  government  with  an  infallible  head. 

It  is  as  true  as  it  is  trite  that  political  freedom  is  not  the  growth  of  a 
day— it  is  not  a  flower  without  a  stalk,  and  it  must  gradually  develop 
itself  from  amidst  the  unfolding  leaves  of  kindred  institutions. 

In  one  respect,  the  Austrian  domination,  fairly  considered,  has  been 
beneficial  to  the  States  over  which  it  has  been  directly  exercised,  and 
may  be  even  said  to  have  unconsciously  schooled  them  to  the  capacity 
for  freedom.  In  those  States  the  personal  rights  which  depend  on 
impartial  and  incorrupt  administration  of  the  law,  are  infinitely  more 
secure  than  in  most  of  the  Courts  of  Italy.  Bribery,  which  shan  sfnlly 
predominate  6  in  the  judicature  of  certain  Principalities,  is  as  unknown 
in  the  juridical  courts  of  Austrian  Italy  as  in  England.  The  Emperoi 
ilf  is  often  involved  in  legal  disputes  with  a  subject,  and  justice 
is  as  free  and  as  firm  for  the  humblest  suitor,  as  if  bis  antagonist  were  his 
.  [uaL  Austria,  indeed  but  holds  together  the  motley  and  inharmo- 
nious members  of  its  vast  domain  on  either  side  the  Alps,  by  a  general 
character  of  paternal  mildness  and  forbearance  in  all  that  great  circle 
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of  good  government  which  lies  without  the  one  principle  of  constitutional 
liberty.  It  asks  but  of  its  subjects  to  submit  to  be  well  governed — 
without  agitating  the  question  "  how  and  by  what  means  that  govern- 
ment is  carried  on."  Foi  every  man,  except  the  politician,  the  innovator, 
Austria  is  no  harsh  stepmother.  But  it  is  obviously  clear  that  the 
better  in  other  respects  the  administration  of  a  state  it  does  but  foster 
the  more  the  desire  for  that  political  security,  which  is  only  found  in 
constitutional  freedom  :  the  reverence  paid  to  personal  rights,  but  begets 
the  passion  for  political  ;  and  under  a  mild  despotism  are  already  half 
matured  the  germs  of  a  popular  constitution.  But  it  is  still  a  grave 
question  whether  Italy  is  ripe  for  self-government — and  whether,  were 
it  possible  that  the  Austrian  domination  could  be  shaken  off — the  very 
passions  so  excited,  the  very  bloodshed  so  poured  forth,  would  not 
ultimately  place  the  Larger  portion  of  Italy  under  auspices  less  favour- 
able to  the  sure  growth  of  freedom,  than  those  which  silently  brighten 
under  the  sway  of  the  German  Caesar 

The  two  kingdoms,  at  the  opposite  extremes  of  Italy,  to  which 
circumstance  and  nature  seem  to  assign  the  main  ascendancy,  are 
Naples  and  Sardinia.  Looking  to  the  former,  it  is  impossible  to 
discover  on  the  face  of  the  earth  a  country  more  adapted  for  commer- 
cial prosperity.  Nature  formed  it  as  the  garden  of  Europe,  and  the 
mart  of  the  Mediterranean.  Its  soil  and  climate  could  unite  the 
products  of  the  East  with  those  of  the  Western  hemisphere.  The 
rich  island  of  Sicily  should  be  the  great  corn  granary  of  the  modern 
nations  as  it  was  of  the  ancient  ;  the  figs,  the  olives,  the  oranges,  of 
both  the  Sicilies,  under  skilful  cultivation,  should  equal  the  produce  of 
Spain  and  the  Orient,  and  the  harbours  of  the  kingdom  (the  keys  to 
three-quarters  of  the  globe)  should  be  crowded  with  the  sails  and 
busy  with  the  life  of  commerce.  But,  in  the  character  of  its  population, 
Naples  has  been  invariably  in  the  rear  of  Italian  progress  ;  it  caught  but 
partial  inspiration  from  the  free  Republics,  or  even  the  wise  Tyrannies,  of 
the  Middle  Ages;  the  theatre  of  frequent  revolutions  without  fruit ;  and 
all  rational  enthusiasm  created  by  that  insurrection,  which  has  lately 
bestowed  on  Naples  the  boon  of  a  representative  system,  cannot  but  be 
tempered  by  the  conviction  that  of  all  the  States  in  Italy,  this  is  the 
one  which  least  warrants  the  belief  of  permanence  to  political  freedom, 
or  of  capacity  to  retain  with  vigour  what  may  be  seized  by  passion.* 


*  If  the  Electoral  Chamber  in  the  new  Neapolitan  Constitution,  give  a  fair  share  of 
members  to  the  Ihland  of  Sicily,  it  will  be  rich  in  the  inevitable  elements  of  discord,  and 
nothing  save  a  wisdom  ami    modulation,   which   cannot  soberly   be  anticipated,  can 
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Fir  otherwise  is  it,  with  Sardinia.  Many  years  since,  the  writer  of 
these  pages  ventured  to  predict  that  the  time  must  come  when  Sardinia 
would  lead  the  van  of  Italian  civilisation,  and  take  proud  place  amongst 
the  greater  nations  of  Europe.  In  the  great  portion  of  this  population 
there  is  visible  the  new  blood  of  a  young  race  ;  it  is  not,  as  with  other 
Italian  states,  a  worn-out  stock  ;  you  do  not  see  there  a  people  fallen, 
proud  of  the  past,  and  lazy  amidst  ruins,  but  a  people  rising,  practical, 
industrious,  active  ;  there,  in  a  word,  is  an  eager  youth  to  be  formed 
to  miture  development,  not  a  decrepit  age  to  be  restored  to  bloom 
and  muscle.  Progress  is  the  great  characteristic  of  the  Sardinian  state. 
Leave  it  for  five  years  ;  visit  it  again,  and  you  behold  improvement. 
When  you  enter  the  kingdom  and  find,  by  the  very  skirts  of  its 
admirable  roads,  a  raised  footpath  for  the  passengers  and  travellers 
from  town  to  town,  you  become  suddenly  aware  that  you  are  in  a 
land  where  close  attention  to  the  humbler  classes  is  within  the  duties 
of  a  government.  As  you  pass  on  from  the  more  purely  Italian 
part  of  the  population, — from  the  Genoese  country  into  that  of  Pied- 
mont,— the  difference  between  a  new  people  and  an  old,  on  which  I 
Iwelt,  becomes  visible  in  the  improved  cultivation  of  the  soil,  the 
better  habitations  of  the  labourer,  the  neater  aspect  of  the  towns,  the 
greater  activity  in  the  thoroughfares.  To  the  extraordinary  virtues 
of  the  King,  as  King,  justice  is  scarcely  done,  whether  in  England 
or  abroad.  Certainly,  despite  his  recent  concessions,  Charles  Albert 
is  not  and  cannot  be  at  heart,  much  of  a  constitutional  reformer  ; 
and  his  strong  religious  tendencies,  which,  perhaps  unjustly,  have 
procured  him  in  philosophical  quarters  the  character  of  a  bigot 
may  link  him  more  than  his  political,  with  the  cause  of  the  Father 
.if  his  Church.  But  he  is  nobly  and  pre-eminently  national,  careful 
of  thi  ,'  and  jealous  of  the  honour  of  his  own  state,  while 

conscientiously  desirous  of  the  independence  of  Italy.  His  attention 
to  business,  is  indefatigable.  Nothing  escapes  his  vigilance.  Over 
all  departments  of  the  kingdom  is  the  eye  of  a  man  ever  anxious 
to  improve.     Already  the  silk  manufactures  of  Sardinia  almost  rival 

I  tin'  ultimate  separation  of  the  Island  from  the  dominion  of  Naples.  Nature 
Tin-  ocean  between  tbe  two  countries — bnt  differences  in  character, and  degree 

and  quality  "f  civilisation  national  Jealousies,  historical  memories,  hare  trebled  the 
I  thi  seat  that  roll  between  them.— More  easy  to  unite  under  one  free  Parliament, 

Spain  with  Flanders;  orr<  anni  ■  to  Kngland  its  old  domains  of  A  quit  aim-  and  Normandy 

— tlian  tn  unite  in  one  O  unci!  Chamber  Uruly  popular,  the  passions,  Interests,  and  pro 
Napli        Time  will  show,    And  now,  in  May,   1849— Time   has. 

already  shown  the  Impracticability  of  the  first  scheme  proposed  for  cordial  union  between 
ami  Sicily,  and  bat  utterly  impossible,  by  mutual  recollections  of 

hatred,  bequeathed  by  a  civil  wai  tn,  that  Naples  should  pei  manently 

retain  bicily  i>y  any  othc    1  j •  •  1  •  1  than  the  bi  ate  force  i  i  conquest. 
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those  of  Lyons  :  in  their  own  departments  the  tradesmen  of  Tnrin 
exhibit  an  artistic  elegance  and  elaborate  finish,  scarcely  exceeded  in 
the  wares  of  London  and  Paris.  The  King's  internal  regulations  are 
admirable  ;  his  laws,  administered  with  the  most  impartial  justice — 
his  forts  and  defences  are  in  that  order,  without  which,  at  least  on 
the  Continent,  no  land  is  safe — his  army  is  the  most  perfect  in  Italy. 
His  wise  genius  extends  itself  to  the  elegant  as  to  the  useful  arts — 
an  encouragement  that  shames  England,  and  even  France,  is  bestowed 
upon  the  School  for  Painters,  which  has  become  one  of  the  ornaments 
of  his  illustrious  reign.  The  character  of  the  main  part  of  the  popu- 
lation, and  the  geographical  position  of  his  country,  assist  the  monarch 
and  must  force  on  himself,  or  his  successors,  in  the  career  of  improve- 
ment so  signally  begun.  In  the  character  of  the  people,  the  vigour 
of  the  Northman  ennobles  the  ardour  and  fancy  of  the  West.  In 
the  position  of  the  country,  the  public  mind  is  brought  into  constant 
communication  with  the  new  ideas  in  the  free  lands  of  Europe. 
Civilisation  sets  in  direct  currents  towards  the  streets  and  marts  of 
Turin.  Whatever  the  result  of  the  present  crisis  in  Italy,  no  power 
and  no  chance  which  statesmen  can  predict,  can  preclude  Sardinia  from 
ultimately  heading  all  that  is  best  in  Italy.  The  King  may  improve 
his  present  position,  or  peculiar  prejudices,  inseparable  perhaps  from 
the  heritage  of  absolute  monarchy,  and  which  the  raw  and  rude  councils 
of  an  Electoral  Chamber,  newly  called  into  life,  must  often  irritate  and 
alarm,  may  check  his  own  progress  towards  the  master  throne  of  the 
Ausonian  land.  But  the  people  themselves,  sooner  or  later,  will  do 
the  work  of  the  King.  And  in  now  looking  round  Italy  for  a  race 
worthy  of  Rienzi,  and  able  to  accomplish  his  proud  dreams,  I  see  but 
one  for  which  the  time  is  ripe  or  ripening,  and  I  place  the  hopes  of 
ftaly  in  the  men  of  Piedmont  and  Sardinia. 

Londov, 

February  14,  1848. 
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THE  TIME,  THE  PLACE,  AND  THE  MEN. 

•'  Fu  da  sua  gioventudine  nutricato  di  laMc  di  elocmenza  ;  buono  eranimatico,  megliore  rettorico,  autortaft 
L-uono  .  .  .  Oh,  come  Bpesso  diceva,  '  hove  sono  uuesti  uuoui  lloiuaui?  lfov'e  loro  somma  iriustizia? 
Poteronitni  trovare  in  tempo  die  qucsti  tioriscano?'  Kra  bell  'onto  .  .  .  Vccadde  die  uno  sun  [rale  ft 
ucciso,  e  non  n<-  m  fatta  vendetta  di  sua  inorte  ■  Don  lo  poteo  ainrare  :  pensa  Lungo  mauo  vendicare  '1  sapguf 
-a  lunira  mano  dirizzare  la  cittate  di  Koma  male  guidata."— Vita  di  Cola  <h  Rien* 
Ed.  I&8.     Korli. 

"  From  his  routh  be  was  nourished  with  t lie  milk  ot  eloquence  :  a  good  grammarian,  a  better  rhetoi  ia« 
well  versed  in  the  writings  of  authors  .  ,  .  Ob,  bow  often  would  be  sav,  '  Where  are  those  good  Hoaiaus  ? 
Where  is  their  supreme  justice?  Shall  T  ever  behold  such  times  as  those  in  which  they  nourished  ?'  He 
was  a  Uuud.-ome  man  .  .  .  It  happened  that  a  brother  ol  bis  was  slain, ami  no  retribution  was  made  for  bis 
death:  he  could  not  help  him:  long  did  he  ponder  howtoa»enge  his  brother's  blood  Jong  did  he  ponder 
how  to  direct  the      guided  state  .  .,  Rteitri. 


CHAPTER    I. 


THE     BROTHERS. 


THE  celebrated  name  which  forms 
the  title  to  this  work  will  sufficiently 
i'  that  it  is  in   the 
earlier  half  of  the  fourteenth  century 
my  Btory  "pens. 
It  was  "ii  evening  thai 

walking 
beside  the  banks  of  tin-  1 
from  that   part  of  its  winding  course 
which  BweepH  by  tl  ■'   Mount 

Aventine.   The  pal  b  they  had  selected 
ad  tranquil.     It  was  only 
thai  were  seen  the  scat- 
ad  squalid  bouses  thai  bordered 
the   river,  from   amidst  which    rose, 
lirk  and  frequent,  tin.-  high  roof  and 
enormi  which  marked   the 

fortified    mansion    of   Bome    Roman 

ide    "i    thi 
behind  the  cottages  of  the  fishermen, 
soared  Mount  Janiculum,  dark  with 
. — u;v.>  t'wii tram  which  sleamed 


at  frequent  intervals,  the  grey  walls 
of  many  a  castellated  palace,  and  the 
spires  and  columns  of  a  hundred 
churches;  on  the  other  side,  the  de- 
s<  rted  Aventine  rose  abrupt  and  Bteep 
covered  with  thick  brushwood;  while, 
on  tlte  height,  from  concealed  but 
numerous  convents,  rolled,  not  unmu- 
sically, along  the  quiet  landscape  and 
ilc  rippling  waves,  the  sound  of  the 
holy  hell. 

Of  the  young  men  introduced  in 

■  ■  ne.  the  elder,  h ho  might  have 

Bomewhai  passed  his  twentieth  year, 

a  tall  and  even  commanding 

Stature;    mill    tie!,'   H;r    that   ill   his   ]il-e- 

I  able  .uid  almost  noble, 
of  his  garb, 
which   consisted   of  the   long,   loose 
gown   and    tin    plain   tunic,  both  nf 
dark  gri  aicb  distinguished, 

at  that  time, the drefit  ■  •'  the  hcii'nlrr 
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scholars  who  frequented  the  monas- 
teries for  such  rude  knowledge  as  then 
yielded  a  scanty  return  for  intense 
toil.  His  countenance  was  handsome, 
%nd  would  have  been  rather  gay  than 
thoughtful  in  its  expression,  but  for 
that  vague  and  abstracted  dreaminess 
of  eye  which  so  usually  denotes  a  pro- 
pensity to  revery  and  contemplation, 
and  betrays  that  the  past  or  the 
future  is  more  congenial  to  the  mind 
than  the  enjoyment  and  action  of  the 
present  hour. 

The  younger,  who  was  yet  a  boy, 
had  nothing  striking  in  his  appear- 
ance or  countenance,  unless  an  ex- 
pression of  great  sweetness  and  gentle- 
ness could  be  so  called ;  and  there 
was  something  almost  feminine  in  the 
tender  deference  with  which  he  ap- 
peared to  listen  to  his  companion. 
His  dress  was  that  usually  worn  by 
the  humbler  classes,  though  some- 
what neater,  perhaps,  and  newer ;  and 
the  fond  vanity  of  a  mother  might 
be  detected  in  the  care  with  which 
the  long  and  silky  ringlets  had  been 
smoothed  and  parted  as  they  escaped 
from  his  cap  and  flowed  midway  down 
his  shoulders. 

As  they  thus  sauntered  on,  beside 
the  whispering  reeds  of  the  river, 
each  with  his  arm  round  the  form  of 
his  comrade,  there  was  a  grace  in  the 
bearing,  in  the  youth,  and  in  the 
evident  affection  of  the  brothers — for 
such  their  connection — which  ele- 
vated the  lowliness  of  their  apparent 
condition. 

"  Dear  brother,"  said  the  elder,. "  I 
cannot  express  to  thee  how  I  enjoy 
these  evening  hours.  To  you  alone  I 
feel  as  if  I  were  not  a  mere  visionary 
and  idler  when  I  talk  of  the  uncertain 
future,  and  build  up  my  palaces  nt 
the  air.  Our  parents  listen  to  me 
as  if  I  were  uttering  fine  things  out 
of  a  book ;  and  my  dear  mother, 
Heaven  bless  her !  wipes  her  eyes, 
and  says,  '  Hark,  what  a  scholar  he 
is ! '     As  for  the  monks,  if  I  ever  dare 


look  from  my  Livy,  and  cry,  '  Thus 
should  Rome  be  again ! '  they  stare, 
and  gape,  and  frown,  as  though  I  had 
broached  an  heresy.  But  you,  sweet 
brother,  though  you  share  not  my 
studies,  sympathize  so  kindly  witli  all 
their  results — you  seem  so  to  approve 
my  wild  schemes,  and  to  encourage 
my  ambitious  hopes — that  sometimes 
I  forget  our  birth,  our  fortunes,  and 
think  and  dare  as  if  no  blood  save 
that  of  the  Teuton  Emperor  flowed 
through  our  veins." 

"  Methinks,  dear  Cola,"  said  the 
younger  brother,  "  that  Nature  played 
us  an  unfair  trick — to  you  she  trans- 
mitted the  royal  soul,  derived  from 
our  father's  parentage ;  and  to  me 
only  the  quiet  and  lowly  spirit  of  my 
mother's  humble  lineage." 

"  Nay,"  answered  Cola,  quickly, 
"  you  would  then  have  the  brighter 
share, — for  I  should  have  but  the 
Barbarian  origin,  and  you  the  Roman. 
Time  was,  when  to  be  a  simple  Roman 
was  to  be  nobler  than  a  northern  king. 
— Well,  well,  we  may  live  to  see  great 
changes ! " 

"  I  shall  live  to  see  thee  a  great 
man,  and  that  will  content  me,"  said 
the  younger,  smiling  affectionately ; 
"  a  great  scholar  all  confess  you  to  be 
already :  our  mother  predicts  your 
fortunes  every  time  she  hears  of  your 
welcome  visits  to  the  Colonna." 

"  The  Colonna ! "  said  Cola,  with  a 
bitter  smile  ;  "  the  Colonna — the 
pedants !  —  They  affect,  dull  souls, 
the  knowledge  of  the  past,  play  the 
patron,  and  misquote  Latin  over  their 
cups !  They  are  pleased  to  welcome 
me  at  their  board,  because  the  Roman 
doctors  call  me  learned,  and  because 
Nature  gave  me  a  wild  wit,  which  to 
them  is  pleasanter  than  the  stale  jesta 
of  a  hired  buffoon.  Yes,  they  would 
advance  my  fortunes — but  howl  by 
some  place  in  the  public  offices,  which 
would  fill  a  dishonoured  coffer,  by 
wringing,  yet  more  sternly,  the  hard 
earned  coins  from  our  famishing  citi 
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/.(ib  I  It'  there  be  a  vile  thing  in  the 
world,  it  is  a  plebeian,  advanced  by 
patricians,  not  for  the  purpose  of 
righting  his  own  order,  but  for  playing 
the  pander  to  the  worst  interests  of 
theirs.  He  who  is  of  the  people  but 
himself  a  traitor  to  his  birth, 
it"  he  furnishes  the  excuse  for  these 
tyrant  hypoeritcs  to  lift  up  their 
hands  and  cry — 'See  what  liberty 
exists  in  Home,  when  w<>,  the  patri- 
cians, thus  elevate  a  plebeian  ! '  '-Did 
they  ever  elevate  a  plebeian  if  he 
sympathized  with  plebeians?  No, 
brother;  should  I  be  lifted  above  our 
condition,  I  will  be  raised  by  the  arms 
of  my  countrymen,  and  not  upon  their 
necks." 

"  All  I  hope,  is,  Cola,  that  you  will 
aot,  iii  ycnir  zeal  for  your  fellow- 
eiti/.ens,  forget  how  dear  you  are  to 
us.  No  greatness  could  ever  reconcile 
me  to  the  thought  that  it  brought 
you  danger." 

"  And  1  could  laugh  at  all  danger, 
it' it  led  to  greatness.  Bui  greatness  - 
!  Vain  dream  !  Let  us  keep 
it  for  our  night  sleep.  Enough  of 
my  plans;  now,  dearest  brother,  of 
yours." 

And.  with  the  sanguine  and  cheerful 
elasticity  which  belonged  to  him,  the 
young  Cola,  dismissing  all  wilder 
thoughts,  bent  his  mind  to  listen,  ami 
to  enter  into,  the  humbler  proj 

his   brother.      The   new  boat    and    the 

holiday  dress,  and  the  col   removed 

to  a  quarter  more   secure  from    the 

;"ii  of  the  barons,  and  sucb 

res  of  love  as  a  dark  eye 

and  a   merry  lip   conjure   up    to  the 

1„  iy  ; to 

•  and  aspirations  of  which  such 

mit,  did  thi 

listen,  ■  dbrofl  and  a  tender 

i ml  often,  in   latei   life,   did 

iccur  to  him,  «  hen 

i:  from  as]  o  heart 

which  ambition  u 

"  And  then,"  continued  tie- younger 
brother,   "  by  degi 


enough  to  purchase  such  a  vessel  as 
that  which  we  now  see,  laden,  doubtless, 
with  corn  and  merchandise,  bringing 
— oh,  such  a  good  return  —  that  I 
could  til!  your  room  with  books,  and 
never  hear  you  complain  that  you 
were  not  rich  enough  to  purchase 
some  crumbling  old  monkish  manu- 
script. Ah,  that  would  make  me  so 
happy!"  Cola  smiled  as  he  pressed 
his  brother  closer  to  his  breast. 

"  Dear  boy,"  said  he,  "  may  it  rather 
be  mine  to  provide  for  your  wishes ! 
Yet  methinks  the  masters  of  yon 
vessel  have  no  enviable  possession 
see  how  anxiously  the  men  look 
round,  and  behind,  and  before  :  peace- 
ful traders  though  they  be,  they  fear, 
it  seems,  even  in  this  city  (once  the 
emporium  of  the  civilised  world),  some 
pirate  in  pursuit ;  and  ere  the  voyage 
be  over,  they  may  find  that  pirate  in 
a  Roman  noble.  Alas,  to  what  are 
we  reduced!" 

The  vessel  thus  referred  to  was 
speeding  rapidly  down  the  river,  and 
some  three  or  four  armed  men  on 
deck  were  indeed  intently  surveying 
the  quiet  banks  on  either  side,  as  if 
anticipating  a  foe.  The  bark  soon, 
however,  glided  out  of  sight,  and  tin 
brothers  fell  back  upon  those  themes 
which  require  only  the  future  for  a 
text  to  become  attractive  to  the 
young. 

At  length,  as  the  evening  darkened, 
they  remembered  that  it  was  past  the 
usual  hour  in  which  they  returned 
home,  ami  they  began  to  retrace  their 

••  Staj ,'  aid  I  tola,  abruptly,  "  how 
our  talk  has  beguiled  me  '  Father 
promised  me  a  rare  manu- 
script, which  the  good  fria 
hath  puzzled  the  whole  convent.  I 
ei  1:  his  cell  for  it  ihi^  evening. 
Tarry  hi  is  but 

half-way   op   the    Aventine.     I   shall 

e i  return." 

"  Can  I  not  accompany  yen  <" 
"Nay,"  returned  <''la,  with   con- 
it  2 
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giderate  kindness,  "you  have  borne 
toil  all  the  day,  and  must  be  wearied  ; 
my  labours,  of  the  body,  at  least,  have 
been  light  enough.  You  are  delicate, 
too,  and  seem  fatigued  already ;  the 
rest  will  refresh  you.  I  shall  not  be 
long." 

The  boy  acquiesced,  though  he 
rather  wished  to  accompany  his  bro- 
ther ;  but  he  was  of  a  meek  and  yield- 
ing temper,  and  seldom  resisted  the 
lightest  command  of  those  he  loved. 
He  sat  him  down  on  a  little  bank  by 
the  river-side,  and  the  firm  step  and 
towering  form  of  his  brother  were 
soon  hid  from  his  gaze  by  the  thick 
ind  melancholy  foliage. 

At  first  he  sat  very  quietly,  enjoying 
the  cool  air,  and  thinking  over  all  the 
stories  of  ancient  Rome  that  his  bro- 
ther had  told  him  in  their  walk.  At 
length  he  recollected  that  his  little 
sister,  Irene,  had  begged  him  to  bring 
her  home  some  flowers ;  and,  gather- 
ing such  as  he  could  find  at  hand 
(and  many  a  flower  grew,  wild  and 
clustering,  over  that  desolate  spot), 
he  again  seated  himself,  and  began 
weaving  them  into  one  of  those  gar- 
lands for  which  the  southern  peasantry 
itill  retain  their  ancient  affection,  and 
something  of  their  classic  skill. 

While  the  boy  was  thus  engaged, 
the  tramp  of  horses  and  the  loud 
shouting  of  men  were  heard  at  a  dis- 
tance.    They  came  near,  and  nearer. 

"  Some  baron's  procession,  perhaps, 
returning  from  a  feast,"  thought  the 
boy.  "  It  will  be  a  pretty  sight — their 
white  plumes  and  scarlet  mantles  !  I 
love  to  see  such  sights,  but  I  will  just 
move  out  of  their  way." 

So,  still  mechanically  platting  his 
garland,  but  with  eyes  turned  towards 
the  quarter  of  the  expected  procession, 
the  young  Roman  moved  yet  nearer 
towards  the  river. 

Presently  the  train  came  in  view, — 
a  gallant  company,  in  truth ;  horsemen 
m  front,  riding  two  abreast,  where 
the  path  permitted,  their  steeds  capa- 


risoned superbly,  their  plumes  wav- 
ing gaily,  and  the  gleam  of  their 
corselets  glittering  through  the  shades 
of  the  dusky  twilight.  A  large  and 
miscellaneous  crowd,  all  armed,  some 
with  pikes  and  mail,  others  with  less 
warlike  or  worse  fashioned  weapons, 
followed  the  cavaliers;  and  high  above 
plume  and  pike  floated  the  blood-red 
banner  of  the  Orsini,  with  the  motto 
and  device  (in  which  was  ostentatiously 
displayed  the  Guelfic  badge  of  the 
keys  of  St.  Peter)  wrought  in  bur- 
nished gold.  A  momentary  fear 
crossed  the  boy's  mind,  for  at  that 
time,  and  in  that  city,  a  nobleman 
begirt  with  his  swordsmen  was  more 
dreaded  than  a  wild  beast  by  the 
plebeians;  but  it  was  already  too  late 
to  fly — the  train  were  upon  him. 

"  Ho,  boy  !  "  cried  the  leader  of  the 
horsemen,  Martino  di  Porto,  one  of  the 
great  House  of  the  Orsini ;  "  hast  thou 
seen  a  boat  pass  up  the  river  I — But 
thou  must  have  seen  it — how  long 
since  1 " 

"  I  saw  a  large  boat  about  half  an 
hour  ago,"  answered  the  boy,  terrified 
by  the  rough  voice  and  imperious 
bearing  of  the  cavalier. 

"  Sailing  right  ahead,  with  a  green 
flag  at  the  stern]" 

"  The  same,  noble  sir." 

"  On,  then  !  we  will  stop  her  course 
ere  the  moon  rise,"  said  the  baron. 
"  On  ! — let  the  boy  go  with  us,  lest  he 
prove  traitor,  and  alarm  the  Colonna." 

"  An  Orsini,  an  Orsini ! "  shouted 
the  multitude ;  "  on,  on ! "  and,  despite 
the  prayers  and  remonstrances  of  the 
boy,  he  was  placed  in  the  thickest 
of  the  crowd,  and  borne,  or  rather 
dragged  along  with  the  rest — fright- 
ened, breathless,  almost  weeping,  with 
his  poor  little  garland  still  hanging 
on  his  arm,  while  a  sling  was  thrust 
into  his  unwilling  hand.  Still  he  felt, 
through  all  his  alarm,akind  of  childish 
curiosity  to  see  the  result  of  the  pur 
suit. 

By  the  loud  and  eager  conversation 
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of  those  about  him,  he  learned  that 
the  vessel  lie  had  seen  contained  a 
supply  of  corn  destined  to  a  fortress 
up  the  river  held  by  t  be  Colonna,  then 
at  deadly  lead  with  the  Orsini ;  and  it 
was  the  object  of  the  expedition  in 
which  the  boy  had  been  thus  luck- 
lessly entrained  to  intercept  the  pro- 
vision, and  divert  it  to  the  garrison  of 
Martino  di  Porto.  This  news  some- 
what increased  his  consternation,  for 
the  boy  belonged  to  a  family  that 
claimed,  the  patronage  of  the  Colonna. 

Anxiously  and  tearfully  he  looked 
with  every  moment  up  the  steep  ascent 
of  the  Aventine;  but  his  guardian, 
his  protector,  still  delayed  his  appear- 
ance. 

They  had  now  proceeded  some  way, 
when  a  winding  in  the  road  brought 
suddenly  before  them  the  object  of 
their  pursuit,  as,  seen  by  the  light  of 
the  earliest  stars,  it  scudded  rapidly 
down  the  stream. 

"  Now,  the  Saints  be  blest ! "  quoth 
the  chief;  "  she  is  ours  !  " 

"  Hold  !"  said  a  captain  (a  German) 
riding  next  to  Martino,  in  a  half 
whisper;  "I  hear  sounds  which  I  like 
not.  by  s— hark  !  the  neigh 

rse  !— by  my  faith,  too,  there  is 
the  gleam  of  a  corselet." 

"  Pusli  on.  mj  masters,"  cried  Mar- 
tino; "the  heron  shall  not  balk  the 

With  renev  on  foot 

pushed  forward,  till,  as  they  had  nearly 
gained  ;l><-  &  pse  referred  to  by  the 
German  body  of  horse- 

men, armed  cap-a-pie,  dashed   from 
amidst  the  trees,  ami,  with  Bpi 
their   rests,    charged    into   the    ran! 
of  the  pursuers. 

■  \  Col  tnna  '  a  Colonna ! "    "  An 

an    Orsini '       were    shoul  - 

loudly  and  fiercely  interchanged.  Mar 

tino  di   Porto,  a  man  of  great  bulk 

ami    ferocity,   ami    bis   cavaliers,    who 

the  encounter   unshaken. 

•he   bear-   hug,"   cried    the  Orsini,   a> 


down  went  his  antagonist,  rider  and 
steed,  before  his  lance. 

The  contest  was  short  and  fierce  ; 
the  complete  armour  of  the  horsemen 
protected  them  on  either  side  from 
wounds, — not  so  unscathed  fared  the 
half-armed  foot-followers  of  the  Orsini, 
as  they  pressed,  each  pushed  on  by 
the  other,  against  the  Colonna.  After 
a  shower  of  stohes  and  darts,  which 
fell  but  as  hailstones  against  the  thick 
mail  of  the  horsemen,  they  closed  in, 
and,  by  their  number,  obstructed  the 
movements  of  the  steeds,  while  the 
spear,  sword,  and  battle-axe  of  their  op- 
ponents made  ruthless  havoc  amongst 
their  undisciplined  ranks.  And  Mar- 
tino, who  eared  little  how  many  of 
his  mere  mob  were  butchered,  seeing 
that  his  foes  were  for  the  moment 
embarrassed  by  the  wild  rush  and 
gathering  circle  of  his  foot  train  (for 
the  place  of  conflict,  though  wider 
than  the  previous  road,  was  confined 
and  narrow),  made  a  sign  to  some  of 
his  horsemen,  and  was  about  to  ride 
forward  towards  the  boat,  now 
marly  out  of  sight,  when  a  bugle  at 
some  distance  was  answered  by  one  of 
his  enemy  at  hand;  and  the  shout  of 
"Colonna  to  the  rescue!"  was  echoed 
afar  off*.  A  few  moments  brought  in 
view  a  numerous  train  of  horse  at  full 
speed,  u  ith  the  banners  of  the  Colonna 
;th  in  the  front. 

"  A    plague  on   the  wizards !    who 
would  ha  ed  they  had  divined 

us  so  craftily!"    muttered  Martino 
••  we  must  not  abide  these  odds;"  and 

the   baud    lie   had    first  raised   for  ad- 

nal  of  retreat. 

0  breast  and  in  com. 

i or.  the  horsemen  of  Martino 

turned    to    fly;    the  foot  rabble   who 

me  for  spoil  remained  but  for 

r.     Tic  y  endeavoured  to  mii- 

ir  leaders;  but  how  could  t'uy 
all    elude    the    rushing    chargers    ami 

Bharp lances  oftheir  ;  .  «  hose 

blood  was  heated  by  the  affray,  and 

irded   the  live-  at   their  mercy 
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as  a  boy  regards  the  wasp's  nest  he 
destroys.  The  crowd  dispersing  in  all 
directions, — some,  indeed,  escaped  up 
the  hills,  where  the  footing  was 
impracticable  to  the  horses ;  some 
plunged  into  the  river  and  swam 
across  to  the  opposite  bank, — those 
less  cool  or  experienced,  who  fled  right 
onwards,  served,  by  clogging  the  way 
of  their  enemy,  to  facilitate  the  flight 
of  their  leaders,  but  fell  themselves, 
corpse  upon  corpse,  butchered  in  the 
unrelenting  and  unresisted  pursuit. 

"  No  quarter  to  the  ruffians — every 
Orsini  slain  is  a  robber  the  less — 
strike  for  God,  the  Emperor,  and  the 
Colonna ! "  such  were  the  shouts 
which  rung  the  knell  of  the  dismayed 
and  falling  fugitives.  Among  those 
who  fled  onward,  in  the  very  path 
most  accessible  to  the  cavalry,  was 
the  young  brother  of  Cola,  so  inno- 
cently mixed  with  the  affray.  Fast 
he  fled,  dizzy  with  terror — poor  boy, 
scarce  before  ever  parted  from  his 
parents'  or  his  brother's  side ! — the 
trees  glided  past  him — the  banks  re- 
ceded : — on  he  sped,  and  fast  behind 
came  the  tramp  of  the  hoofs — the 
shouts — the  curses — the  fierce  laugh- 
ter of  the  foe,  as  they  bounded  over 
the  dead  and  the  dying  in  their  path. 
He  was  now  at  the  spot  in  which  his 
brother  had  left  him ;  hastily  he 
glanced  behind,  and  saw  the  couched 
lance  and  horrent  crest  of  the  horse- 
man close  at  his  rear;  despairingly 
he  looked  up,  and,  behold!  his  brother 
bursting  through  the  tangled  brakes 
that  clothed  the  mountain,  and  bound- 
ing to  his  succour. 

"  Save  me  !  save  me,  brother  ! "  he 
shrieked  aloud,  and  the  shriek  reached 
Cola's  ear ; — the  snort  of  the  fiery 
charger  breathed  hot  upon  him ; — a 
moment  more,  and  with  one  wild 
shrill  crv  of  "Mercy,  mercy"  befell 
*o  the  ground — a  corpse  :  the  lance  of 
the  pursuer  passing  through  and 
through  him,  from  back  to  breast, 
and    nailing  him    on   the  very  sod 


where  he  had  sate,  full  of  young  life 
and  careless  hope,  not  an  hour  ago. 

The  horseman  plucked  forth  his 
spear,  and  passed  on  in  pursuit  of  new 
;  victims;  his  comrades  following.  Cola 
had  descended, — was  on  the  spot, — 
kneeling  by  his  murdered  brother. 
Presently,  to  the  sound  of  horn  and 
trumpet,  came  by  a  nobler  company 
than  most  of  those  hitherto  engaged  ; 
|  who  had  been,  indeed,  but  the  ad- 
vanced-guard of  the  Colonna.  At 
their  head  rode  a  man  in  years,  whose 
i  long  white  hair  escaped  from  his 
plumed  cap  and  mingled  with  his 
venerable  beard.  "How  is  this?" 
said  the  chief,  reining  in  his  steed, 
"young  Rienzi !" 

The  youth  looked  up,  as  he  heard 
that  voice,  and  then  flung  himself 
before  the  steed  of  the  old  noble,  and, 
clasping  his  hands,  cried  out  in  a 
scarce  articulate  tone :  "  It  is  my 
brother,  noble  Stephen, — a  boy,  a 
mere  child  t — the  best — the  mildest ! 
See  how  his  blood  dabbles  the  grass ; 
— back,  bark — your  horse's  hoofs  are 
in  the  stream !  Justice,  my  Lord, 
justice  ! — you  are  a  great  man." 

'•  Who  slew  him?  an  Orsini,  doubt- 
less; you  shall  have  justice." 

"  Thanks,  thanks,"  murmured  Ri- 
enzi, as  he  tottered  once  more  to  his 
brother's  side,  turned  the  boy's  face 
from  the  grass,  and  strove  wildly  to 
feel  the  pulse  of  his  heart ;  he  drew 
back  his  hand  hastily,  for  it  w-as 
crimsoned  with  blood,  and  lifting  that 
hand  on  high,  shrieked  out  again, 
"Justice!  justice !" 

The  group  round  the  old  Stephen 
Colonna,  hardened  as  they  were  in 
such  scenes,  were  affected  by  the 
sight.  A  handsome  boy,  whose  tears 
ran  fast  down  his  cheeks,  and  who 
rode  his  palfrey  close  by  the  side  of 
the  Colonna,  drew  forth  his  sword. 
"  .My  I .ord,"  said  he,  half  sobbing,  "an 
Orsini  only  could  have  butchered  a 
harmless  lad  like  this;  let  us  lose  not  a 
moment, — let  us  on  after  the  ruffians." 
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"No,  Adrian,  no!"  cried  Stephen, 
laying  bis  hand  on  the  boy's  shoulder; 
"your  zeal  is  to  be  lauded,  but  we 
must  beware  an  ambush.  Our  men 
have  ventured  too  far — what  ho, 
there  ! — 60imd  a  return." 

Tbe  bugles,  inafew  minutes,  brought 
bacfc  the  pursuers, — among  them,  the 
horseman  whose  spear  had  been  so 
fatally  misused.  He  was  the  leader 
of  those  engaged  in  the  conflict  with 
Martino  di  Porto;  and  the  gold 
wrought  into  his  armour,  with  the 
gorgeous  trappings  of  his  charger, 
betokened  his  rank. 

"  Tbanks,  my  son,  thanks,"  said  the 
old  Colonna  to  this  cavalier,  "you 
have  done  well  and  bravely.  But  tell 
me.  k  no  west  thou,  for  thou  hast  an 
eagle  eye,  which  of  tbe  Orsini  slew 
this  poor  boy] — a  foul  deed;  his 
family,  too,  our  cli< 

"Who?  yon  lad?"  replied  the 
nan,  lifting  tbe  helmet  from  his 
head,  and  wiping  his  heated  brow; 
jo!  bow  came  he,  then, 
with  Itartino's  rascals  1  I  tear  me 
tbe  mistake  hath  cost  him  dear.  I 
could  but  suppose  him  of  the  Orsini 
rabble,  and  so — and  so — " 

•    }",'/  *lew  him  !"  cried  Rien/.i,  in 

a  voice  of  thunder,  starting  from  the 

ground.     "Justice!    then,   my  Lord 

you  promis'  d   me 

.  and  1  will  bave  it !" 

'■  M\  poor  youth,"  said  the  old 
man.  compassionately,  "you  Bhould 
bave  bad  justice  against  Ihe  Orsini  . 
but  see  you  not  this  has  been  an 
error?     I  do  not  wonder  you 

in  now.      We 
make  ibis  up  to  you." 

"And    let  this   pay  fur  masses  for 
.1  ;  I  grieve  me  inucli  for 
ident,"  -aid  the  youn 
loima,  flinging  down  :t  purse  of  gold 
"  .\\ .  -  palace  nexl 

M>  Either, 
we  had  best  return  towards  the  boat; 
i  may  require  n>  yet." 

"  Right,  Gianni 


you,  and  see  to  the  poor  lad's  corpse  ; 
— a  grievous  accident !  how  could  it 
chance  ?" 

The  company  passed  back  the  way 
they  came,  two  of  the  common  soldiers 
alone  remaining,  except  the  boy 
Adrian,  who  lingered  behind  a  few 
moments,  striving  to  console  Rien/.i, 
who,  as  one  bereft  of  sense,  remained 
motionless,  gazing  on  the  proud  array 
as  it  swept  along,  and  muttering  to 
himself,  "  Justice,  justice  !  I  will  have 
it  yet." 

The  loud  voice  of  the  elder  Colonna 
summoned  Adrian,  reluctantly  and 
weeping,  away.  "  Let  me  be  your 
brother,"  said  the  gallant  boy,  affec- 
tionately pressing  the  scholar's  hand 
to  his  heart ;  "  I  want  a  brother  like 
you." 

Rienzi  made  no  reply ;  he  did  not 
heed  or  hear  him — dark  and  stern 
thoughts,  thoughts  in  which  were  the 
germ  of  a  mighty  revolution,  were  at 
his  heart.  He  woke  from  them  with 
a  start,  as  the  soldiers  were  now 
arranging  their  bucklers  so  as  to 
make  a  kind  of  bier  for  the  corpse, 
and  then  burst  into  tears  as  he  fiercely 
motioned  them  away,  and  clasped  the 
clay  to  his  breast  till  he  was  literally 
soaked  with  tbe  oo/.ing  blood. 

The  poor  child's  garland  had  not 
dropped  from  his  arm  even  wben  he 
fell,  and,  entangled  by  bis  dress,  it 
Btdll  clung  around  him.  It  was  a 
sight  that  recalled  to  Cola  all  tbe  gen- 
tleness, the  kind  heart,  and  winning 
graces  of  his  only  brother — his  only 
friend  !  It  was  a  sight  that  seemed 
to  make  yet  more  inhuman  tbe  un- 
timely and  unmerited  fate  of  that 
innocent  boy.  "My  brother  J  my 
brother  ! "  groaned  the  Burvivor  ■ 
our  mother? — bow 
shall  I  meet  even  night  and  solitude 
- !  See 
.  he  was  but  too  gentle.  And 
because 
his  murderer  «as  a  noble  and  a 
Colonna.     And    this  gold,  too — gold 
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for  a  brother's  blood  !  Will  they  not" 
—  •and  the  yonng  man's  eyes  glared 
like  fire — "will  they  not  give  us  jus- 
tice t  Time  shall  show  ! "  So  saying, 
he  bent  his  head  over  the  corpse ;  his 
lips  muttered,  as  with  some  prayer  or 
invocation ;  and  then  rising,  his  face 
was  as  pale  as  the  dead  beside  him, — 
but  it  was  no  longer  pale  with  grief! 
From  that  bloody  clay,  and  that 
inward  prayer,  Cola  di  Rienzi  rose  a 
new  being.  With  his  young  brother 
died  his  own  youth.     But  for  that 


event,  the  future  liberator  of  Rome 
might  have  been  but  a  dreamer,  a 
scholar,  a  poet ;  the  peaceful  >-i\  al  of 
Petrarch ;  a  man  of  thoughts,  not 
deeds.  But  from  that  time,  all  his 
faculties,  energies,  fancies,  genius 
became  concentrated  into  a  single 
point ;  and  patriotism,  before  a  vision, 
leapt  into  the  life  and  vigour  of  a 
passion,  lastingly  kindled,  stubbornly 
hardened,  and  awfully  consecrated, — 
by  revenge ! 


CHAPTER  II. 


AH    HISTORICAL    SURVEY NOT    TO    BE    PASSED    OVER,    EXCEPT    BY    THOSE    WHO 

DISLIKE    TO    UNDERSTAND    WHAT    THEY    READ. 


Years  had  passed  away,  and  the 
death  of  the  Roman  boy,  amidst  more 
noble  and  less  excusable  slaughter, 
was  soon  forgotten, —forgotten  almost 
by  the  parents  of  the  slain,  in  the 
growing  fame  and  fortunes  of  their 
eldest  son, — forgotten  and  forgiven 
never  by  that  sou  himself.  But,  be- 
tween that  prologue  of  blood,  and  the 
political  drama  which  ensues, — be- 
tween the  fading  interest,  as  it  were, 
of  a  dream,  and  the  more  busy,  actual, 
and  continuous  excitements  of  sterner 
life, — this  may  be  the  most  fitting 
time  to  place  before  the  reader  a  short 
and  rapid  outline  of  the  state  and 
circumstances  of  that  city  in  which 
the  principal  scenes  of  this  story  are 
laid  : — an  outline  necessary,  perhaps, 
to  many,  for  a  full  comprehension  of 
the  motives  of  the  actors,  and  the 
vicissitudes  of  the  plot. 

Despite  the  miscellaneous  and  mon- 
grel tribes  that  had  forced  their  set- 
tlements in  the  City  of  the  Caesars, 
the  Roman  population  retained  an  in- 
ordinate notion  of  their  own  supre- 
macy over  the  rest  of  the  world  ;  and, 
degenerated  from  the  iron  virtues  of 


the  Republic,  possessed  all  the  inso- 
lent and  unruly  turbulence  which 
characterised  the  Plebs  of  the  ancient 
Forum.  Amongst  a  ferocious,  yet  not 
a  brave  populace,  the  nobles  supported 
themselves  less  as  sagacious  tyrants 
than  as  relentless  banditti.  The  popes 
had  struggled  in  vain  against  these 
stubborn  and  stern  patricians.  Their 
state  derided,  their  command  defied, 
their  persons  publicly  outrage!,  the 
pontiff-sovereigns  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
resided,  at  the  Vatican,  as  prisoners 
under  terror  of  execution.  When, 
thirty-eight  years  before  the  date  Oi 
the  events  we  are  about  to  witness,  a 
Frenchman,  under  the  name  of  Cle- 
ment V.,  had  ascended  the  chair  of 
St.  Peter,  the  new  pope,  with  more 
prudence  than  valour,  had  deserted 
Rome  for  the  tranquil  retreat  of  Avig- 
non; aiid  the  luxurious  town  of  a 
foreign  province  became  the  court  of 
the  Roman  pontiff,  and  the  throne  of 
the  Christian  Church. 

Thus  deprived  of  even  the  nominal 
check  of  the  papal  presence,  the  power 
of  the  nobles  might  be  said  to  have  no 
limits,  save  their  own  caprice,  or  their 
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mutual  jealousies  aud  feuds.  Though 
arrogating  through  fabulous  genealo- 
gies their  descent  from  the  ancient 
Romans,  they  were,  in  reality,  for  the 
most  part,  the  sons  of  the  holder  bar- 
barians of  the  North ;  and,  con- 
taminated by  the  craft  of  Italy,  rather 
than  imbued  with  its  national  affec- 
tions, they  retained  the  disdain  of 
their  foreign  ancestors  for  a  conquered 
soil  and  a  degenerate  people.  While 
the  rest  of  Italy,  especially  in  Florence, 
in  Venice,  and  in  Milan,  was  fast  and 
far  advancing  beyond  the  other  states 
of  Europe  in  civilisation  and  in  art, 
the  Romans  appeared  rather  to  recede 
than  to  improve ; — unblest  by  laws, 
unvisited  by  art,  strangers  at  once  to 
the  chivalry  of  a  warlike,  and  the 
■fa  peaceful,  people.  But  they 
still  possessed  the  sense  and  desire  of 
liberty,  and,  by  ferocious  paroxysms 
and  desperate  struggles,  sought  to 
vindicate  for  their  city  the  title  it  still 
assumed  of  "the  Metropolis  of  the 
World."  For  the  last  two  centuries 
they  had  known  various  revolutions, 
— brief,  often  bloody,  and  always  un- 
successful. Still,  there  was  the  empty 
pageant  of  a  popular  form  of  govern- 
ment. The  thirteen  quarters  of  the 
city  named   each  a  chief;    and    the 

>ly  of  these  magistrates,  called 
Caporioni,  by  theory  possessed  an 
authority  they  had  neither  the  power 
nor  the  courage  to  exert.  Still  there 
was  the  proud  name  of  Senator ;  but, 
at  the  present  time,  the  office  was 
confined  to  one  or  to  two  persons, 
sometimes  elected  by  the  pope,  some- 

by  the  nobles.  The  authority 
1  to  the  name  seems  to  have 
bad  ii"  definite  limit;  it  was  that  of  a 
stern  dictator,  or  an  indolent  puppet, 
according  as  he  who  held  it  had  the 
''irce  the  dignity  be  as 
Burned.  It  was  never  conceded  bui  to 
nobles,  and  it  was  by  the  nobles  that 
all  ih-  01  omitted  Pri- 

ority alone  was  gratified  when- 
ever public  justice  was  invoked  :  and 


the  vindication  of  order  was  but  the 
execution  of  revenge. 

Holding  their  palaces  as  the  castles 
and  fortresses  of  princes,  each  assert- 
ing his  own  independency  of  all  au- 
thority and  law,  and  planting  fortifi- 
cations, and  claiming  principalities 
in  the  patrimonial  territories  of  the 
Church,  the  barons  of  Rome  made 
their  state  still  more  secure,  and  still 
more  odious,  by  the  maintenance  of 
troops  of  foreign  (chiefly  of  German) 
mercenaries,  at  once  braver  in  dis- 
position, more  disciplined  in  service, 
and  more  skilful  in  arms,  than  even 
the  freest  Italians  of  that  time.  Thus 
they  united  the  judicial  and  the  mili- 
tary force,  not  for  the  protection,  but 
for  the  ruin  of  Rome.  Of  these  barons, 
the  most  powerful  were  the  Orsini 
and  Colonna ;  their  feuds  were  here- 
ditary and  incessant,  and  every  day 
witnessed  the  fruits  of  their  lawless 
warfare,  in  bloodshed,  in  rape,  and  in 
conflagration.  The  flattery  or  the 
friendship  of  Petrarch,  too  credulously 
believed  by  modern  historians,  has 
invested  the  Colonna,  especially  of 
the  date  now  entered  upon,  with  an 
elegance  and  a  dignity  not  their  own. 
Outrage,  fraud,  and  assassination,  a 
sordid  avarice  in  securing  lucrative 
offices  to  themselves,  an  insolent  op- 
d  of  their  citizens,  and  the  most 
dastardly  cringing  to  power  superior 
to  their  own  (with  but  few  exceptions), 
mark  the  character  of  the  first  family 
of  Rome.  But,  wealthier  than  the  rest 
of  the  barons,  they  were,  therefore, 
more  luxurious,  and,  perhaps,  more 
intellectual ;  and  their  pride  was  flat- 
tered in  being  patrons  of  those  arts  of 
which  they  could  never  have  become 
the  professors.  From  these  multiplied 
ora  the  Roman  citizens  turned 
with  fond  and  impatient  regret  to 
their  ignorant  and  dark  notions  01 
departed  liberty  and  greatness.  They 
confounded  the  times  of  the  Empire 
with  those  of  the  Republic;  and  often 
loukud   to    the   Teutonic   kimr,  who 
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obtained  his  election  from  beyond  the 
&Jps,  but  his  title  of  emperor  from 
the  Romans,  as  the  deserter  of  his 
legitimate  trust  and  proper  home ; 
rainly  imagining  that,  if  both  the 
Einperor  and  the  Pontiff  fixed  their 
residence  in  Rome,  Liberty  and  Law- 
would  again  seek  their  natural  shelter 
beneath  the  resuscitated  majesty  of 
the  Roman  peopie. 

The  absence  of  the  pope  and  the 
papal  court  served  greatly  to  impo- 
verish the  citizens ;  and  they  had  suf- 
fered yet  more  visibly  by  the  depre- 
dations of  hordes  of  robbers,  numerous 
and  unsparing,  who  infested  Romagna, 
obstructing  all  the  public  ways,  and 
were,  sometimes  secretly,  sometimes 
openly,  protected  by  the  barons,  who 
often  recruited  their  banditti  garrisons 
by  banditti  soldiers. 

But  besides  the  lesser  and  ignobler 
robbers,  there  had  risen  in  Italy  a  far 
more  formidable  description  of  free- 
booters. A  German,  who  assumed  the 
lofty  title  of  the  Duke  Werner,  had,  a 
few  years  prior  to  the  period  we  ap- 
proach, enlisted  and  organized  a  con- 
siderable force,  styled  "  The  Great 
Company,"  with  which  he  besieged 
cities  and  invaded  states,  without  any 
object  less  shameless  than  that  of 
pillage.  His  example  was  soon  imi- 
tated :  numerous  "  Companies,"  simi- 
larly constituted,  devastated  the  dis- 
tracted and  divided  land.  They  ap- 
peared, suddenly  raised,  as  if  by  magic, 
before  the  walls  of  a  city,  and  de- 
manded immense  sums  as  the  pur- 
chase of  peace!  Neither  tyrant  nor 
commonwealth  maintained  a  force  suf- 
ficient to  resist  tliem ;  and  if  other 
northern  lacrcenaries  were  engaged 
to  oppose  them,  it  was  only  to  recruit 
the  standards  of  the  freebooters  with 
rs.  Mercenary  fought  not  mer- 
cenary—nor  German,  German :  and 
greater  pay,  and  more  unbridled  ra- 
pine, made  the  tents  of  the  "  Com- 
panies" far  more  attractive  than  the 
regulated  stipends  of  a  city,  or  the 


dull  fortress  and  impoverished  coffers 
of  a  chief.  Werner,  the  most  im- 
placable and  ferocious  of  all  these 
adventurers,  and  who  had  so  openly 
gloried  in  his  enormities  as  to  wear 
upon  his  breast  a  silver  plate,  engraved 
with  the  words,  "  Enemy  to  God,  to 
Pity,  and  to  Mercy,"  had  not  long 
since  ravaged  Romagna  with  fire  and 
sword.  But,  whether  induced  by 
money,  or  unable  to  control  the  fierce 
spirits  he  had  raised,  he  afterwards  led 
the  bulk  of  his  company  back  to  Ger- 
many. Small  detachments,  however, 
remained,  scattered  throughout  the 
land,  waiting  only  an  able  leader  once 
more  to  re-unite  them  :  amongst  those 
who  appeared  most  fitted  for  that  des- 
tiny was  Walter  de  Montreal,  a  Knight 
of  St.  John,  and  gentleman  of  Pro- 
vence, whose  valour  and  military 
genius  had  already,  though  yet  young, 
raised  his  name  into  dreaded  celebrity; 
and  whose  ambition,  experience,  and 
sagacity,  relieved  by  certain  chivalric 
and  noble  qualities,  were  suited  to 
enterprises  far  greater  and  more  im- 
portant than  the  violent  depredations 
of  the  atrocious  Werner.  From  these 
scourges,  no  state  had  suffered  more 
grievously  than  Rome.  The  patri- 
monial territories  of  the  pope, — in  part 
wrested  from  him  by  petty  tyrants, 
in  part  laid  waste  by  these  foreign 
robbers, — yielded  but  a  scanty  supply 
to  the  necessities  of  Clement  VI.,  the 
most  accomplished  gentleman  and  the 
most  graceful  voluptuary  of  his  time; 
and  the  good  father  had  devised  a  plan, 
whereby  to  enrich  at  once  the  Romans 
and  their  pontiff. 

Nearly  fifty  years  befoie  the  time 
we  enter  upon,  in  order  both  to  re- 
plenish the  papal  coffers  and 
the  starving  Romans,  Boniface  VIII. 
had  instituted  the  Festival  of  the  Ju- 
bilee, or  Holy  Year ;  in  fact,  a  revival 
iif  a  Pagan  ceremonial.  A  plenary 
indulgence  was  promised  to  every 
Catholic  who,  in  that  year,  and  in  the 
first  year  of  ev«ry  succeeding  century. 
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should  visit  the  churches  of  St.  Peter 
and  St.  Paul.    An  immense  concourse 
of  pilgrims,  from  every  part  of  Chris- 
tendom, had  attested  the  wisdom  of 
the  invention  ;  "  and  two  priests  stood 
night  and  day,  with  rakes  in  their 
bands,  to  collect  without  counting  the 
heaps  of  gold   and   silver   that    were 
I  od  tbe  altar  of  St.  Paul."* 
It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  thai  this 
most  lucrative  festival  should,  ere  the 
uext  century  was  half  expired,  appear 
to  a  discreet  pontiff  to  be  too  long 
postponed.      And  hoth  pope  and  city 
in  thinking  it  might  well  bear 
I  renewal.      Accordingly, 
I  al    VI.  had  proclaimed,  under 

the  name  of  the  Mosaic  Jubilee, 
•  I  Holy  Year  for  1350 — viz., 
three  years  distant  from  that  date  at 
which,  in  the  next  chapter,  my  narra- 
tive will  commence.  This  circum- 
stance had  a  great  effect  in  whetting 
the  popular  indignation  against  the 
barons,  and  preparing  the  events  1 
shall  relate  ;  for  the  roads  were,  as  i 
before  said,  infested  by  the  banditti, 


the  creatures  and  allies  of  the  barons. 
And  if  the  roads  were  not  cleared,  the 
pilgrims  might  not  attend.  It  was  the 
object  of  the  pope's  vicar,  Raimond, 
bishop  of  Orvietto  (had  politician  and 
good  canonist),  to  seek,  by  every 
means,  to  remove  all  impediment  be- 
tween the  offerings  of  devotion  an^ 
the  treasury  of  St.  Peter. 

Such,  in  brief,  was  the  state  of  Rome 
at  the  period  we  are  about  to  examine. 
Her  ancient  mantle  of  renown  still,  in 
the  eyes  of  Italy  and  of  Europe,  cloaked 
her  ruins.  In  name,  at  least,  she  was 
still  the  queen  of  the  earth  ;  and  from 
her  hands  came  the  crown  of  the  em- 
peror of  the  north,  and  the  keys  of  the 
rather  of  the  church.  Her  situation 
was  precisely  that  which  presented  a 
vast  and  glittering  triumph  to  bold 
ambition, — an  inspiring,  if  mournful, 
spectacle  to  determined  patriotism, — 
and  a  fitting  stage  for  that  more  au- 
gust  tragedy  which  seeks  its  incidents, 
selects  its.actors,  and  shapes  its  moral, 
amidst  the  vicissitudes  and  crimes  of 
nations. 


CHAPTER  111. 


THE    BRAWL. 


On  an  evening  in  April,  1847,  and 
in  one  of  those  wide-  spaces  in  which 
Modern  and   Ancient   Rome 

equally  in  ruins— a  miscellaneous  and 

indignant  populace  "ere  assembled. 

Roman 

!  had  been  forcibly  entered  and 

d  by  the  soldiers  of  Martino  di 

.-.  itli  a  daring  effrontery  which 

e   ordinary 

of  the  barons.  The  sympathy  a 

the  city  wi  i 
and  i 


"  Never    will    I    submit    to    this 
tyranny!" 
'  '•  Nor  1!" 

-  ,\.,r  I!" 

"  Nor  by  the  bones  of  St.  Peter, 
will  I!" 

"  And   what,   my  friends,    is  this 
tyranny  to    which   you   will  not  sub- 
mit!" said  a  young  noblei 
ing  himself  to  the  crowd  of 
who,  heated,  angry,  half-armed,  and 
with  the  vehement  Italian 

ping  do\i d  the 
long  and  nai  I  al  led  to  the 

gloomy  quarter  occupied  by  thi 

"  Ah,  my  lord  !"  cried  two  or  three 
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of  the  citizens  in  a  breath,  "  you  will 
right  us — you  will  see  justice  done  to 
us — you  are  a  Colonna." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  laughed  scornfully 
one  man  of  gigantic  frame,  and  wield- 
ing on  high  a  huge  hammer,  indicative 
of  his  trade.  "  Justice  and  Colonna ! 
body  of  God!  those  names  are  not 
often  found  together." 

"  Down  with  him !  down  with  him ! 
he  is  an  Orsinist, — down  with  him  !" 
cried  at  least  ten  of  the  throng :  but  no 
hand  was  raised  against  the  giant. 

"  He  speaks  the  truth,"  said  a  se- 
cond voice,  firmly. 

"  Ay,  that  dotli  he,"  said  a  third, 
knitting  his  brows,  and  unsheathing 
his  knife,  "  and  we  will  abide  by 
it.  The  Orsini  are  tyrants — and  the 
Colonnas  are,  at  the  best,  as  bad." 

"  Thou  liest  in  thy  teeth,  ruffian  !  " 
cried  the  young  noble,  advancing  into 
♦-he  press  and  confronting  the  last 
asperser  of  the  Colonna. 

Before  the  flashing  eye  and  me- 
nacing gesture  of  the  cavalier,  the 
worthy  brawler  retreated  some  steps, 
so  as  to  leave  an  open  space  between 
the  towering  form  of  the  smith,  and 
the  small,  slender,  but  vigorous  frame 
of  the  young  noble. 

Taught  from  their  birth  to  despise 
the  courage  of  the  plebeians,  even 
while  careless  of  much  reputation  as 
to  their  own,  the  patricians  of  Rome 
were  not  unaccustomed  to  the  rude 
fellowship  of  these  brawls ;  nor  was 
it  unoften  that  the  mere  presence  of  a 
noble  sufficed  to  scatter  whole  crowds, 
that  had  the  moment  before  been 
breathing  vengeance  against  his  order 
and  his  house. 

Waving  his  hand,  therefore,  to  the 
smith,  and  utterly  unheeding  either 
his  brandished  weapon  or  his  vast 
stature,  the  young  Adrian  di  Castello, 
a  distant  kinsman  of  the  Colonna, 
haughtily  bade  him  give  way. 

"  To  your  homes,  friends  !  and 
know,"  he  added,  with  some  dignity, 
'  that  ve  wrong  us  much,  if  ye  ima- 


gine we  share  the  evil-doings  of  the 
Orsini,  or  are  pandering  solely  to  our 
own  passions  in  the  feud  between 
their  house  and  ours.  May  the  Holy 
Mother  so  judge  me,"  continued  he, 
devoutly  lifting  up  his  eyes,  "as  I  now 
with  truth  declare,  that  it  is  for  your 
wrongs,  and  for  the  wrongs  of  Rome, 
that  I  have  drawn  this  sword  against 
the  Orsini." 

"  So  say  all  the  tyrants,"  rejoined 
the  smith,  hardily,  as  he  leant  his 
hammer  against  a  fragment  of  stone 
— some  remnant  of  ancient  Rome — 
"  they  never  fight  against  each  other, 
but  it  is  for  our  good.  One  Colonna 
cuts  me  the  throat  of  Orsini's  baker — 
it  is  for  our  good  !  another  Colonna 
seizes  on  the  daughter  of  Orsini's 
tailor — it  is  for  our  good!  owr  good — 
yes,  for  the  good  of  the  people  ! — the 
good  of  the  bakers  and  tailors,  eh!" 

"  Fellow,"  said  the  young  nobleman, 
gravely,  "  if  a  Colonna  did  thus,  he 
did  wrong  ;  but  the  holiest  cause  may 
have  bad  supporters." 

"  Yes,  the  holy  Church  itself  is 
propped  on  very  indifferent  columns," 
answered  the  smith,  in  a  rude  wit- 
ticism on  the  affection  of  the  pope  for 
the  Colonna. 

"He  blasphemes!  the  smith  blas- 
phemes!" cried  the  partisans  of  that 
powerful  house.  "  A  Colonna,  a  Co- 
lonna ! " 

"An  Orsini,  an  Orsini!"  was  no 
less  promptly  the  counter  cry. 

"  The  People  !"  shouted  the  smith, 
waving  his  formidable  weapon  far 
above  the  heads  of  the  group. 

In  an  instant  the  whole  throng,  who 
had  ai  firsl  united  against  the  aggres- 
sion of  one  man,  were  divided  by  the 
hereditary  wrath  of  taction.  At  the 
cry  of  Orsini,  several  new  partisans 
hurried  to  the  spot  ;  the  friends  of 
the  Colonna  drew  themselves  on  one 
side — the  defenders  of  the  Orsini  on 
the  other — and  the  few  who  agreed 
with  the  smith  that  both  factions  were 
equally  odiou*    and  '.he  people  was 
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the  sole  legitimate  cry  in  a  popular 
commotion,  would  have  withdrawn 
themselves  from  the  approaching 
melee,  if  the  smith  himself,  who  was 
looked  upon  by  them  as  an  authority 
of  great  influence,  had  not — whether 
from  resentment  at  the  haughty  bear- 
ing of  the  young  Colonna,  or  from 

ppetite  of  contest  not  uncom- 
mon in  men  of  a  bulk  and  force  which 
as? are  them  in  all  personal  affrays  the 
lofly  pleasure  of  superiority — if,  I  say, 
the  smith  himself  had  not,  after  a 
pause  of  indecision,  retired  among  the 
Orsini,  and  entrained,  by  his  example, 
the  alliance  of  his  friends  with  the 
favourers  of  that  faction. 

In  popular  commotions,  each  man 
in  whirled  along  with  the  herd,  often 
half  against  his  own  approbation  or 
assent.  The  few  words  of  peace  by 
which  Adrian  di  Castello  commenced 
an  address  to  his  friends  were  drowned 
amidst  their  shouts.  Proud  to  find  in 
their  ranks  one  of  the  most  beloved, 
and  one  of  the  noblest  of  that  name, 
the  partisans  of  the  Colonna  placed 
him  in  their  front,  and  chai 
petuously  on  their  foes.  Adrian,  how- 
ever, who  had  acquired  from  circum- 
stances og  of  that  chivalrous 
code  which  he  certainly  could  not 
have  owed  to  his  Roman  birth,  dis- 

I  at  first  to  assault  men  among 
whom  he  rec  o  i  qual,  either 

in  rank  or  the  practice  of  anna.  Be 
contented  himself  with  putting  aside 

•  Btrokes  that  were  aimed  at  him 
in  the  gathci  ion  of  the  con- 

flict— few:  for  those  who  reco 
him,  even  amidst  the  bitterest  parti- 
al, were  not  willing 
to  expo.-u  tl.  ;  .  tin-  danger 

and  odium  of  spilling  the  blood  of  a 
man,  who,  in  addition  to  his  great 
birth  and  the  terrible  power  of  his 
oonnea  if  a  per- 

sonal popularity,  which  he  owed  rather 
to  a  comparison  with  the  vio 

than    to    any    remarkable 
Tirtues  hitherto  displayed  by  I 


The  smith  alone,  who  had  as  yet 
taken  no  active  part  in  the  fray, 
seemed  to  gather  himself  up  in  deter- 
mined opposition  as  the  cavalier 
now  advanced  within  a  few  steps  of 
him. 

"  Did  we  not  tell  thee,"  quoth  the 
giant,  frowning,  "  that  the  Colonna 
were,  not  less  than  the  Orsini,  the  foes 
of  the  people  ]  Look  at  thy  followers 
and  clients  :  are  they  not  cutting  the 
throats  of  humble  men  by  way  of 
vengeance  for  the  crime  of  a  great 
one  1  But  that  is  the  way  one  patri- 
cian always  scourges  the  insolence  of 
another.  He  lays  the  rod  on  the 
backs  of  the  people,  and  then  cries, 
'  See  how  just  I  am  !' " 

"  I  do  not  answer  thee  now,"  an- 
swered Adrian;  "but  if  thou  regrettest 
with  me  this  waste  of  blood,  join  with 
me  in  attempting  to  prevent  it." 

"I  —  not  I !  let  the  blood  of  the 
slaves  flow  to-day :  the  time  is  fast 
coming  when  it  shall  be  washed  away 
by  the  blood  of  the  lords." 

"  Away,  ruffian  !  "  said  Adrian, 
seeking  no  further  parley,  and  touch- 
ing the  smith  with  the  flat  side  of  his 
sword.  In  an  instant  the  hammer  of 
the  smith  swung  in  the  air,  and,  but 
for  the  active  spring  of  the  young 
noble,  would  infallibly  have  crushed 
him  to  the  earth.  Ere  the  smith 
could  gain  time  for  a  second  blow, 
Adrian's  sword  passed  twice  through 
his  right  arm,  and  the  weapon  fell 
heavily  to  the  ground. 

"  Slay  him,  slay  him  ! "  cried  seve- 
ral of  the  clients  of  the  Colonna,  now 
;.  dastard  like,  round  the  dis- 
armed and  disabled  smith. 

"  Ay,  slay  him  ! "  said,  in  tolerable 

Italian,  but  with   a    barbarous  accent, 

one  man,  half-clad  in  armour,  who  had 
but  just  joined  the  group,  and  who 
was  one  of  thoBe  wild  I  lerman  bandits 
whom  the  Colonna  held  in  their  pay  ; 
"  he  belongs  to  a  horrible  gang  of 
nis  Bworn  against  all  order 
and  peace       He  is   one   of  Ricnzi'i 
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followers,  and,  bless  the  Three  Kings  ! 
raves  about  the  People." 

"  Thou  sayest  right,  barbarian," 
said  the  sturdy  smith,  in  a  loud  voice, 
and  tearing  aside  the  vest  from  his 
breast  with  his  left  hand ;  "  come  all 
— Colonna  and  Orsini — dig  to  this 
heart  with  your  sharp  blades,  and 
when  you  have  reached  the  centre, 
you  will  find  there  the  object  of  your 
common  hatred  — '  Rienzi  and  the 
People ! ' " 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  in 
language  that  would  have  seemed 
above  his  station  (if  a  certain  glow 
and  exaggeration  of  phrase  and  senti- 
ment were  not  common,  when  excited, 
to  all  the  Romans),  the  loudness  of 
his  voice  rose  above  the  noise  imme- 
diately round  him,  and  stilled,  for  an 
instant,  the  general  din  ;  and  when, 
at  last,  the  words,  "  Rienzi  and  the 
People"  rang  forth,  they  penetrated 
midway  through  the  increasing  crowd, 
and  were  answered  as  by  an  echo, 
with  a  hundred  voices — "  Rienzi  and 
the  People  ! " 

But  whatever  impression  the  words 
of  the  mechanic  made  on  others,  it 
was  equally  visible  in  the  young 
Colonna.  At  the  name  of  Rienzi  the 
glow  of  excitement  vanished  from  his 
cheek :  he  started  back,  muttered  to 
himself,  and  for  a  moment  seemed, 
even  in  the  midst  of  that  stirring  com- 
motion, to  be  lost  in  a  moody  and 
distant  revery.  He  recovered,  as  the 
shout  died  away ;  and  saying  to  the 
smith,  in  a  low  tone,  "  Friend,  I  am. 
sorry  for  thy  wound  ;  but  seek  me  on 
the  morrow,  and  thou  shalt  find  thou 
hast  wronged  me ; "  he  beckoned  to 
the  German  to  follow  him,  and 
threaded  his  way  through  the  crowd, 
which  generally  gave  back  as  he 
advanced.  For  the  bitterest  hatred 
to  the  order  of  the  nobles  was  at  that 
time  in  Rome  mingled  witli  a  servile 
respect  for  their  persons,  and  a  mys- 
terious awe  of  their  uncontrollable 
powea 


As  Adrian  passed  through  that  part 
of  the  crowd  in  which  the  fray  had  not 
yet  commenced,  the  murmurs  that 
followed  him  were  not  those  which 
many  of  his  race  could  have  heard. 

"  A  Colonna,"  said  one. 

"  Yet  no  ravisher,"  said  another, 
laughing  wildly. 

"  Nor  murtherer/'muttered  a  third, 
pressing  his  hand  to  his  breast.  "'Tis 
not  against  him  that  my  father's  blood 
cries  aloud." 

"  Bless  him,"  said  a  fourth,  "  for  as 
yet  no  man  curses  him  !  " 

"  Ah,  God  help  us ! "  said  an  old 
man,  with  a  long  grey  beard,  leaning 
on  his  staff:  "  the  serpent's  young 
yet ;    the    fangs   will    show   by  and 

by." 

"  For  shame,  father  !  he  is  a  comely 
youth,  and  not  proud  in  the  least. 
What  a  smile  he  hath  !  "  quoth  a  fair 
matron,  who  kept  on  the  outskirt  of 
the  melee. 

"  Farewell  to  a  man's  honour  when 
a  noble  smiles  on  his  wife  ! "  was  the 
answer. 

"  Nay,"  said  Luigi,  a  jolly  butcher, 
with  a  roguish  eye,  "  what  a  man  can 
win  fairly  from  maid  or  wife,  that  let 
him  do,  whether  plebeian  or  noble — 
th.v  "s  my  morality;  hut  when  an 
ugly  old  patrician  finds  (air  words  will 
not  win  fair  looks,  ami  carries  me  off 
a  dame  on  the  back  of  a  German  boar, 
with  a  stab  in  the  side  for  comfort  to 
the  spouse, — then,  I  say,  he  is  a 
wicked  man,  and  an  adulterer." 

While  such  were  the  comments  and 
the  murmurs  that  followed  the  noble, 
very  different  were  the  looks  and 
words  that  attended  the  German 
soldier. 

Equally,  nay,  with  even  greater 
promptitude,  did  the  crowd  make  way 
at  his  armed  and  heavy  tread ;  but 
not  with  looks  of  reverence  : — the  eye 
glared  as  he  approached ;  but  the 
cheek  grew  pale — the  head  bowed — 
the  lip  quivered;  each  man  felt  a 
shudder  of  hate  and  fear,  as  recogniz- 
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big  a  dread  and  mortal  foe.  And  well 
and  wrathfully  did  the  fierce  merce- 
nary  note  the  signs  of  the  general 
aversion.  He  pushed  on  rudely — 
half-smiling  in  contempt,  half-frown- 
ing in  revenge,  as  he  looked  from  side 
to  side ;  and  his  long,  matted,  light 
hair,  tawny-coloured  moustache,  and 
brawny  front,  contrasted  strongly  with 
the  dark  eyes,  raven  locks,  and 
slender  frames  of  the  Italians. 

"  May  Lucifer  double  damn  those 
German  cut-throats  ! "  muttered,  be- 
tween his  grinded  teeth,  one  of  the 
citizens. 

"  Amen  ! "  answered,  heartily,  an- 
other. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  a  third,  timorously 
looking  round  ;  "  if  one  of  them  hear 
thee,  thou  art  a  lost  man." 

"  Oh,  Eome !  Rome  !  to  what  art 
thou  fallen  ! "  said  bitterly  one  citizen, 
clothed  in  black,  and  of  a  higher 
seeming  than  the  rest;  "when  thou 
Bhudderest  in  thy  streets  at  the  tread  : 
of  a  hired  barbarian  !" 

"  Hark  to  one  of  our  learned  men, 
and  rich  citizens  !  "  said  the  butcher,  : 
reverently. 

"  'Tis  a  friend  of  Rienzi's,"  quoth 
another  of  the    group,     lifting    his  i 
cap. 

With  downcast  eyes,  and  a  face  in 
which  grief,  shame,  and  wrath,  wen; 
■  il,  Pandulfo  di  Guido, 
a  citizen  of  birth  and  repute,  swept 
slowly  through  the  crowd,  and  dis- 
appeared. 

Meanwhile,  Adrian,  having  gained 

■   which,  though  in  tb 

bourhood  of  the  crowd,  was  empty 

and   desolate,   turned    to    his    fierce 

comrade.  "  ELodolf!"  -aid  he,  "mark! 

no  violence  to  the  citizens.  Return 
to  the  crowd,  colled  the  £ri» 
■  hit  bouse,  ■.  it  1 1 > i i  :i  ■.  them  from  the 
•  the  (  k>lonna  be  blamed 
for  this  day's  violence  ;  and 
our  followers,  in  my  name,  thai  I 
Bwear,  bj  the  knighthood  I  received 
at.  the  Emperor's  bands,  that  by  my 


sword  shall  Martino  di  Porto  be 
punished  for  his  outrage.  Fain  would 
I,  in  person,  allay  the  tumult,  but  my 
presence  only  seems  to  sanction  it. 
Go  —  thou  hast  weight  with  them 
all." 

"  Ay,  Signor,  the  weight  of  blows ! " 
answered  the  grim  soldier.  "  But  the 
command  is  hard  ;  I  would  fain  let 
their  puddle-blood  flow  an  hour  or  two 
longer.  Yet,  pardon  me  ;  in  obeying 
thy  orders,  do  I  obey  those  of  my 
master,  thy  kinsman?  It  is  old 
Stephen  Colonna, — who  seldom  spares 
blood  or  treasure,  God  bless  him — 
(save  his  own  !) — whose  money  I  hold, 
and  to  whose  bests  I  am  sworn." 

"  Diavolo  !  "  muttered  the  cavalier, 
and  the  angry  spot  was  on  his  cheek  ; 
but,  with  the  habitual  self-control  of 
the  Italian  nobles,  he  smothered  his 
rising  choler,  and  said  aloud,  with 
calmness,  but  dignity, — 

"  Do  as  I  bid  thee  ;  check  this 
tumult, — make  us  the  forbearing 
party.  Let  all  be  still  within  one 
hour  hence,  and  call  on  me  to-morrow 
for  thy  reward  ;  be  this  purse  an 
earnest  of  my  future  thanks.  As  for 
my  kinsman,  whom  I  command  thee 
to  name  more  reverently,  'tis  in 
bis  name  I  speak.  Hark !  the  din 
increases — the  contest  swells — go — 
lose  not  another  moment." 

Somewhat  awed  by  the  quiet  firm- 
:  be  patrician,  Rodoli  m 
without  answer,  slid  the  money  into 
om,  and  .-talked  away  into  the 
thickest  of  the  throng.  But,  even  ere 
he  arrived,  a  sudden  reaction  had 
taken  place. 

The  young  cavalier,  left  alone  in 
thai  spot,  followed  with  his  eyi 
i    cedio  '   form  Of  the   mere  nary,    as 
now  jetting,  shone  slant  upon 
le,  and  said  bitterly 
to  himself    "  Unfortunate  city,  foun- 
tain oi   all   mighty  memories — fallen 
•  a  thousand  nations      how  art 

thou  decrowned  and  .-] >- >iKil  by  thy 
recreant  and  apostate  children  !    Thy 
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nobles  divided  against  themselves— 
thy  people  cursing  thy  nobles — thy 
priests,  who  should  sow  peace,  plant- 
ing discord — the  father  of  thy  church 
deserting  thy  stately  walls,  his  home 
a  refuge,  his  mitre  a  fief,  his  court  a 
Gallic  village — and  we !  we,  of  the 
haughtiest  blood  of  Rome  —  we,  the 
sons  of  Cajsars,  and  of  the  lineage  of 
demigods,  guarding  an  insolent  and 
'  abhorred  state  by  the  swords  of  hire- 
lings, who  mock  our  cowardice  while 
they  receive  our  pay, — who  keep  our 
citizens  slaves,  and  lord  it  over  their 
very  masters  in  return  !  Oh,  that  we, 
the  hereditary  chiefs  of  Rome,  could 
but  feel  —  oh,  that  we  could  but 
find,  our  only  legitimate  safeguard, 
in  the  grateful  hearts  of  our  country- 
men ! " 

So  deeply  did  the  young  Adrian 
feel  the  galling  truth  of  all  he  uttered, 
that  the  indignant  tears  rolled  down 
his  cheeks  as  he  spoke.  He  felt  no 
shame  as  he  dashed  them  away  ;  for 
that  weakness  which  weeps  for  a 
fallen  race  is  the  tenderness  not  of 
women  but  of  angels. 

As  he  turned  slowly  to  quit  the 
spot,  his  steps  were  suddenly  arrested 
by  a  loud  shout:  "Rienzi!  Rienzi!" 
smote  the  air.  From  the  walls  of  the 
Capitol  to  the  bed  of  the  glittering 
Tiber,  that  name  echoed  far  and  wid  ? ; 
and,  as  the  shout  died  away,  it  was 
swallowed  up  in  a  silence  so  profound, 
so  universal,  so  breathless,  that  you 
might  have  imagined  that  death 
itself  had  fallen  over  the  city.  And 
now,  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  crowd, 
and  elevated  above  their  level,  on  vast 
fragments  of  stone  which  had  been 
dragged  from  the  ruins  of  Rome  in 
one  of  the  late  frequent  tumults 
between  contending  factions,  t,,  serve 
as  a  barricade  for  citizens  against 
citizens, — on  these  silent  memorials 
of  the  past  grandeur,  the  present 
misery,  of  Rome,  stood  that  extraor- 
dinary man,  who,  above  all  his  rare. 
was   the  most   penetrated  with    the 


glories  of  the  one  time,  with  the 
degradation  of  the  other. 

From  the  distance  at  which  he  stood 
from  the  scene,  Adrian  could  only 
distinguish  the  dark  outline  of 
Rienzi's  form  ;  he  could  only  hear  the 
faint  sound  of  his  mighty  voice  ;  he 
could  only  perceive,  in  the  subdued 
yet  waving  sea  of  human  beings  that 
spread  around,  their  heads  bared  in 
the  last  rays  of  the  -sun,  the  unutter- 
able effect  which  an  eloquence  de- 
scribed by  contemporaries  almost  as 
miraculous,  —  but  in  reality  less  so 
from  the  genius  of  the  man  than  the 
sympathy  of  the  audience, — created 
in  all,  who  drank  into  their  hearts 
and  souls  the  stream  of  its  burning 
thoughts. 

It  was  but  for  a  short  time  that 
that  form  was  visible  to  the  earnest 
eye,  that  that  voice  at  intervals  reached 
the  Straining  ear,  of  Adrian  di  (  as- 
tello ;  but  that  time  sufficed  to  pro- 
duce all  the  effect  which  Adrian  him- 
self had  desired. 

Another  shout,  more  earnest, 
more  prolonged  than  the  first— a 
shout  in  which  spoke  the  release  of 
swelling  thoughts,  of  intense  excite- 
ment—  betokened  the  close  of  the 
harangue;  and  then  you  might  see, 
after  a  minute's  pause,  the  crowd 
breaking  in  all  directions  and  pour- 
ing down  the  avenues  in  various 
knots  and  groups,  each  testifying  the 
strong  and  lasting  impression  made 
upon  the  multitude  by  that  address. 
Every  cheek  was  flushed — every 
tongue  spoke:  the  animation  of  the 
orator  had  passed,  like  a  living  spirit, 
into  the  breasts  of  the  audience.  He 
had  thundered  against  the  disorders 
of  the  patricians,  yet.  by  a  word,  he 
had  disarmed  the  anger  of  the  plebe- 
ians— he  had  preached  freedom,  yet 
he  had  Opposed  lieen.se.  Hi'  hail  calmed 
the  present,  by  a  promise  of  the 
future.  lb-  had  chid  their  quarrels, 
yet  had  supported  their  cause.  He 
had  mastered  t lie  revenge   of  to-day, 
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liy  a  solemn  assurance  that  there 
shoubl  come  justice  for  the  morrow. 
So  great  may  be  the  power,  so  mighty 
the    eloquence,    so    formidable    the 


genius,  of  one  man, —  without  arms 
without  rank,  without  sword  or 
ermine,  who  addresses  himself  to  a 
people  that  is  oppressed  ! 


CHAPTER   IV. 


AN    ADVENTURE. 


Avoiding  the  broken  streams  of 
the  dispersed  crowd,  Adrian  Colonna 
strode  rapidly  down  one  of  the  narrow 
streets  leading  to  his  palace,  which 
was  situated  at  no  inconsiderable 
distance  from  the  place  in  which  the 
late  contest  had  occurred.  The  educa- 
tion of  his  life  made  him  feel  a  pro- 
found interest,  not  only  in  the  divi- 
sions and  disputes  of  his  country,  but 
also  in  the  scene  he  had  just  witnessed, 
and  the  authority  exercised  byRienzi. 

An  orphan  of  a  younger,  but  opu- 
lent  branch  of  the  Colonna,  Adrian 
had  been  brought  up  under  the  care 
and    guardianship    of    his    kinsman, 
■  ate,  yel   valiant  Stephen  Co- 
lonna. who,  of  all  the  nobles  of  Rome, 
was  the  most  powerful,  alike  from  the 
favour  of  the  pope,  and  the  number 
of  irmed  hirelings  whom  his  wealth 
enabled   him    to   maintain.      Adrian 
:  at  in  that  age 
was  considered  an  extraordinary  dis- 
•i  towards  intellectual  pursuits, 
Mul  had  acquired  much  of  the  little 
tint  was  then  known  of  the  ancient 
language  and  the  ancient,  history  of 
intry. 

Though  Adrian  was  but  a  boy  at 
the  time  in  which,  firsl  presented  to 
der,  he  witnessed  the  emotions 
ozi  at  the  death  of  his  brother, 
his  kind  heart  had  been  penetrated 
with  sympathy  for  Cola's  affliction, 
ami  shame  for  the  apathj  of  his  kins- 
men at  the  resnll  of  their  own  fi  ads. 

songhl  ill 
ship  of  Kieii/.i,  ami,  despite  hi 

No.  2. 


had  become  aware  of  the  power  and 
energy  of  his  character.  But  though 
Rienzi,  after  a  short  time,  had  ap- 
peared to  think  no  more  of  his 
brother's  death  —  though  he  again 
entered  the  halls  of  the  Colonna,  and 
shared  their  disdainful  hospitalities, 
he  maintained  a  certain  distance  and 
reserve  of  manner,  which  even  Adrian 
could  only  partially  overcome.  He 
rejected  every  offer  of  service,  favour, 
or  promotion  ;  and  any  unwonted 
proof  of  kindness  from  Adrian 
seemed,  instead  of  making  him  more 
familiar,  to  offend  him  into  colder 
distance.  The  easy  humour  and  con- 
versational vivacity  which  had  first 
rendered  him  a  welcome  guest  with 
those  who  passed  their  lives  between 
fighting  and  feasting,  had  changed 
into  a  vein  ironical,  cynical,  and 
severe.  But  the  dull  barons  were 
equally  amused  at  his  wit,  and  Adrian 
was  almost  the  only  one  who  detected 
the  serpent  couched  beneath  the  smile. 
often  Rienzi  sat,  at  the  feast,  silent, 
but  observant,  as  if  watching  every 
look,  weighing  every  word,  taking 
gauge  and  measurement  of  the 
intellect,  policy,  temperament,  oi 
every  guest  ;  and  when  he  had 
seemed  to  satisfy  himself,  his  spirits 
would  rise,  his  words  (low,  ami  while 
his  ila/./ling  but  bitter  wit  lit  up  the 
revel,  none  saw  that  the  unmirthful 
Bash  was  the  token  of  the  coining 
Btorm.  Bnt  all  the  while,  he  neg- 
lected  ao  occasion  to  mix  with  the 
humbler   citizens,    to  stir   up    thoiV' 
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minds,  to  inflame  their  imaginations, 
to  kindle  their  emulation,  with  pic- 
tures of  the  present  and  with  legends 
of  the  past.  He  grew  in  popularity 
and  repute,  and  was  yet  more  in 
power  with  the  herd,  because  in  favour 
with  the  nobles.  Perhaps  it  was  for 
that  reason  that  he  had  continued  the 
Shiest  of  the  Colonna. 

When,  six  years  before  the  present 
date,  the  Capitol  of  the  Csesars  wit- 
nessed the  triumph  of  Petrarch,  the 
scholastic  fame  of  the  young  Rienzi 
had  attracted  the  friendship  of  the 
poet, — a  friendship  that  continued, 
with  slight  interruption,  to  the  last, 
through  careers  so  widely  different; 
and  afterwards,  one  among  the  Roman 
Deputies  to  Avignon,  he  had  been 
conjoined  with  Petrarch*  to  suppli- 
cate Clement  VI.  to  remove  the  Holy 
See  from  Avignon  to  Rome.  It  was 
in  this  mission  that,  for  the  first  time, 
he  evinced  his  extraordinary  powers 
of  eloquence  and  persuasion.  The 
pontiff,  indeed,  more  desirous  of  ease 
than  glory,  was  not  convinced  by  the 
arguments,  but  he  was  enchanted 
with  the  pleader  ;  and  Rienzi  returned 
to  Rome,  loaded  with  honours,  and 
clothed  with  the  dignity  of  high  and 
responsible  office.  No  longer  the  in- 
active scholar,  the  gay  companion,  he 
rose  at  once  to  pre-eminence  above  all 
his  fellow-citizens.  Never  before  had 
authority  been  borne  with  so  austere 
an  integrity,  so  uncorrupt  a  zeal.  lie 
had  sought  to  impregnate  his  col- 
leagues with  the  same  loftiness  of 
principle — he  had  failed.  Now  secure 
in  his  footing,  he  had  begun  openly 
to  appeal  to  the  people;  and  already 
31  new  spirit  seemed  to  animate  the 
populace  of  Rome. 

*  According  to  the  modern  historians; 
but  it  seems  more  probable  that  Rienzi'a 
mission  to  Avignon  was  posterior  to  that  of 
Petrarch.  However  this  be,  it  was  at  Avig- 
non that  Petrarch  and  Rienzi  became  m  >sl 
intimate,  as  Petrarch  himself  observes  in 
one  of  his  letters. 


While  these  were  the  fortunes  of 
Rienzi,  Adrian  had  been  long  sepa- 
rated from  him,  and  absent  from  Rome. 

The  Colonna  were  staunch  sup- 
porters of  the  imperial  party,  and 
Adrian  di  Castello  had  received  and 
obeyed  an  invitation  to  the  Em- 
peror's court.  Under  that  monarch 
he  had  initiated  himself  in  arms,  and, 
among  the  knights  of  Germany,  he 
had  learned  to  temper  the  natural 
Italian  shrewdness  with  the  chivalry 
of  northern  valour. 

In  leaving  Bavaria,  he  had  sojourned 
a  short  time  in  the  solitude  of  one 
of  his  estates  by  the  fairest  lake  of 
northern  Italy ;  and  thence,  with  a 
mind  improved  alike  by  action  and 
study,  had  visited  many  of  the  free 
Italian  states,  imbibed  sentiments  less 
prejudiced  than  those  of  his  order, 
and  acquired  an  early  reputation  for 
himself  while  inly  marking  the  cha- 
racters and  deeds  of  others.  In  him, 
the  best  qualities  of  the  Italian  noble 
were  united.  Passionately  addicted 
to  the  cultivation  of  letters,  subtle 
and  profound  in  policy,  gentle  and 
bland  of  manner,  dignifying  a  love  of 
pleasure  with  a  certain  elevation  of 
taste,  he  yet  possessed  a  gallantry  of 
conduct,  and  purity  of  honour,  and 
an  aversion  from  cruelty,  which  were 
then  very  rarely  found  in  the  Italian 
temperament,  and  which  even  the 
Chivalry  of  the  North,  while  main- 
taining among  themselves,  usually 
abandoned  the  moment  they  came 
into  contact  with  the  systematic  craft 
and  disdain  of  honesty,  which  made 
the  character  of  the  ferocious,  yet 
wily,  South.  With  these  qualities  he 
combined,  indeed,  the  softer  passion* 
of  his  countrymen, — headoretl  Beauty, 
and  he  made  a  deity  of  Love. 

He  had  but  a  few  weeks  returned  to 
his  native  city,  whither  his  reputation 
had  already  preceded  him,  and  where 
his  early  affection  for  letters  and  gen- 
tleness of  bearing  were  still  remem- 
bered.    He  returned  to  find  the  posi- 
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tion  of  Rienzi  far  more  altered  than 
his  own.  Adrian  had  not  yet  sought 
the  scholar,  lie  wished  first  to  judge 
with  his  own  eyes,  and  at  a  distance, 
of  the  motives  and  object  of  his  con- 
duct ;  for  partly  he  caught  the  suspi- 
cions which  his  own  order  entertained 
of  Ricnzi,  and  partly  he  shared  in  the 
trustful  enthusiasm  of  the  people. 

"Certainly,"  said  he  now  to  him- 
self, as  he  walked  musingly  onward, 
"  certainly,  no  man  has  it  more  in  his 
power  to  reform  our  diseased  state,  to 
heal  our  divisions,  to  awaken  our 
citizens  to  the  recollections  of  ances- 
tral virtue.  But  that  very  power,  how 
dangerous  is  it !  Have  I  not  seen,  in 
the  free  states  of  Italy,  men,  called 
into  authority  for  the  sake  of  preserv- 
ing the  people,  honest  themselves  at 

id  then,  drunk  with  the  sudden 
rank,  betraying  the  very  cause  which 
had  exalted  them?  True,  those  men 
were  chiefs  and  nobles ;  but  are  ple- 
beians less  human;  Howbeit  I  have 
heard  and  seen  enough  from  afar, — I 
will  now  approach,  and  examine  the 
man  himself." 

While  thus  soliloquizing,  Adrian 
but  little  noted  the  various  passengers, 
who,  more  and  more  rarely  as  the 
evening  waned,  hastened  homeward. 
-•  were  two  females,  who 
i.'.vr  alone  shared  with  Adrian  the 
street  into  which  he 

tered,     The  moon  was  already 

mi   the   heavens,  and.  as  the 

.  passed  the  cavalier  with  a  light 

and  quick  Btep,  the  younger  one  turned 

Lack  and  regarded  him  bj  the  clear 

ith  an  eager,  yet  timid  glance. 
•'  Why  dost  thou  tremble,  in/. 

-  lid  her  companion,  who  might 

ild  some  five  and  fortj 

fad  whose  garb  and  voii  a  bespoke  her 

ol  inferior  rank  to  the  younger  female. 

quiet  enough  now, 

Hud.  the  Virgin  be  praised  .'  we  are 

Ear  from  home  eil  her." 
"  oh  !  Ben    letta,  it  is  het  i: 
young  si  Adrian  I" 


"  That  is  fortunate,"  said  the  nurse, 
for  such  was  her  condition,  "since 
they  say  he  is  as  bold  as  a  JTcrtlliown . 
and  as  the  Palazzo  Colonna  is  not  very 
far  from  hence,  we  shall  be  within 
reach  of  his  aid  should  we  want  it :  that 
is  to  say,  sweet  one,  if  you  will  walk  a 
little  slower  than  you  have  yet  done." 

The  young  lady  plackened  her  pace, 
and  sighed. 

"  He  is  certair.ly  very  handsome," 
quoth  the  nurse  :  "  but  thou  must  not 
think  more  of  him  ;  he  is  too  far 
above  thee  for  marriage,  and  for  aught 
else,  thou  art  too  honest,  and  thy 
brother  too  proud — " 

"  And  thou,  Benedetta,art  too  quick 
with  thy  tongue.  How  canst  thou 
talk  thus,  when  thou  knowest  he  hath 
uever,  since,  at  least,  I  was  a  mere 
child,  even  addressed  me  :  nay,  he 
scarce  knows  of  my  very  existence, 
lie,  the  Lord  Adrian  di  Caatello, 
dream  of  the  poor  Irene !  the  mere 
thought  is  madness !" 

"  Then  why,"  said  the  nurse,  briskly, 
"dost  thou  dream  of  h>,»  ?" 

Eer  companion  sighed  again  more 
deeply  than  at  first. 

"  Holy  St.  Catherine!"  continued 
Bcnedetta,  "  if  there  were  but  one  mar 
in  the  world,  I  would  die  single  ere  1 
would  think  of  him,  until,  at  least,  he 
had  kissed  my  hand  twice,  and  left  it 
my  own  fault  if  it  were  not  my  lips 
ini  bead." 

voung  lady  still  replied  not. 

"  But  how  didst   thou  contrive  to 
love  him  f"  asked  the  nurse.     "Thou 
canst   not  have  seen  him  very  often 
it  is  but  some  four  or  five  weeks  since 
his  return  to  Rome." 

"  ( )li,  how  dull  art  thou  I"  answered 
the  fair  Irene.  "  Have  I  not  told  thee 
again  and  again,  that  I  loved  him  six 
years  ago?" 

"  When  thou  bads!  told  but  thy 
tenth   year,  and  a  doll   would   have 

I u  thy  most  suitable  lover  I      \  -  I 

am  a    Christian,  Signora,  thou  has* 
use  of  thy  time. 
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"  And  during  his  absence,"  con- 
tinned  the  girl,  fondly,  yet  sadly,  "  did 
I  not  hear  him  spoken  of,  and  was 
not  the  mere  sound  of  his  name  like 
a  love-gift  that  bade  me  remember  ? 
And  when  they  praised  him,  have  I 
not  rejoiced  ?  and  when  they  blamed 
him,  have  I  not  resented  ?  and  when 
they  said  that  his  lance  was  victorious 
in  the  tourney,  did  I  not  weep  with 
pride  ?  and  when  they  whispered  that 
his  vows  were  welcome  in  the  bower, 
wept  I  not  as  fervently  with  grief? 
Have  not  the  six  years  of  his  absence 
been  a  dream,  and  was  not  his  return 
a  waking  into  light  —  a  morning  of 
glory  and  the  sun  1  And  I  see  him 
now  in  the  church  when  he  wots  not 
of  me ;  and  on  his  happy  steed  as  he 
passes  by  my  lattice  :  and  is  not  that 
enough  of  happiness  for  love  ?" 

"  But  if  he  loves  not  tJiee  ?" 

"  Fool !  I  ask  not  that  ; — nay,  I 
know  not  if  I  wish  it.  Perhaps  I 
would  rather  dream  of  him,  such  as  I 
would  have  him,  than  know  him  for 
what  he  is.  He  might  be  unkind,  or 
ungenerous,  or  love  me  but  little ; 
rather  would  I  not  be  loved  at  all, 
than  loved  coldly,  and  eat  away  my 
heart  by  comparing  it  with  his.  I  can 
love  him  now  as  something  abstract, 
unreal,  and  divine  :  but  what  would 
be  my  shame,  my  grief,  if  I  were  to 
find  him  less  than  I  have  imagined  ! 
Then,  indeed,  my  life-would  have  been 
wasted ;  then,  indeed,  the  beauty  of 
the  earth  would  be  gone  ! " 

The  tj-ood  muse  was  not  very  capa- 
ble of  sympathizing  with  sentimtmts 
like  these.  Even  had  their  characters 
been  more  alike,  their  disparity 
would  have  rendered  such  sympathy 
impossible.  What  but  youth  can  echo 
back  the  soul  of  youth — all  the  music 
of  its  wild  vanities  and  romantic  fol- 
lies? The  good  nurse  did  not  sympa- 
thize with  the  sentiments  of  her  young 
lady,  but  she  sympathized  with  the 
deep  earnestness  with  which  they  were 
expressed.     She  thought  it  wondrous 


silly,  but  wondrous  moving ;  she  wiped 
her  eyes  with  the  corner  of  her  veil, 
and  hoped  in  her  secret  heart  that 
her  young  charge  would  soon  get  a 
real  husband  to  put  such  unsubstan- 
tial fantasies  out  of  her  head.  There 
was  a  short  pause  in  their  conversa- 
tion, when,  just  where  two  streets 
crossed  one  another,  there  was  heard 
a  loud  noise  of  laughing  voices  and 
trampling  feet.  Torches  were  seen  on 
high  affronting  the  pale  light  of  the 
moon ;  and,  at  a  very  short  distance 
from  the  two  females,  in  the  cross 
street,  advanced  a  company  of  seven 
or  eight  men,  bearing,  as  seen  by  the 
red  light  of  the  torches,  the  formid- 
able badge  of  the  Orsini. 

Amidst  the  other  disorders  of  the 
time,  it  was  no  unfrequent  custom  for 
the  younger  or  more  dissolute  of  the 
nobles,  in  small  and  armed  compa- 
nies, to  parade  the  streets  at  night, 
seeking  occasion  for  a  licentious  gal- 
lantry among  the  cowering  citizens, 
or  a  skirmish  at  arms  with  some  rival 
stragglers  of  their  own  order.  Such  a 
band  had  Irene  and  her  companion 
now  chanced  to  encounter. 

"Holy  mother  ;"  cried  Benedetta, 
turning  pale,  and  half  running,  "  what 
curse  has  befallen  us  1  How  could  we 
n  so  foolish  as  to  tarry  so  late 
at  the  lady  Nina's  !  Bun,  Signora, — 
run,  or  we  shall  fall  into  their  hands!" 

But  the  advice  of  Benedetta  came 
too  late, — the  fluttering  garments  oi 
the  women  had  been  already  descried : 
in  a  moment  more  they  were  sur- 
rounded by  the  marauders.  A  rude 
hand  tore  aside  Benedetta's  veil,  and 
at  sight  of  features,  which,  if  time  had 
not  spared,  #couhl  never  very  mate 
rially  injure,  the  rough  aggressor  cast 
the  poor  nurse  against  the  wall  with 
a  curse,  which  was  echoed  by  a  loud 
laugh  from  his  comrades. 

"  Thou  hast  a  fine  fortune  in  faces 
Giuseppe ! " 

;  it  was  but  the  other  day  that 
he  seized  on  a  girl  of  sixty." 
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"  And  then,  by  way  of  improving 
her  beauty,  cut  her  across  the  face 
with  his  dagger,  because  she  was  not 
sixteen  !  " 

"  Hush,  fellows !  whom  have  we 
here!"  said  the  chief  of  the  party,  a 
man  richly  dressed,  and  who,  though 
bordering  upon  middle  age,  had  only 
the  more  accustomed  himself  to  the 
is  of  youth;  as  he  spoke,  he 
snatched  the  trembling  Irene  from 
the  grasp  of  his  followers.  "  Ho, 
there !  the  torches !  Oh  ch  bt  lla 
faccia !  what  blushes — what  eyes ! — 
nay.  look  not  down,  pretty  one ;  thou 
needst  not  be  ashamed  to  win  the  love 
of  an  Orsini — yes ;  know  the  triumph 
thou  hast  achieved — it  is  Martino  di 
Porto  who  bids,  thee  smile  upon  him !" 

"  For  the  blest  Mother's  sake  release 
me !  Nay.  sir,  this  must  not  be — I 
am  not  unfriended — this  insult  shall 
not  pa 

"  Hark  to  her  silver  chiding ;  it  is 
better  than  my  best  hound's  bay ! 
This  adveuture  is  worth  a  month's 
watching.  What !  will  you  not  come? 
— restive — shrieks  too  ! — Francesco, 
Pietro,  ye  are  the  gentlest  of  the 
band.  Wrap  her  veil  around  her, — 
muffle  this  music; — so!  bear  her 
before  me  to  the  palace,  and  to-mor- 
row, sweet  one,  thou  shalt  go  home 
with  a  basket  of  florins  which  thou 
thou  bast  bought  at 
market." 

Hut  Irene's  shrieks,    Irene's  strug- 
oad  already  brought  succour  to 
de,  and,  as  Adrian  approached 
lot,  the  nurse  fluiii;  h  i 
her  1. 1  him. 

•  <>h,    -v.oct   signor,     for    Christ's 
.    '  deliver  my  young  mis- 

'  i.  .     l0V(    '■>■<;  ■■■■  11  !      We 

■  mi  i,  my  lord  ;   yes, 

I,   all   for  the  Colonna 

the  kin  of  your  own  clients,  gracious 

r .' " 

"  It  is  enough  that  she  is  a  woman," 

■d    Adrian,   adding,    between 

bi<<  teetl     ■  and  thai    an   OrsinJ   ia 


her  assailant."  He  strode  haughtily 
into  the  thickest  of  the  group  ;  the 
servitors  laid  hands  on  their  swords 
but  gave  way  before  him  as  thev 
recognized  his  person  ;  he  reached 
the  two  men  who  had  already  seized 
Irene ;  in  one  moment  he  struck  the 
foremost  to  the  ground,  in  another, 
he  had  passed  his  left  arm  round  the 
light  and  slender  form  of  the  maiden, 
and  stood  confrontingthe  Orsini  with 
his  drawn  blade,  which,  however,  he 
pointed  to  the  ground. 

"  For  shame,  my  lord — for  shame !  " 
said  he,  indignantly.  "  Will  you 
force  Rome  to  rise,  to  a  man,  against 
our  order  ]  Vex  not  too  far  the  lion, 
chained  though  he  be  ;  war  against  vs 
if  ye  will !  draw  your  blades  upon 
men,  though  they  be  of  your  own  race, 
and  speak  your  own  tongue :  but  if 
ye  would  sleep  at  nights,  and  not 
dread  the  avenger's  gripe, — if  ye 
would  walk  the  market-place  secure, 
— wrong  not  a  Roman  woman  !  Yes, 
the  very  walls  around  us  preach  to 
you  the  punishment  of  such  a  deed  : 
for  that  offence  fell  the  Tarquins, — 
for  that  offence  were  swept  away  the 
Decemvirs, — for  that  offence,  if  ye 
rush  upon  it,  the  blood  of  your  whole 
house  may  flow  like  water.  Cease, 
then,  my  lord,  from  this  mad  attempt, 
so  unworthy  your  great  name  ;  cease, 
and  thank  even  a  Colonna  that  he  has 
come  between  you  and  a  moment's 
frenzy !  " 

So  noble,  so  lofty  were  the  air  and 
gesture  o'  Adrian,  as  he  thus  spoke, 
that  even  the  rude  servitors  felt  a 
thrill  of  approbation  and  rem 
not  so  Martino  di  Porto.  He  had 
been  struck  with  the  beauty  of  the 
thus  suddenly  snatched  from 
him  ;  he  had  been  accustomed  to  long 
outrage  and  to  long  impunity ;  the 
very  Bight,  the  very  voice  of  a  Co- 
lonna, was  a  blight  to  his  eye  and  a 
discord  to  his  ear  :  what,  then,  when 
a  Colonna  interfered  with  his  lusts, 
and  rebuked  his  vices  I 
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"  Pedant !  "  he  cried,  with  quiver- 
ing lips,  "  prate  not  to  me  of  thy  vain 
legends  and  gossip's  tales  !  think  not 
to  snatch  from  me  my  possession  in 
another,  when  thine  own  life  is  in  my 
hands.  Unhand  the  maiden  !  throw 
down  thy  sword  !  return  home  with- 
out further  parley,  or,  by  my  faith, 
and  the  blades  of  my  followers  —  (look 
at  them  well !) — thou  diest ! " 

"  Siguor,"  sa*ld  Adrian,  calmly,  yet 
while  he  spoke  he  retreated  gradually 
with  his  fair  burthen  towards  the 
neighbouring  wall,  so  as  at  least  to 
leave  only  his  front  exposed  to  those 
fearful  odds  :  "  Thou  wilt  not  so  mis- 
use the  present  chances,  and  wrong 
thyself  in  men's  mouths,  as  to  attack 
with  eight  swords  even  thy  hereditary 
be,  thus  cumbered,  too,  as  he  is.  But 
—nay  hold  ! — if  thou  art  so  proposed, 
oethink  thee  well,  one  cry  of  my 
voice  would  soon  turn  the  odds 
against  thee.  Thou  art  now  in  the 
quarter  of  my  tribe ;  thou  art  sur- 
rounded by  the  habitations  of  the  Co- 
lonna :  yon  palace  swarms  with  men 
who  sleep  not,  save  with  harness  on 
their  backs ;  men  whom  my  voice  can 
reach  even  now,  but  from  whom,  if 
they  once  taste  of  blood,  it  could  not 
save  thee ! " 

"  He  speaks  true,  noble  Lord,"  said 
one  of  the  band  :  "  we  have  wandered 
too  far  out  of  our  beat ;  we  are  in  their 
very  den ;  the  palace  of  old  Stephen 
Colonna  is  within  call ;  and,  to  my 
knowledge,"  added  he,  in  a  whisper, 
"  eighteen  fresh  men-of-arms — ay,  and 
Northmen  too — marched  through  its 
gates  this  day." 

"  Were  there  eight  hundred  men  at 
arm's  length,"  answered  Martino  furi- 
ously, "  I  would  not  be  thus  bearded 
amidst  mine  own  train  !  Away  with 
yon  woman  !  To  the  attack  !  to  the 
attack  !  " 

Thus  saying,  he  made  a  desperate 
lunge  at  Adrian,  who,  having  kept 
his  eye  cautiously  on  the  movements 
of  his  enemy,  was  not  unprepared  for 


the  assault.  As  he  put  aside  *he 
blade  with  his  own,  he  shouted  with  a 
loud  voice — "  Colonna !  to  the  rescue, 
Colonna ! " 

Nor  had  it  been  without  an  ulterior 
object  that  the  acute  and  self-control- 
ling mind  of  Adrian  had  hitherto 
sought  to  prolong  the  parley.  Even 
as  he  first  addressed  Orsini,  he  had 
;  perceived,  by  the  moonlight,  the 
glitter  of  armour  upon  two  men  ad- 
vancing from  the  far  end  of  the  street, 
and  judged  at  once,  by  the  neighbour- 
hood, that  they  must  be  among  the 
mercenaries  of  the  Colonna. 

Gently  he  suffered  the  form  of  Irene, 
which  now,  for  she  had  swooned  with 
the  terror,  pressed  too  heavily  upon 
him,  to  slide  from  his  left  arm,  and 
standing  over  her  form,  while  shel- 
tered from  behind  by  the  wall  which 
he  had  so  warily  gained,  he  contented 
himself  with  parrying  the  blows 
hastily  aimed  at  him,  without  at- 
tempting to  retaliate.  Few  of  the 
Romans,  however  accustomed  to  such 
desultory  warfare,  were  then  well  and 
dexterously  practised  in  the  use  of 
arms ;  and  the  science  Adrian  had  ac- 
quired in  the  schools  of  the  martial 
north,  befriended  him  now,  even 
against  such  odds.  It  is  true,  indeed, 
that  the  followers  of  Orsini  did  not 
share  the  fury  of  their  lord;  partly 
afraid  of  the  consequence  to  them- 
selves should  the  blood  of  so  high- 
born a  siguor  be  spilt  by  their  hands, 
partly  embarrassed  with  the  apprehen- 
sion that  they  should  see  themselves 
suddenly  beset  with  the  ruthless  hire- 
lings so  close  within  hearing,  they 
struck  but  aimless  and  random  blows, 
looking  every  moment  behind  and 
aside,  and  rather  prepared  for  flight 
than  slaughter.  Echoing  the  cry  of 
"  Colonna,"  poor  Benedetta  fled  at  the 
first  clash  of  swords.  She  ran  down 
the  dreary  street  still  shrieking  that 
cry,  and  passed  the  very  portals  of 
Stephen's  palace  (where  some  grim 
forms  yet  loitered)  without  arresting 
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p8  there,  so  great  wore  her  con- 
fusion ami  terror. 

Meanwhile,  the  two  armed  men, 
whom  Adrian  had  descried,  proceeded 
leisurely  up  the  street.  The  one  was 
of  a  rude  and  common  mould,  his 
anus  and  his  complexion  testified  his 
calling  and  race  ;  and  by  the  great  re- 
spect he  paid  to  his  companion,  it  was 
erident  that  that  companion  was  no 
native  of  Italy.  For  the  brigands  of 
the  north,  while  they  served  the  vices 
of  the  southern,  scarce  affected  to 
disguise  their  contempt  for  his  cowar- 
dice. 

The  companion  of  the  brigand  was 
a  man  of  a  martial,  yet  easy  air.  He 
wore  no  helmet,  but  a  cap  of  crimson 
velvet,  set  off  with  a  white  plume  ;  on 
his  mantle,  or  surcoat,  which  was  of 
scarlet,  was  wrought  a  broad  white 
cross,  both  at  back  and  breast;  and 
so  brilliant  was  the  polish  of  his 
corselet,  that,  as  from  time  to  time 
the  mantle  waved  aside  and  exposed 
it  to  the  moonbeams,  it  glittered  like 
light  itself. 

"  Nay,  Rodolf,"  said  he,  "  if  thou 
hast  so  good  a  lot  of  it  here  with  that 
hoary  schemer,  Heaven  forbid  that  I 
should  wish  to  draw  thee  back  again 

I ir  merry  band.     Hut  tell  me — 

this  Rienzi — thinkest  thou  he  lias  any 
»"lid  and  formidable  power?" 

■'  Pshaw !  noble  chieftain,  not  a 
whit  of  it.  He  pleases  the  mob;  but 
as  for  the  ii"  .t,  him ; 

and,  as   I'«n'   the  soldiers,   he    has  no 
money ! " 

"  He  please-  tin:  mob,  then  !" 

.  that   doth  he;  and  when  he 
aloud  to  them,  all  the  roar  of 
Some  is  hashed." 

■■  Humph  ! — when  nobles  are  hated, 
and  >"l  ■  i>  may, 

in  any  hour,  I  P.      An 

and  a  weak   mob,     t 
corrupt  | 
the  other,  rath'-r  to  himself  than  to 

his  eon  i  aree,  perhaps, ■ 

scioupof  the  eternal  truth  of  hi 


rism.  "  He  is  no  mere  brawler,  this 
Rienzi,  I  suspect — I  must  see  to  it 
Hark  !  what  noise  is  that ?  By  the 
Holy  Sepulchre,  it  is  the  ring  of  our 
own  metal !  " 

"  And  that  cry — '  a  Colonna ! ' "  ex- 
claimed Rodolf;  "Pardon  me,  mas- 
ter,— I  must  away  to  the  rescue  !  " 

"  Ay,  it  i?  the  duty  of  thy  hire  ; 
run ; — yet  stay,  I  will  accompany  thee, 
gratis  for  once,  and  from  pure  passion 
for  mischief.  By  this  hand,  there  is 
no  music  like  clashing  steel !  " 

Still  Adrian  continued  gallantly 
and  unwounded  to  defend  himself, 
though  his  arm  now  grew  tired,  his 
breath  well-nigh  spent,  and  his  eyes 
began  to  wink  and  reel  beneath  the 
glare  of  the  tossing  torches.  Orsini 
himself,  exhausted  by  his  fury,  had 
paused  for  an  instant,  fronting  his 
foe  with  a  heaving  breast  and  savage 
looks,  when,  suddenly,  his  followers 
exclaimed,  "Fly!  fly! — the  bandits 
approach — we  are  surrounded!" — 
and  two  of  the  servitors,  without  fur- 
ther parley,  took  fairly  to  their  heels. 
The  other  five  remained  irresolute, 
and  waiting  but  the  command  of  their 
master,  when  he  of  the  white  plume, 
whom  I  have  just  described,  thrust 
f  into  the  melie, 

"What!  gentles."  said  he,  "have 
ye  finished  already  1  Nay,  let  us  not 
mar  the  in  again,  I  bi 

you.  What  are  tin-  odds  :  Ho!  six 
to  one  !  that  ye  have 

waited  for  fairer   play.     See,   n 
will  taki  i  side.     Now  I  In  n, 

Let  as  begin  a 

"  Insolent  !  "    cried    the    Orsini. 
"  Knoweet  thou  him  whom  thou  ad- 
thus    arrogantly  I  —  I     am 
Martino  di  Porto.     Who  art  thou  ? " 

"  Walter  de  Mont  man  of 

Provence,  and  Knight  of  St.  John  ' " 

answered  the  other,  carelessly. 

At  thai  redoubted  name-  the  name 
Of  One  of  the  boldest  warrior-,  and  of 

■ 
his  time    even  Martino 
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pale,  and  his  followers  uttered  a  cry  of 
terror. 

"And  this,  my  comrade,"  conti- 
nued the  Knight,  "  for  we  may  as  well 
complete  the  introduction,  is  pro- 
bably better  known  to  you  than  I  am, 
gentles  of  Rome ;  and  you  doubtless 
recognize  in  him  Rodolf  of  Saxony,  a 
brave  man  and  a  true,  where  he  is 
properly  paid  for  his  services." 

"  Sign  or,"  said  Adrian  to  his  enemy, 
who,  aghast  and  dumb,  remained  star- 
ing vacantly  at  the  two  new-comers, 
"  you  are  now  in  my  power.  See,  our 
own  people,  too,  are  approaching." 

And,  indeed,  from  the  palace  of 
Stephen  Colonna,  torches  began  to 
blaze,  and  armed  men  were  seen  ra- 
pidly advancing  to  the  spot. 

"  Go  home  in  peace,  and  if,  to-mor- 
row, or  any  day  more  suitable  to  thee, 
thou  wilt  meet  me  alone,  and  lance  to 
lance,  as  is  the  wont  of  the  knights  of 
the  empire ;  or  with  band  to  band, 
and  man  for  man,  as  is  rather  the 
Roman  custom ;  I  will  not  fail  thee — 
there  is  my  gage." 

"  Nobly  spoken,"  said  Montreal ; 
"  and,  if  ye  choose  the  latter,  by  your 
leave,  I  will  be  one  of  the  party.*' 

Martino  answered  not ;  he  took  up 
the  gluve,  thrust  it  in  his  bosom,  and 
strode  hastily  away ;  onlyr,  when  he 
had  got  some  paces  down  the  street, 
he  turned  back,  and,  shaking  his 
clenched  hand  at  Adrian,  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  trembling  with  impotent 
rage—"  Faithful  to  death  ! " 

The  words  made  one  of  the  mot- 
toes of  the  Orsini ;  and,  whatever 
its  earlier  signification,  had  long 
passed  into  a  current  proverb,  to  sig 
nify  their  hatred  to  the  Colonna. 

Adrian,  now  engaged  in  raising, 
and  attempting  to  revive  Irene,  who 
was  still  insensible,  disdainfully  left  it 
to  Montreal  to  reply. 

"I  doubt  not,  Signor,"  Baid  the 
latter,  coolly,  "  that  thou  wilt  be  faith- 
ful  to  Death  :  for  Death,  God  wot,  i- 
tht  only  contract  which  men,  however 


ingenious,   are    unable    to   break   ol 
evade." 

"  Pardon  me,  gentle  Knight/''  said 
Adrian,  looking  up  from  his  charge, 
"  if  1  do  not  yet  give  myself  wholly 
to  gratitude.  I  have  learned  enough 
of  knighthood  to  feel  thou  wilt  ac- 
knowledge that  my  first  duty  is 
here — " 

"  Oh,  a  lady,  then,  was  the  cause  of 
the  quarrel !  I  need  not  ask  who  was 
in  the  right,  when  a  man  brings  to 
the  rivalry  such  odds  as  yon  caitiff." 

"  Thou  mistakest  a  little,  Sir  Knight, 
— it  is  but  a  lamb  I  have  rescued  from 
the  wolf." 

"  For  thy  own  table  !  Be  it  so  ! " 
returned  the  Knight,  gaily. 

Adrian  smiled  gravely,  and  shook 
his  head  in  denial.  In  truth,  he  was 
somewhat  embarrassed  by  his  situa- 
tion. Though  habitually  gallant,  he 
was  not  willing  to  expose  to  miscon- 
struction the  disinterestedness  of  his 
late  conduct,  and  (for  it  was  his  policy 
to  conciliate  popularity)  to  sully  the 
credit  which  his  bravery  would  give 
him  among  the  citizens,  by  conveying 
Irene  (whose  beauty,  too,  as  yet,  he 
had  scarcely  noted)  to  his  own  dwel- 
ling ;  and  yet,  in  her  present  situa- 
tion, there  was  no  alternative.  She 
evinced  no  sign  of  life.  He  knew  not 
her  home,  nor  parentage.  Benedetta 
had  vanished.  He  could  not  leave 
her  in  the  streets  ;  he  could  not  resign 
her  to  the  care  of  another;  and, 
as  she  lay  now  upon  his  breast,  he 
felt  her  already  endeared  to  him,  by 
that  sense  of  protection  which  is  so 
grateful  to  the  human  heart.  He 
briefly,  therefore,  explained  to  those 
now  gathered  round  him,  his  present 
situation,  and  the  cause  of  the  past 
conflicf  ;  and  hade  the  torch-bearers 
precede  him  to  his  home. 

"  You,  Sir  Knight," added  he,  turn- 
ing to  Montreal,  "  if  not  already  more 
pleasantly  lodged,  will,  I  trust,  deign 
to  be  my  gui 

••  Thanks,  Signor,"  answered  Mon- 
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treal,  maliciously,  "but  I,  also,  per- 
haps, have  my  own  affairs  to  watch 
over.  Adieu !  I  shall  seek  you  at 
the  earliest  occasion.  Fair  night,  and 
gentle  dreams ! 

'  Rubers  Bertrams  qui  estoit  tors 
Mais  a  ceval  estoit  mult  furs 
t'il  avoit  o  lui  grans  effors 
Multi  ot  'hemes  per  lui  mors.'  "* 

And,  muttering  this  rugged  chant 
from  the  old  "Roman  de  Rou,"  the 
Provencal,  followed  by  Rodolf,  pur- 
sued his  way. 

The  vast  extent  of  Rome,  and  the 
thinness  of  its  population,  left  many 
of  the  streets  utterly  deserted.  Tne 
principal  nobles  were  thus  enabled  to 
possess  themselves  of  a  wide  range  of 
buildings,  which  they  fortified,  partly 
against  each  other,  partly  against  the 
people;  their  numerous  relatives  and 
clients  lived  around  them,  forming, 


as  it  were,  petty  courts  and  cities  in 
themselves. 

Almost  opposite  to  tne  principal 
palace  of  the  Colonna  (occupied  by 
his  powerful  kinsman,  Stephen)  was 
the  mansion  of  Adrian.  Heavily 
swung  back  the  massive  gates  at  his 
approach ;  he  ascended  the  broad 
staircase,  and  bore  his  charge  into  at 
apartment  which  his  tastes  had  deco- 
rated in  a  fashion  not  as  yet  common 
in  that  age.  Ancient  statues  and  busts 
were  arranged  around ;  the  pictured 
arrasof  Lombardy  decorated  the  walls, 
and  covered  the  massive  seats. 

"  What  ho !  Lights  here,  and 
wine  !  "  cried  the  Seneschal. 

"  Leave  us  alone,"  said  Adrian, 
gazing  passionately  on  the  pale  cheek 
of  Irene,  as  he  now,  by  the  clear  light, 
beheld  all  its  beauty ;  and  a  sweet 
yet  burning  hope  crept  into  his  heart. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OP  A  CONSPIRATOR,  AND  THE  DAWN  OP  THE  CONSPIRAOT. 


Adone,  by  a  table  covered  with 
various  papers,  sat  a  man  in  the  prime 
of  life.  The  chamber  was  low  anil 
long;  many  antique  and  disfigured 
bas-reliefs  and  torsos  were  placed 
around  the  wall,  interspersed,  here 
and  there,  with  the  short  sword  and 
isque,  time-worn  relics  of  the 
9  of  ancient  Rome.  Right 
above  the  table  at  which  ho  Bate,  the 
moonlight  streamed  through  a  high 
and  narrow  casement,  deep  sunk  in 
the  massy  wall.  In  a  niche  t"  the 
right  of  this  window,  guarded  by  a 
sliding  'lour,  which  waa  now  partially 
drawn  aside — but  which,  by  i; 
Bubstance,  and  the  sheet  <>f  iron  with 
which  it   was  plated,   testified    how 

*"An   Ill-favoured    man,   bul    ■    j- t . .n f 
horseman,    wa«    KoU-rt    Bertram       Great 
deeds  wen;  bit,  and  many  a  man 
bi»  liand." 


valuable,  in  the  eyes  of  the  owner, 
was  the  treasure  it  protected — were 
ranged  some  thirty  or  forty  volumes, 
then  deemed  no  inconsiderable  library; 
and  being, for  the  most  part,  thelabo- 
in  manuscript  by  the 
hand    of  the   owner,   from  immortal 

I    lis. 

Leaning  his  cheek  mi  his  hand,  his 
mewhat  knit,  his  lip  slightly 
compn  ■  'd,  thai  |-  adulged 

US  far  other  than  the   in- 
dolent dreams  of  scholars.     As   the 
ad  -nil  moonlight  shone  upon 
:i\ .  an  additional 
and  solemn  dignity  to  features  which 
were  naturally   of  a  grave  and   ma- 
jestic cast.    Thicl  and  auburn  hair, 
the  colour  of  which,  not  common  to 
aans,  was  ascribed  to  Ids  de- 

jci  nt  fr tin   Teuton  emperor,  ohu> 

tered  in  large  curls  above  a  high  am 
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expansive  forehead ;  and  even  the 
present  thoughtful  compression  of  the 
brow  could  not  mar  the  aspect  of 
latent  power,  which  it  derived  from 
that  great  breadth  between  the  eyes, 
;n  which  the  Grecian  sculptors  of  old 
so  admirably  conveyed  the  expression 
of  authority,  and  the  silent  energy  of 
command.  But  his  features  were  not 
cast  in  the  Grecian,  still  less  in  the 
Teuton  mould.  The  iron  jaw,  the 
aquiline  nose,  the  somewhat  sunken 
cheek,  strikingly  recalled  the  charac- 
ter of  the  hard  Roman  race,  and 
might  not  inaptly  have  suggested  to 
a  painter  a  model  for  the  younger 
Brutus. 

The  marked  outline  of  the  face,  and 
the  short,  firm  upper,  lip,  were  not 
concealed  by  the  beard  and  musta- 
chios  usually  then  worn ;  and,  in  the 
faded  portrait  of  the  person  now  de- 
scribed, still  extant  at  Rome,  may  be 
traced  a  certain  resemblance  to  the 
popular  pictures  of  Napoleon  ;  not  in- 
deed in  the  features,  which  are  more 
stern  and  prominent  in  the  portrait  of 
the  Roman,  but  in  that  peculiar  ex- 
pression of  concentrated  and  tranquil 
power  which  so  nearly  realizes  the 
ideal  of  intellectual  majesty.  Though 
still  young,  the  personal  adva 
most  peculiar  to  youth, — the  bloom 
and  glow,  the  rounded  cheek  in  which 
care  has  not  yet  ploughed  its  lines, 
the  full  unsunken  eye,  and  the  slender 
delicacy  of  frame, — these  were  not 
the  characteristics  of  that  solitary  stu- 
dent. And,  though  considered  by  his 
contemporaries  as  eminently  hand- 
some, the  judgment  was  probably 
formed  less  from  the  more  vulgar 
claims  to  such  distinction,  than  from 
the  height  of  the  stature,  an  advan- 
tage at  that  time  more  esteemed  than 
at  present,  and  that  nobler  order  of 
beauty  which  cultivated  genius  and 
commanding  character  usually  stamp 
upon  even  homely  features; — the  more 
rare  in  an  age  so  rugged. 

The  character  of  Rienzi   (for   the 


youth  presented  to  the  reader  in  the 
first  chapter  of  this  history  is  now 
again  before  him  in  maturer  years) 
had  acquired  greater  hardness  and 
energy  with  each  stepping-stone  to 
power.  There  was  a  circumstance 
attendant  on  his  birth  which  had, 
probably,  exercised  great  and  early 
influence  on  his  ambition.  Though 
his  parents  were  in- humble  circum- 
stances, and  of  lowly  calling,  his  fathei 
was  the  natural  son  of  the  Emperor, 
Henry  VII.  ;*  and  it  was  the  pride  of 
the  parents  that  probably  gave  to 
Rienzi  the  unwonted  advantages  of 
education.  This  pride  transmitted  to 
himself, — his  descent  from  royalty 
dinned  into  his  ear,  infused  into  bis 
thoughts,  from  bis  cradle, — made  him, 
even  in  his  earliest  youth,  deem  him- 
self the  equal  of  the  Roman  signors, 
and  half  unconsciously  aspire  to  be 
their  superior.  But,  as  the  literature 
of  Rome  was  unfolded  to  his  eager 
eye  and  ambitious  heart,  he  became 
imbued  with  that  pride  of  country 
which  is  nobler  than  the  pride  of  birth ; 
ami.  save  when  stun--  by  allusions 
to  his  origin,  he  unaffectedly  valued 
himself  more  on  being  a  Roman  ple- 
beian than  the  descendant  of  a  Teu- 
ton king.  His  brother's  death,  and 
the  vicissitudes  he  himself  had  already 
undergone,  deepened  the  earnest  and 
solemn  qualities  of  his  character ;  and, 
at  length,  all  the  faculties  of  a  very 
uncommon  intellect  were  concentrated 
into  one  object — which  borrowed  from 
a  mind  strongly  and  mystically  reli- 
gious, as  well  as  patriotic,  a 

*  De  Saiie  supposes  that  the  mother  of 
Rienzi  was  the  daughter  (if  an  illegitimate 
Mm  of  Henry  VII  ,  supporting  his  opinion 
from  a  .MS.  in  tiie  Vatican.  But,  ace  irding 
to  tin  contemporaneous  biographer,  Rienzi, 
in  addressing  Charles,  king  of  Bohemia 
claims  the  relationship  from  his  father 
■'  Di  vostro  legnaggio  Bono— figllp  ili  bas- 
tardo  d'Enrico  imperatore,"  Sco.  A  more 
recent  writer,  il  l'adre  Gabrini,  cites  an 
inscription  in  support  of  this  descent : 
"  Nicolaus  Tribuuus  .  .  .  T.aurentii  Teuto- 
nic! Films,"  &c 
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and  grew  at  once  a  duty  and  a 

• 

1  Rienzi,  breaking  sud- 
denly from  his  revery,  "yes,  the  day  is 
at  hand  when  Koine  shall  rise  again 
from  her  ashes;  Justice  shall  de- 
throne Oppression  ;  men  shall  walk 
safe  in  their  ancient  Forum.  We  will 
rouse  from  his  forgotten  tomb  the  in- 
domitable soul  of  Cato  !  There  shall 
be  a  /"  ople  once  more  in  Home  !  And 
I — I  shall  be  the  instrument  of  that 
triumph— the  restorer  of  my  race! 
mine  shall  be  the  first  voice  to  swell 
the  battle-cry  of  freedom — mine  the 
first  hand  to  rear  her  banner — yes, 
from  the  height  of  my  own  soul  as 
from  a  mountain,  I  see  already  rising 
the  liberties  and  the  grandeur  of  the 
New  Home;  and  on  the  corner-stone 
of  the  mighty  fabric  posterity  shall 
read  my  name." 

Uttering  these  lofty  boasts,  the 
whole  person  of  the  speaker  seemed 
instinct  with  his  ambition.  He  strode 
the  gloomy  chamber  with  light  and 
rapid  steps,  as  if  on  air;  his  breast 
heaved,  his  eyes  glowed.  He  felt  that 
rcely  bestow  a  rap- 
ture equal  to  that  which  is  felt,  in  his 
first  virgin  enthusiasm,  by  a  patriot 
who  knows  himself  sincere! 

There  was  a  slight  knock  at  the 
<loor,  and  a  -<  rvitor,  in  the  rich  live- 
ii  by  the  pope's  officials,*  pre- 
sented himself. 

"Signor,"  Baid  he,  "my  Lord,  the 
Bishop  of  i  Irvietto,  is  without." 

••  Ha !  th.it  is  fortunate.  Eights 
there  ! — My  Lord,  this  is  an  honour 
which  I  '-mi  estimate  better  than  ex- 

"  Tut,   tut!  my  good  friend,"  said 

Qg  him- 
self  familiarly,  "  no  ceremori 

. :^   of  tie:  Church  ; 
and  m  .  .oil,  had  ahi 

need  of  true  friends  than  now.   These 

•  Not  the   i  u     habiliments* 

which  .-iti    raid  to  bare  been  tin-  Invention 

•  f  Mii.Ii.h  1   A 


unholy  tumults,  these  licentious  con- 
tentions, in  the  very  shrines  and  city 
of  St.  Peter,  are  sufficient  to  scandalize 
all  Christendom." 

"And  so  will  it  be,"  said  Rienzi, 
"until  his  Holiness  himself  shall  be 
sly  persuaded  to  fix  his  resi- 
dence in  the  scat  of  his  predeo 
and  curb  with  a  strong  arm  the  ex- 
cesses of  the  nobles." 

"Alas,  man!"  said  the  Bishop, 
"  thou  knowest  that  these  words  are 
but  as  wind ;  for  were  the  Pope  to 
fulfil  thy  wishes,  and  remove  from 
Avignon  to  Rome,  by  the  blood  of  St. 
Peter  !  he  would  not  curb  the  nobles, 
but  the  nobles  would  curb  him.  Thou 
knowest  well  that  until  his  . 
predecessor,  of  pious  memory,  con- 
ceived the  wise  design  of  escaping  to 
A.vignon,  the  Father  of  the  Christian 
world  was  but  like  many  other  fathers 
in  their  old  age,  controlled  and  guard- 
ed by  his  rebellious  children.  liccol- 
leetest  thou  not  how  the  noble  Boni- 
face himself,  a  man  of  great  heart, 
and  nerves  of  iron,  was  kept  in  thral- 
dom by  the  ancestors  of  the  <  )rsini — his 
entrances  and  exits  made  but  at  their 
will — so  that,  like  a  caged  eagle,  ho 
beat  himself  against,  his  bars  and  died  / 
Verily,  thou  talkest  of  the  memories 
of  Rome — these  are  not  the  memories 
that  arc  very  attractive  to  popes." 

"Well."  said  Rienzi,  laughing^ 
and  drawing  his  seat  nearer  to  the 
.  "  my  Lord  has  certainly  the 
the  argument  at  present ;  and 
I  must  own,  that  Btrong,  licentious, 
and  unhallowed  as  the  order  of  nobi- 
lity was  then,  it  is  yet  DD 

0  I,"  rejoined  Raimond,  co- 
louring as  he-  -poke,  " though  Vicar 
Of  the  Pope,  and  repp 
his  spiritual  authority,  was,  but  three 
...  subjected  to  a  coarse  affront 
from  tl;.  phen  *  !olonna,  who 

ich  favour  and  ten* 
from  thi   I !  • .  t  -. 

:     mine  in  the  open 

•u»a  I  myself — I,  the  delegate  of  the 
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sire  of  kings — was  forced  to  draw  aside 
to  the  wall,  and  wait  until  the  hoary 
insolent  swept  by.  Nor  were  blas- 
pheming words  wanting  to  complete 
the  insult.  "'  Pardon,  Lord  Bishop,' 
said  he,  as  he  passed  me;  'but  this 
world,  thou  knowest,  must  necessarily 
take  precedence  of  the  other.'  " 

"Dared  he  so  high?"  said  Rienzi, 
shading  his  face  with  his  hand,  as  a 
very  peculiar  smile  —  scarcely  itself 
ioyous,  though  it  made  others  gay, 
and  which  completely  changed  the 
character  of  his  face,  naturally  grave 
even  to  sternness — played  round  his 
lips.  "  Then  it  is  time  for  thee,  holy 
father,  as  for  us,  to " 

"To  what  1 "  interrupted  the  Bishop, 
quickly.  "Can  we  effect  aught !  Dis- 
miss thy  enthusiastic  dreamings — 
descend  to  the  real  earth — look  soberly 
round  us.  Against  men  so  powerful, 
what  can  we  do  1 " 

"  My  Lord,"  answered  Rienzi, 
gravely,  "  it  is  the  misfortune  of  sig- 
nors  of  your  rank  never  to  know  the 
people,  or  the  accurate  signs  of  the 
time.  As  those  who  pass  over  the 
heights  of  mountains  see  the  clouds 
sweep  below,  veiling  the  plains  and 
valleys  from  their  gaze,  while  they, 
only  a  little  above  the  level,  survey 
the  movements  and  the  homes  of  men  ; 
even  so  from  your  lofty  eminence  ye 
behold  but  the  indistinct,  and  sullen 
vapours — while  from  my  humbler  sta- 
i  ion  I  Bee  the  preparations  of  the  shep- 
herds, to  shelter  themselves  and  herds 
from  the  storm  which  those  clouds  be- 
token. Despair  not,  my  Lord  ;  endur- 
ance goes  but  to  a  certain  limit — to 
that  limit  it  is  already  stretched; 
Home  waits  but  the  occasion  (it  will 
soon  come,  but  not  suddenly)  to  rise 
simultaneously  against  her  oppres- 
sors." 

The  great  secret  of  eloquence  is  to 
be  in  earnest — the  great  secret  of 
Rienzi's  eloquence  was  in  the  mighti- 
ness of  his  enthusiasm.  He  never 
Bpoke  as  one  who  doubted  of  success. 


Perhaps,  like  most  men  who  under 
take  high  and  great  actions,  he  him 
self  was  never  thoroughly  aware  of  the 
obstacles  in  his  way.  He  saw  the  end, 
bright  and  clear,  and  overleaped,  in 
the  vision  of  his  soul,  the  crosses  and 
the  length  of  the  path  ;  thus  tin  deep 
convictions  of  his  own  mind  stamped 
themselves  irresistibly  upon  others. 
He  seemed  less  to  promise  than  to 
prophesy. 

The  Bishop  of  Orvietto,  not  over 
wise,  yet  a  man  of  cool  temperament 
and  much  worldly  experience,  was  for- 
cibly impressed  by  the  energy  of  hi'-} 
companion  ;  perhaps,  indeed,  the  more 
so,  inasmuch  as  his  own  pride  and  his 
own  passions  were  also  enlisted  against 
the  arrogance  and  licence  of  the  nobles. 
He  paused  ere  he  replied  to  Rienzi. 

"But  is  it,"  he  asked,  at  length, 
"only  the  plebeians  who  will  rise  ! 
Thou  knowest  how  they  are  caitiff  and 
uncertain." 

"My  Lord,"  answered  Rienzi, 
"judge,  by  one  fact,  how  strongly  I 
am  surrounded  by  friends  of  no  com- 
mon class:  thou  knowest  how  loudly 
I  speak  against  the  nobles — 1  cite 
them  by  their  name — 1  beard  the  Sa- 
veili,  the  Orsini,  theColonna,  in  their 
very  hearing.  Thinkest  thou  thai 
they  forgivfc  me!  thinkest  thou  that, 
were  only  the  plebeians  my  safeguard 
and  my  favourers,  they  would  not 
seize  me  by  open  force, — that  I  had 
not  long  ere  this  found  a  gag  in  their 
dungeons,  or  been  swallowed  up  in  the 
eternal  dumbness  of  the  grave  !  Ob- 
serve," continued  he,  as,  reading  the 
Vicar's  countenance,  he  perceived  the 
impression  he  had  made — "observe, 
that,  throughout  the;  whole  world,  a 
great  revolution  lias  begun.  The  bar- 
baric darkness  of  centuries  lias  been 
broken  ;  the  knowledge  which  made 
men  as  demigods  in  the  past  time  has 
lied  from  her  urn;  a  Power, 
subtler  than  brute  force,  and  mightier 
than  armed  men,  is  at  work  ;  we  have 
begun  omro  more  to  do  homage  to  the 
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Royalty  of  Mind.  Yes,  that  same 
Power  which,  a  few  years  ago,  crowned 
Petrarch  iu  the  Capitol,  when  it  wit* 
.  after  the  silence  of  twelve  cen- 
turies, the  glories  of  a  triumph, — 
which  heaped  upon  a  man  of  obscure 
birth,  and  unknown  in  arms,  the  same 
honours  given  of  old  to  emperorsand 
the  vanquishers  of  kings, — which 
united  in  one  act  of  homage  even  the 
rival  houses  of  Colqnna  and  Orsini, — 
which  made  the  haughtiest  patricians 
emulous  to  bear  the  train,  to  touch 
but  the  purple  robe,  of  the  son  of 
the  Florentine  plebeian, — which  still 
draws  the  eyes  of  Europe  to  the  lowly 
cottage  of  Vaucluse, — which  gives  to 
the  humble  student  the  all-acknow- 
ledged licence"  to  admonish  tyrants, 
and  approach,  with  haughty  prayers, 
even  the  Father  of  the  Church; — yes, 
that  same  Power,  which,  working 
silently  throughout  Italy,  murmurs 
under  the  solid  base  of  the  Venetian 
oligarchy  ;*  which,  beyond  the  Alps, 
has  wakened  into  visible  and  sudden 
life  in  Spain,  in  Germany,  in  Flanders  ; 
and  which,  even  in  that  barbarous 
Isle,  conquered  by  the  Norman  sword, 
ruled  by  the  bravest  of  living  kings,  |- 
has  roused  a  spirit  Norman  cannot 
break — kings  to  rule  over  must  rule 
by — yes,  that  same  Power  is  every- 
where abroad:  it  speaks,  it  conquers 
in  the  voice  even  of  him  who 
you  :  it  unite-  in  his  cause  all  on 
whom  but  one  glimmering  of  light 
has  burst,  all  in  whom  one  generous 
desire  can  be  kindled!     Know,  Lord 

*  It  was  about  eight   yean  afterwards 

that  tin-  long-smothered  hate  ..f  the  Veni  - 

pie  t.i  that  v.  ■  ■   vigilant 

ol  all  ollgarchii  ily,  broke 

"ut  in  thi  under  Marino  Pallero. 

t  ESdward   ill  ,  in  whose  reign  opinions 

fur  more  popular  than  thoaeol  the  follow  in« 

began   t'>  work.    The  Ch  it   W  ai  - 

i'  tlon  Into  the  bl t    It  was 

Indeed  an  age  throughout  the  world  which 
put  forth   abundant    blossoms,   bii 
mill  unripened  fruit  ;— a  singula i  I 


Vicar,  that  there  is  not  a  man  in 
Home,  save  our  oppressors  themselves 
— not  a  man  who  has  learned  one  syl- 
lable of  our  ancient  tongue — whose 
heart  and  sword  are  not  with  me. 
The  peaceful  cultivators  of  letters — 
the  proud  nobles  of  the  second  order 
— the  rising  race,  wiser  than  their 
slothful  sires  ;  above  all,  my  Lord,  the 
humbb'r  ministers  of  religion,  priests 
and  monks,  whom  luxury  hath  n"* 
blinded,  pomp  hath  not  deafened,  10 
the  monstrous  outrage  to  Christianity 
daily  and  nightly  perpetrated  in  the 
Christian  Capital ;  these, — all  these, 
— are  linked  with  the  merchant  and 
the  artisan  in  one  indissoluble  bond, 
waiting  but  the  signal  to  fall  or  to 
conquer,  to  live  freemen,  or  to  die 
martyrs,  with  Rienzi  and  their  coun- 
try!" 

"  Saye- 1  thon  Jo  in  truth  1 "  said  the 
Bishop,  startled,  and  half  rising. 
"Prove  but. ihy  words,  and  thou  shalt 
not  find  the  ministers  of  God  are 
r  than  their  lay  brethren  for 
the  happiness  of  men." 

"  What  I  say,"  rejoined  Rienzi,  in  a 
cooler  tone,  "  that  can  I  show  ;  but  I 
may  only  prove  it  to  those  who  will 
be  with  us." 

"Fear  me  not,"  answered  Raimond  : 
"'  1  know  well  the  secret  mind  of  his 
Holiness,  whose  delegate  and  repre- 
sentative I  am  ;  and   could  he  see  but 

imate  and  natural  limit 
the  p^wer  of  the  patricians,  who,  in 
their  arrogance,  have  set  at  nought 
the  authority  of  the  Church  itself,  be 
sure  that  he  would  smile  on  the  hand 
r  the  line.    Nay,  so  certain  oi 
this  am    I,   thai    if  ye  succeed,  I,  his 
ible  but.  unworthj  vicar,  will 
oil-lion  the  success.     Hut  be 
wan-  of  crude  attempts;  the  Church 
must  not  be  weakened  by  linkis 
to  failure." 

iii.  my  Lord," answered  Rienzi ; 

"  and  in  this,  tin-  policj    of  n  I 

that,  of  freedom.  Judge  of  my  pru- 
dence  ;  d  ilay.     I lo  v.ho 
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can  sec  all  around  him  impatient — 
himself  not  less  so — and  yet  Buppress 
the  signal,  and  bide  the  hour,  is  not 
likely  to  lose  his  cause  by  rashness." 

"  More,  then,  of  this  anon,"  said  the 
Bishop,  resettling  himself  in  his  seat. 
"  As  thy  plans  mature,  fear  not  to 
communicate  with  me.  Believe  that 
Rome  has  no  firmer  friend  than  he 
who,  ordained  to  preserve  order,  finds 
himself  impotent  against  aggression. 
Meanwhile,  to  the  object  of  my  pre- 
sent visit,  which  links  itself,  in  some 
measure,  perhaps,  with  the  topics  on 
which  we  have  conversed.  .  .  Thou 
knowest  that  when  his  Holiness  in- 
trusted thee  with  thy  present  office, 
he  bade  thee  also  announce  his  benefi- 
cent intention  of  granting  a  general 
Jubilee  at  Rome  for  the  year  1350 — a 
mosi  admirable  design  for  two  reasons. 
sufficiently  apparent  to  thyself:  first, 
that,  every  Christian  soul  that  may 
undertake  the  pilgrimage  to  Rome  on 
that  occasion,  may  thus  obtain  a  gene- 
ral remission  of  sins  ;  and  secondly, 
because,  to  speak  carnally,  the  con- 
course of  pilgrims  so  assembled,  usu- 
ally, ny  (lie  donations  and  offerings 
their  piety  suggests,  very  materially 
add  to  the  revenues  of  the  Holy  Sec  : 
at  this  time,  by  the  way,  in  no  very 
flourishing  condition.  This  thou  know- 
est, dear  Rienzi." 

Rien/.i  bowed  his  head  in  assent, 
and  the  prelate  continued — 

"  Well,  it  is  with  the  greatest  grief 
that  his  Holiness  perceives  that  his 
pious  intentions  are  likely  to  be  frus- 
trated :  for  so  fierce  and  numerous  are 
now  the  brigands  in  the  public  ap- 
-  t"  Rome,  that,  verily,  the 
boldest  pilgrim  may  tremble  a  little 
to  undertake  the  journey  ;  and  those 
who  do  so  venture  will,  probably,  be 
composed  of  the  poorest  of  the  Chris- 
tian community, — men  who.  bringing 
with  them  neither  gold,  nor  silver. 
nor  precious  offerings,  will  have  little 
to  fear  from  the  rapacity  of  the  bri- 
gands. Heno  consequences: 


on  the  one  hand,  the  rich — whom, 
Heaven  knows,  and  the  Gospel  has, 
indeed,  expressly  declared,  have  the 
most  need  of  a  remission  of  sins — will 
be  deprived  of  this  glorious  occasion 
lor  absolution;  and,  on  the  other 
hand,  the  coffers  of  the  Church  will 
be  impiously  defrauded  of  that  wealth 
which  it  would  otherwise  doubtless 
obtain  from  the  zeal  of  her  children." 

"  Nothing  can  be  more  logically 
manifest,  my  Lord,"  said  Rienzi. 

The  Vicar  continued — "  Now,  in 
letters  received  five  days  since  from 
his  Holiness,  he  bade  me  expose  these 
fearful  consequences  to  Christianity 
to  the  various  patricians  who  are  le- 
gitimately fiefs  of  the  Church,  and 
command  their  resolute  combination 
against  the  marauders  of  the  road. 
With  these  have  I  conferred,  and 
vainly." 

"  For  by  the  aid,  and  from  the 
troops,  of  those  very  brigands,  these 
patricians  have  fortified  their  palac.es 
against  each  other,"  added  Rienzi. 

"  Exactly  for  that  reason,"  rejoined 
the  Bishop.  "  Nay,  Stephen  Colonna 
had  the  audacity  to  confess  it.. 
Utterly  unmoved  by  the  loss  to  so 
many  precious  souls,  and,  I  may  add, 
to  the  papal  treasury,  which  ought  to 
be  little  less  dear  to  right-discerning 
men,   they  r  Ivance  a  step 

against  the .  bandits.  Now,  then, 
hearken  the  second  mandate  of  his 
Holiness  : — '  Failing  the  nobles,'  saith 
he,  in  his  prophetic  sagacity,  'confer 
With  Cola  di  Rienzi.  He  is  a  bold 
man,  and  a  pious,  and,  thou  tellest 
me,  of  great  weight  with  the  people ; 
and  say  to  him,  that  if  his  wit,  can 
the  method  for  extirpating 
ons  of  Belial,  and  rendering  a 
safe  passage  along  the  public  ways, 
largely,  indeed,  will  he  merit  at  our 
hands, — lasting  will  be  the  gratitude 
we  shall  owe  to  him;  and  whatever 
succour  thou,  and  the  servants  of  our 
Sec,  can  render  to  him,  let  it  not  b# 
stinted.' " 
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"  Said  his  Holiness  thus  ! "  ex- 
claimed Eienzi.  "  1  ask  no  more — 
the  gratitude  is  mine  that  he  hath 
thought  thus  of  his  servant,  and  in- 
I  rusted  me  with  this  charge  ;  at 
once  I  accept  it — at  once  1  pledge 
myself  to  success.  Let  us,  my  Lord, 
let  us,  then,  clearly  understand  the 
limits  ordained  to  my  discretion.  To 
curb  the  brigands  without  the  walls.  I 
must  have  authority  over  those  within. 
If  I  undertake,  at  peril  of  my  life,  to 
clear  all  the  avenues  to  Koine  of  the 
•  who  now  infest  it,  shall  I  have 
full  'licence  for  conduct  bold,  peremp- 
tory, and  severe  ] " 

"Such  conduct  the  very  natur*  of 
the  charge  demands,"  replied  Rai- 
mond. 

"  Ay — even  though  it  be  exercised 
against  the  arch  offenders — against 
the  supporters  of  the  brigands  — 
against  the  haughtiest  of  the  nobles 

3  )  " 

The  Bishop  paused,  and  looked  hard 
face  of  the  speaker.  "  I  repeat," 
said  he,  at  length,  sinking  his  voice, 
and  with  a  significant  tone,  "  in  these 
bold  attempt 
tion.     Succeed,   and   wo   will   excuse 

ill — even  to  the " 

a  Colonna  or  an  Orsini, 
shonldj  and  it ;  and  provided 

it  be  according  to  the  law,  and  only 
incurred  by  the  violation  of  the  law!" 
added  Rienzi,  firmly. 

The  Bishop  *  1  i « 1  aol  reply  in  words, 
but  a  ion  of  1 1  i .—  head  was 

. 
"  M  /-    I  mi    this 

time,  then,  all  is  ••■ 

of   order,   of 
ite — from  this  hour,  th 

r  wink    upi  ■ 

hrough 
!  thou  and  bis  Holini 
deem  it  him  who 

Now  I  j 
more  rightly.   Your  ban 


The  Bishop  extended  his  hand ; 
Rienzi  grasped  it  firmly,  and  then 
raised  it  respectfully  to  his  lips. 
Both  felt  that  the  compact  was 
sealed. 

This  conference,  so  long  in  recital, 
was  short  in  the  reality ;  but  its  ob- 
ject was  already  finished,  and  the 
Bishop  rose  to  depart.  The  outer 
portal  of  the  house  was  opened,  the 
numerous  servitors  of  the  Bishop  held 
on  high  their  torches,  and  he  had 
just  turned  from  Rienzi,  who  bad  at- 
tended him  to  the  gate,  when  a  female 
passed  hastily  through  the  Prelate's 
train,  and  starting  as  she  beheld 
Rienzi,  Hung  herself  at  his  feet. 

"  Oh,  hasten,  Sir  !  hasten,  for  the 
love  of  God,  hasten!  or  the  young 
Signora  is  lost,  for  ever  !  " 

"  The  Signora  ! — Heaven  and  earth, 
Benedetta,  of  whom  do  you  speak  ? — 
of  my  sister. — of  Irene!  is  she  not 
witbinl" 

"  ( >h,  Sir — the  Orsini — the  Orsini !" 

■•  What  of  them  .' — speak,  woman  !" 

Here,  breathlessly,  and  with  many 
a  break,  Benedetta  recounted  to 
Rienzi, in  whom  thereader  has  already 
ved  the  brother  of  Irene,  bo  far 
of  the  adventure  with  Martino  di 
Porto  as  sbe  bad  witnessed  :  of  the 
termination  and  result  of  the  con- 
test sbe  knew  nought. 

Rienzi  listened  in  silence;  but  the 
deadly    paleness   of  bis    counti 
and  the  writhing  of  the  nether  lip, 
testified    the  to  which    he 

ttO  audible  vi 

i  hear,  my  Lord  Bishop — yon 

concluded;  and  turn  Bishop, 

whose  departure  i  b  bad  de- 

layed— "  you  hear  to  what 

■iv  subject*  ■ 
bat  and  sword  !  instantly!     M, 
my  abrupt  a 
"  \\  bithcr  art   i  then  '" 

■ 
"Whither— whither!— Ay,    1    to* 
got,    m 
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Perhaps,  too,  you  had  no  brother  ? — 
No,  no ;  one  victim  at  least  I  will  live 
to  save.  Whither,  you  ask  me  ? — to 
the  palace  of  Martino  di  Porto." 

"  To  an  Orsini  alone,  and  for 
justice  ?  " 

"  Alone,  and  for  justice ! — No  !" 
shouted  Rienzi,  in  a  loud  voice,  as  he 
seized  his  sword,  now  brought  to  him 
by  one  of  his  servants,  and  rushed  from 
the  house;  "but  one  man  is  sufficient 
for  revenge  !" 


The  Bishop  paused  for  a  moment's 
deliberation.  "  He  must  not  be  lost," 
muttered  he,  "  as  he  well  may  be,  if 
exposed  thus  solitary  to  the  wolfs  rage. 
What,  ho  ! "  he  cried  aloud  ;  "  advance 
the  torches  ! — quick,  quick  !  We  our- 
self — we,  the  Vicar  of  the  Pope — will 
see  to  this.  Calm  yourselves,  good 
people  ;  your  young  Signora  shall  be 
restored.  On !  to  the  palace  of  Mar- 
tino di  Porto ! " 


CHAPTER  VI. 


IRENE    IN    TIIE    TALAOE    OP   ADRIAN    1)1    0ASTELL0. 


As  the  Cyprian  gazed  on  the  image 
in  which  he  had  embodied  a  youth  of 
dreams,  what  time  the  living  hues 
flushed  slowly  beneath  the  marble, — 
so  gazed  the  young  and  passionate 
Adrian  upon  the  form  reclined  before 
him,  re-awakening  gradually  to  life. 
And,  if  the  beauty  of  that  face  were 
not  of  the  loftiest  or  the  most  dazzling 
order,  if  its  soft  and  quiet  character 
might  be  outshone  by  many,  of  love- 
liness less  really  perfect,  yet  never 
was  there  a  countenance  that,  to  some 
eyes,  would  have  seemed  more  charm- 
ing, and  never  one  in  which  more 
eloquently  was  wrought  that  ineffable 
and  virgin  expression  which  Italian 
art  seeks  for  in  its  models, — in  which 
modesty  is  the  outward,  and  tender- 
ness the  latent,  expression  ;  the  bloom 
of  youth,  both  of  form  and  heart,  ere 
the  first  frail  and  delicate  freshness  of 
either  is  brushed  away:  and  when 
even  love  itself,  the  only  unquiet, 
visitant  that  should  be  known  at  such 
an  age,  is  but  a  sentiment,  and  no!  a 
passion ! 

"Benedetta!"  murmured  Irene)  at 
length  openingher  eyes, unconsciou  ily, 
apon  him  who  knelt  beside  her, — eyes 
of  that  uncertain,  that  most  liquid 
hue,    on   which   you  might  gaze  for 


years  and  never  learn  the  secret  of 
the  colour,  so  changed  it  with  the 
dilating  pupil,  —  darkening  in  the 
shade,  and  brightening  into  azure  in 
the  light : 

"  Benedetta,"  said  Irene,  "  where 
art  thou  ?  Oh,  Benedetta !  1  have  hac 
such  a  dream." 

"  And  I,  too,  such  a  vision !"  thought 
Adrian. 

"  Where  am  I  ] "  cried  Irene,  rising 
from  the  couch.  "This  room— these 
hangings — Holy  Virgin!  do  I  dream 
still ! — and  yon  !  Heavens ! — it  is  the 
Lord  Adrian  di  Castello  !" 

"  Is  that  a  name  thou  hast  been 
taught  to  fear?"  said  Adrian;  "if  sc. 
I  will  forswear  it." 

'  If  Irene  now  blushed  deeply,  it  was 
not  in  that  wild  delight  with  which 
her  romantic  heart  might  have  fore- 
told that  she  would  listen  to  the  first 
words  of  homage  from  Adrian  di  Cas 
telle.  Bewildered  and  confused, — 
terrified  at  thestrangenessof  the  place 
and  shrinking  even  from  the  thought 
of  Bnding  herself  alone  with  one  who 
for  years  had  been  present  to  her 
alarm  and  distress  were  the 
emotions  she  felt  the  most,  and  whioK 
re  impressed  upon  her  speak- 
ing countenance  ;  and  as  Adrian  now 
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drew  nearer  to  her,  despite  the  gentle- 
ness of  his  voice  and  the  respect  of 
his  looks,  her  fears,  not  the  less  strong 
that  they  were  vague,  increased  upon 
her  :  she  retreated  to  the  further  end 
of  the  room,  looked  wildly  round  her, 
and  then,  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  burst  into  a  paroxysm  of  tears. 

Moved  himself  by  the>e  tears,  and 
divining  her  thoughts.  Adrian  forgot 
for  a  moment  all  the  more  daring 
wishes  he  had  formed. 

"  Fear  not,  sweet  lady,"  said  he, 
earnestly:  "recollect thyself,  1  b 
thee;  no  peril,  no  evil  can  reach  thee 
here;  it  was  this  hand  thai 
thoo  from  the  outrage  of  the  Orsini — 
this  roof  is  but  the  shelter  of  a  friend! 
Tell  me,  then,  fair  wonder,  thy  name 
and  residence,  and  I  will  summon  my 
servitors,  and  guard  thee  to  thy  home 
at  once." 

Perhaps  the  relief  of  tears,  even 
more  than  Adrian's  words,  restored 
Irene  to  herself,  and  enabled  her  to 
comprehend  I  m  ;  and 

as  her  senses,  thus  cleared,  told  her 
what   she    owed    to    him    whom    her 
dreams  had   so   long    imaged 
ideal  of  all  exa  redher 

session,  and 
with  a  grace  not  the  less  winn 
it  -till  imbarrassment. 

'•  Thank  me  not,"  answered  Adrian, 

lately.     "  I    have    touched    thy 

band — I  am  repaid.      Repaid  !    nay, 

,.11  gratitude-  all  hom;;-':  is  forme  to 

render .' " 

Blushing  again,  hut  with  far  differ- 
ent emotions  than  i"  Fore,  Irene,  after 

Lord,  I  must  isider  it  a  debt  the 

more  weighty  thai  you  -peak  of  it  so 
lightly.     Ami  iiov,  the  ohli- 

gation.  I  do  not  Bee  my  companion 
— Buffer  her  to  accompany  me  home; 
it  is  hut  a  short  way  h 

"Blessed,  then,  is  the  air  that   I 
have  breathed  so  nnconsciousl; 
Adrian.    M  But  thy  companion,  dear 
lady,  is  not  here.   Sic-  fled,  I  imagine, 

*** 


in  the  confusion  of  the  conflict;  and 
not  knowing  thy  name,  nor  being  able, 
in  thy  then  state,  to  learn  it  from  thy 
lips,  it  was  my  happy  necessity  to 
convey  thee  hither; — but  I  will  he  thy 
companion.  Nay,  why  that  timid 
glance';  my  people,  also,  shall  at- 
tend us." 

"  .My  thanks,  noble  Lord,  are  of 
little  worth  ;  my-  brother,  who  is  not 
unknown  to  thee,  will  thank  thee  more 
fittingly.  May  I  depart!"  and  Irene, 
as  shit  spoke,  was  already  at  the  door. 

"Art  thou  so  eager  to  leave  me?" 
answered  Adrian,  sadly.  "Alas!  when 
thou  hast  depart ed  from  my  eyes,  it 
m  as  if  the  moon  had  left  the 
night! — hut  it  is  happiness  to  obey 
thy  wishes,  even  though  they  tear  thee 
from  me." 

A  ii'hf  smile  parted  Irene's  lips, 
ami  Adrian's  heart  beat  audibly  to 
himself,  as  he  drew  from  that  smile, 
and  those  downcast  eyes,  no  unfavour- 
able  omen. 

Reluctantly  and  slowly  he  turned 
towards  the  door,  and  summoned  his 
attendants.  "But,"  said  he,  as  they 
stood  on  the  lofty  staircase,  "  thou 
weetlady,  that  thy  brother's 
not  unknown  to  me.  Heaven 
grant  that  he  be,  indeed,  a  friend  of 
the  Colonna  !" 

t,"  answered  Irene,  eva- 
sively; "  the  boast  of  Cola  di  Bii  n/i 
i-,    to   he   a  friend   to   the  friend-   of 

Koine." 

"  Boly  Virgin  of  .\  ra  Cceli !  -  i-  thy 
thai  extraordinary  man 

,  at  the 

mention  of  that  name,  a  harrier  to  his 

sudden  pa-sion.      "  Alas!   in  a  Colon- 
na, in  a  noble,   he  will  see  no  merit  ; 
thy  fortunate  deliverer, 

ht    to  he  hi-  early 
friend!  " 

"Thou    wrongest    him    much,    my 
Lord,"  returned  Irene,  warmly  ;  "  he 
u  above  all  others  to  sympa- 
thize witli  thy  generou 
had  it  been  i  certcd  in  Jufeuec  of  the 
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humblest  woman  in  Rome, — how 
inch  more,  then,  when  in  protection 
of  bis  sister !" 

"  The  times  are,  indeed,  diseased," 
answered  Adrian,  thoughtfully,  as 
they  now  found  themselves  in  the 
open  street,  "when  men  who  alike 
viourn  for  the  woes  of  their  country 
Jre  yet  suspicious  of  each  other; 
(vhen  to  be  a  patrician  is  to  be  re- 
garded as  an  enemy  to  the  people ; 
when  to  be  termed  the  friend  of  the 
people  is  to  be  considered  a  foe  to  the 
patricians :  but  come  what  may,  oh  ! 
let  me  hope,  dear  lady,  that  no  doubts, 
no  divisions,  shall  banish  from  thy 
breast  one  gentle  memory  of  me !  " 

"  Ah  !  little,  little  do  you  know  mc!" 
began  Irene,  and  stopped  suddenly 
short. 

"Speak!  speak  again! — of  what 
music  has  this  envious  silence  de- 
prived my  soul !  Thou  wilt  not,  then, 
forget  me?  And,"  continued  Adrian, 
"  we  shall  meet  again  ?  It  is  to  Rienzi's 
house  we  are  bound  now ;  to-morrow 
I  shall  visit  my  old  companion, —  to- 
morrow I  shall  see  thee.  Will  it  not 
be  so?" 

In  Irene's  silence  was  her  answer. 

"  And  as  thou  hast  told  me  thy  bro- 
ther's name,  make  it  sweet  to  my  ear, 
and  add  to  it  thine  own." 

"  They  call  me  Irene." 

"Irene,  Irene! — let  me  repeat  it. 
It  is  a  soft  name,  and  dwells  upon  the 
lips  as  if  loath  to  leave  them — a  fit- 
ting name  for  one  like  thee." 

Thus  making  his  welcome  court  to 
Irene,  in  that  flowered  and  glowing 
anguage  which,  if  more  peculiar  to 
re  and  to  the  gallantry  of  the 
/south,  is  also  the  language  in  which 
the  poetry  of  youthful  passion  would, 
in  all  times  and  lands,  utter  its  rich 
extravagance,    could    heart  speak  to 


heart,  Adrian  conveyed  homeward  his 
beautiful  charge,  taking,  howevei .  the 
most  circuitous  and  lengthened  route ; 
an  artifice  which  Irene  either  per- 
ceived not,  or  silently  forgave.  They 
were  now  within  sight  of  the  street  in 
which  Rienzi  dwelt,  when  a  party  of 
men,  bearing  torches,  came  unexpect- 
edly upon  them.  It  was  the  train  of 
the  Bishop  of  Orvietto,  returning  from 
the  palace  of  Martino  di  Porto,  and 
in  their  way  (accompanied  by  l!ieu/.i) 
to  that  of  Adrian.  They  had  learned 
at  the  former,  without  an  interview 
with  the  Orsini,  from  the  retainers  in 
the  court  below,  the  fortune  of  the 
conflict,  and  the  name  of  Irene's  cham- 
pion ;  and,  despite  Adrian's  general 
reputation  for  gallantry,  Rienzi  knew 
enough  of  his  character,  and  the  noble- 
ness of  his  temper,  to  feel  assured  that 
Irene  was  safe  in  his  protection.  Alas! 
in  that  very  safety  to  the  person  is 
often  the  most  danger  to  the  heart 
Woman  never  so  dangerously  loves, 
as  when  he  who  loves  her,  for  her  sake, 
subdues  himself. 

Clasped  to  her  brother's  breast, 
Irene  bade  him  thank  her  deliverer  ; 
ami  RienzLwith  that  fascinating  frank- 
ness "  hicB  sits  bo  well  on  those  usually 
reserved,  and  which  all  who  would 
rule  the  hearts  of  their  fellow-men 
must  at  times  command,  advanced  to 
the  young  Colonna,  and  poured  forth 
his  gratitude  and  praise. 

"  We  have  been  severed  too  long, — 
We  must  know  each  other  again,"  re- 
plied Adrian.  "I  shall  seek  thee, ere 
long,  lie  assured." 

Turning  to  take  his  leave  of  Irene, 
he  conveyed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and 
it,  as  it-  dropped  from  his 
clasp,  was  he  deceived  in  thinking 
that  those  delicate  fingers  lightly,  in- 
voluntarily, returned  the  pressure? 
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CHAPTER    VII. 


UPON    LOVE    AND    LOVERS. 


If,  in  adopting  the  legendary  love- 
tale  of  Romeo  and  Juliet,  Shakespeare 
had  changed  the  scene  in  which  it  is 
east  for  a  more  northern  clime,  we 
may  doubt  whether  the  art  of  Shake 

himself  could  have  reconciled 
us  at  onee  to  the  suddenness  and  the 

ii  of  Juliet's  passion.  And, 
even  as  it  is,  perhaps  there  are  few 
of  our  rational  and  sober-minded  is- 
landers who  would  not  honestly  con 
Bess,  if  fairly  questioned,  that  they 
deem  the  romance  and  fervour  of 
those  ill-starred  lovers  of  Verona  ex- 

■  •■(\  and  overdrawn.  Yet,  in 
Italy,  the  j  picture  of  that  affection  horn 
of  a  night— but  "  strong  as  death" — 
is  one  to  which  the  veriest  common- 

of  life  would  afford  parallels 
without  \>  in  diffen 

so    in   different    climes,    love    varies 
wonderfully   in   the  shapes  it 
And  even  at  I  neath  Italian 

many  a  simple  girl  would  feel 
i    Juli  i,  and  many  a  homely  gallant 

>  ival  the  extravagance  of  Borneo. 
Long  suits  in  that  sunny  land,  wherein, 
as  whereof,  1  now  write,  are  unknown. 
In  no  other  land,  perhaps,  is  there 
found  mp  commonly  the  love  at  first 
Bight,  which  in  Fi  .  .  and  in 

d  a  doubt  ;  in  no  other  land, 

ceived,  more  faith  full}  preserved.  That 
which  is  ripened   in   fas 

!     i  mbalmed 

b  all  time  by  sentiment.     And 
this  must  be  my  and  their  •-. 
the  love  of  Adrian  seem  too 
turely  formed,  and  that  of  Irene  too 
romantically  conceived  ; — it  is  the  cx- 
c 
sun,  from    the  en  tome  ol 

.    from    the   joft 
example.     But  while  thi 


the  dictates  of  their  hearts,  it  was 
with  a  certain  though  secret  sadness 
— a  presentiment  that  had,  perhaps, 
its  charm,  though  it  Was  of  cross  and 
evil.  Born  of  so  proud  a  race,  Adrian 
could  scarcely  dream  of  marriage  with 
the  sister  of  a  plebeian ;  and  Irene, 
unconscious  of  the  future  glory  of  her 
brother,  could  hardly  have  cherished 
any  hope,  save  that  of  being  loved. 
Yet,  these  adverse  circumstances, 
which,  in  the  harder,  the  more  pru- 
dent, the  more  self-denying,  perhaps 
the  more  virtuous  minds,  that  are 
formed  beneath  the  northern  skies, 
would  have  been  an  inducement  to 
wrestle  against  love  so  placed,  only- 
contributed  to  feed  and  to  strengthen 
(heirs  by  an  opposition  which  has  ever 
its  attraction  forromance.  They  found 
frequent,  though  short,  opportunities 
of  meeting — not  quite  alone,  but  only 
in  the  conniving  presence  of  Bene- 
detta :  sometimes  in  the  public  gar- 
dens, sometimes  amidst  the  vast  and 
deserted  ruins  by  which  the  house  of 
Rienzi  was  surrounded.  Thej 
rendered  themselves,   without  much 

i  of  the  future,  to  the  i 
ment — theelyrium — of  the  hour:  they 

it  from  day  today;  //'(//-future 
was  the  next  time  they  should  meet , 
beyond 

tlip'ir  youthful  love  closed  in  obscurity 
ami  Bhadow  which  they  Bought  not  to 
j  hail  no!  ar- 
rived at  thai  period  of  affection  when 
of  their  fall, — their 
□  portal 
v  bere  1 1  and  Earth 

i-  them  was  tip'-  poetry, 

,  the  refinemi  at 

the    pow< !',    the   concentration,    the 

mortality,    of  desire!    The  look     flu- 

brii  f    pretMure  of   the 
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hand,-  at,  most,  the  firs)  kisses  of  love, 

rare  and  few, — these  marked  the  hu- 
man limits  of  that  sentiment  which 
filled  them  with  a  new  life,  which 
elevated  them  as  with  a  new  soul. 

The  roving  tendencies  of  Adrian 
were  at  once  fixed  and  centered ;  the 
dreams  of  his  tender  mistress  had 
awakened  to  a  life  dreaming  still,  but 
"  rounded  with  a  truth."  All  that 
earnestness,  and  energy,  and  fervour 
of  emotion,  which,  in  her  brother, 
broke  forth  in  the  schemes  of  patriot- 
ism and  the  aspirations  of  power, 
were,  in  Irene,  softened  down  into  one 
object  of  existence,  one  concentration 
of  soul, — and  that  was  love.  Yet,  in 
this  range  of  thought  and  action,  so 
apparently  limited,  there  was.  in 
reality,  no  less  boundless  a  sphere 
than  in  the  wide  space  of  her  bro- 
ther's many-pathed  ambition.  Not 
the  less  had  she  the  power  and  scope 
for  all  the  loftiest  capacities  granted 
to  our  clay.  Equal  was  her  enthu- 
siasm for  her  idol;  equal,  had  she 
been  equally  tried,  would  have  been 
her  generosity,  her  devotion  :  — 
greater,  be  sure,  her  course;  more 
inalienable  her  worship ;  more  un- 
sullied by  selfish  purposes  and  sordid 
views.  Time,  change,  misfortune, 
ingratitude,  would  have  left,  her  the 
same !  What  state  could  fall,  what 
liberty  decay,  if  the  zeal  of  man's 
noisy  patriotism  were  as  pure  as  the 
silent  loyalty  of  a  woman's  love? 

In  them  every  thing  was  young !— 


the    heart,    unchilled,    unhlighted, — 

that  fulness  and  luxuriance  of  life's 
life  which  has  in  it  something  of 
divine.  At  that  age,  when  it  seems 
as  if  we  could  never  die,  how  death- 
less, how  flushed  and  mighty  as  with 
the  youngness  of  a  god,  is  all  that  our 
hearts  create.  '  Our  own  youth  i.-  like 
that  of  the  earth  itself,  when  it  peo- 
pled the  woods  and  waters  with  divi- 
nities; when  life  ran  riot,  and  yet 
only  gave  birth  to  beauiy; — all  its 
shapes,  of  poetry,— all  its  airs,  the 
melodies  of  Arcady  and  Olympus! 
The  Golden  Age  never  leaves  the 
world :  it  exists  still,  and  shall  exist, 
till  love,  health,  poetry,  are  no  more ; 
but  only  for  the  young  ! 

If  I  now  dwell,  though  but  for  a 
moment,  on  this  interlude  in  a  drama 
calling  forth  more  masculine  passions 
than  that  of  love,  it  is  because  I  fore- 
sec  that,  the  occasion  will  but  rarely 
recur.  If  I  linger  on  the  description 
of  Irene  and  her  hidden  affection, 
rather  than  wait  for  circumstances  to 
portray  them  better  than  the  author's 
word  can,  ii  is  because  I  foresee  that 
that  loving  and  lovely  image  must 
continue  to  the  last  rather  a  shadow 
thai,  a  portrait, — thrown  in  the  back- 
ground, as  is  the  real  destiny  of  such 
natures,  by  bolder  figures  and  more 
gorgeous  colours  ;  a  something  whose 
presence  is  rather  felt  than  seen,  and 
whose  very  harmony  with  the  whole 
consists  in  its  retiring  and  subdued 
repose. 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

THE   ENTHUSIASTIC    MAN   JUDGED    BY    THE    DISCREET    MAN. 


"Thou  wrongest  me,"  said  Rienzi, 
warmly,  to  Adrian,  as  they  sat  alone, 
towards  the  close  of  a  long  conference ; 
"1  do  not  play  the  part  of  a  mere 
demagogue ;  I  wish  not  to  stir  the 


great  deeps  in  order  that  my  lees  of 
fortune  may  rise  to  the  surface.  So 
long  have  I  brooded  over  the  past, 
that  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I  had  become 
a  part  of  it — as  if  I  had  no  separate 
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existence.  I  have  coined  my  whole 
soul  into  one  master  passion, — and  its 
end  is  the  restoration  of  Rome." 

"  But  by  what  means'?" 

"  My  Lord  !  my  Lord  !  there  is  but 
one  way  to  restore  the  greatness  of  a 
people — it  is  an  appeal  to  the  people 
themselves.  It  is  not  in  the  power  of 
princes  and  barons  to  make  a  state 
permanently  glorious  ;  they  raise 
themselves,  but  they  raise  not  the 
people  with  them.  All  great  rege- 
nerations are  the  universal  movement, 
oi  the  mass." 

"  X:iy,"  answered    Adrian,   "then 
have  we  read  history  differently.     To 
me,  all  great  regenerations  seem  to 
have  been  the  work  of  the  i'f\v,  and 
tacitly   accepted   by   the    multitude. 
Hut  let  us  not  dispute  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  -chools.  Thou  sayest  loudly- 
vast  crisis  is  at  hand;  that  the 
■  (buono  stato)  shall    he 
ished.      How?    where  are  your 
your  soldiers'?  Are  the  nobles 
■  rung  than  heretofore  ?   is  the 
mob     more    hold,    more    constant  \ 
Heaven  knows  that  I  speak  not  with 
the  prejudices  of  my  order-    I 
for  the  debasement  of  my  country ! 
F  am  a  Roman,  and  in  that  name  I 
that    1    am   a  noble.     But  I 
tremble  at  the  storm  you  would  raise 
so  hazardously.     If  your  insui 

■.  it  will  be  violent  :  it  will  be 
purchased  by  blood-  by  the  blood  of 
all  the  loftiest  nam  '       e.     You 

will  am  i ■<!  expulsion  of  the 

Tarquins  ;  but  it  will  be  more  like  a 

s ad  proscription  of  Sylla. 

he  way 
to  i"  act .    It',  "ii  i  he  oi  hi  r  band,  3  on 
fail,  the  chains  of  Rome  are 
1  ■   an  ineffectual  Btru 

for  additional 
tortures  to  the  bI  i 

■•  And  what,  then,  would  1! 
Adrian  have  u«  do  -i,  with 

that  peculiar  and  as  1  which 

has  I"  I  Shall  we 

wait    till    the  Colonna    and 


!  quarrel  no   more  ]  shall  we  ask   the 

!  Colonna  for  liberty,  and  the  Orsini  for 
justice?  My  Lord,  we  cannot  appeal 
to  the  nobles  against  the  nobles.     We 

:  must  not  ask  them  to  moderate 
their  power;  we  must  restore  to  our- 
selves that  power.  There  may  be  dan 
ger  in  the  attempt — but  we  attempt 
it  amongst  the  monuments  of  the 
Forum:  and  if  we  fall — we  shall  perish 
worthy  of  our  sires!  Ye  have  high 
.  and  sounding  titles,  and  wide 
lands,  and  you  talk  of  your  ancestral 
honours!     We,  too, — we  plcl« 

!  Rome, — we  have  ours  !    Our  fathers 

were  freemen  !  where  is  our  hi 

not  sold — not  given  away  :  but  stolen 

from  us,  now  by  fraud,  now  by  force 

—  filched  from  us  in   our  sleep  ;  or 

wrung    from    us    with  fierce   hands, 

amidst  our  cries  and  struggles.     My 

Lord,  we  but  ask  that  lawful  heritage 

to  be  restored  to  as:  to  us  — nay.  to 

you  it  is  the  same  ;  your  liberty,  alike, 

Can  you  dwell  in  your  father's 

withoul  towers,  and  fortresses, 

and     the  bought   swords   of   bravosl 

can   you  walk  in  the  streets  at  dark 

without    arms  and    followers?     True, 

noble,  may  retaliate:  though 

a;  dare  not.     You,  in  your  turn,  may 

terrify  and  outrage  others;  but  docs 

licence  compensate  for  liberty!  They 

on  pomp  and  pow  1 

I  laws  were 

gift.  Oh,  were  I  you-  were  I  £ 

Colonna    himself.    1    should    pant,  ay, 

thirstily  as  I  do  now,  for  thai  I 

which    ■  ITS  and 

linsl    my  fell  •■■■  citizi  as, 
■   . . 

protected  by  th 
Providence  of  Law,  and  not  by  the 
lean  fears  and  hollo  picions 

which  are  the  comrades  of  a  hated 

pOW<  r.      The  tyrant  thin 

he    commands 

;  nit     in    a     free     slate    is 

■  than  he  is.     <  Ih,  my  Lord, 

1     the  brave,  the   ■  enerotw, 

you,  almost  alone 
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amidst  your  order,  in  the  knowledge 
that  we  had  a  country — oh,  would 
that  you  who  can  sympathise  with 
our  sufferings,  would  strike  with  us 
for  their  redress !  " 

"Thou  wilt  war  against  Stephen 
Colonna,  my  kinsman  ;  and  though  I 
have  seen  him  but  little,  nor,  truth  to 
say,  esteem  him  much,  yet  he  is  the 
boast  of  our  house, — how  can  I  join 
thee  ? " 

"  His  life  will  be  safe,  his  posses- 
sions eafe,  Lis  rank  safe.  What  do 
we  war  against]  His  power  to  do 
wrong  to  others." 

"  Should  he  discover  that  thou  hast 
force  beyond  words,  he  would  be  less 
merciful  to  thee," 

"  And  has  he  not  discovered  that  ? 
Do  not  the  shouts  of  the  people  tell 
him  that  I  am  a  man  whom  he  should 
fear?  Does  he — the  cautious,  the 
wily,  the  profound  —  does  he  build 
fortresses,  and  erect  towers,  and  not 
see  from  his  battlements  the  mighty 
fabric  that  I,  too,  have  erected  ? " 

"  You  !  where,  Rienzi  ? " 

"  In  the  hearts  of  Home !  Docs  he 
not  see  ? "  continued  Rienzi.  "  No, 
no;  he— -all,  all  his  tribe  are  blind. 
Is  it  not  so  ? " 

"  Of  a  certainty,  my  kinsman  has 
no  belief  in  your  power,  else  he  would 
have  crushed  you  long  ere  this.  Nay, 
it  was  but  three  days  ago  that  he  said, 
gravely,  he  would  rather  you  ad- 
dressed the  populace  than  the  best 
priest  in  Christendom  ;  for  that  other 
orators  inflamed  the  crowd,  and  no 
man  so  stilled  and  dispersed  them  as 
you  did." 

"And  I  called  him  profound  !  Does 
not  Heaven  hush  the  air  most  when 
most  it  prepares  the  storm  ?  Ay, 
my  Lord,  I  understand.  Stephen 
Colonna  despises  me.  I  have  been  " 
— (here,  as  he  continued,  a  deep  blush 
mantled  over  his  cheek) — "you  re- 
member it— at  his  palace  in  niy 
younger  days,  and  pleased  him  with 
witty  talcs  and   light   apophthegms. 


Nay — ha !  ha ! — he  would  call  me,  I 
think,  sometimes,  in  gay  compliment, 
his  jester — his  buffoon  !  I  have 
brooked  his  insult;  I  have  even  bowed 
to  his  applause.  I  would  undergo  the 
same  penance,  stoop  to  the  same 
shame,  for  the  same  motive,  and  in 
the  same  cause.  What  did  I  desire  to 
effect?  Can  you  tell  me?  No!  I 
will  whisper  it,  then,  to  you  :  it  was 
— the  contempt  of  Stephen  Colonna. 
Under  that  contempt  I  was  protected, 
till  protection  became  no  longer  ne- 
cessary. I  desired  not  to  be  thought 
formidable  by  the  patricians,  in  order 
that,  quietly  and  unsuspected,  I  might 
make  my  way  amongst  the  people. 
I  have  done  so ;  I  now  throw  aside 
the  mask.  Face  to  face  with  Stephen 
Colonna,  I  could  tell  him,  this  very 
hour,  that  I  brave  his  anger;  that  I 
laugh  at  his  dungeons  and  armed 
men.  But  if  he  think  me  the  same 
Rienzi  as  of  old,  let  him  ;  I  can  wait 
my  hour." 

"Yet,"  said  Adrian,  waiving  an 
answer  to  the  haughty  language  of 
his  companion,  "  tell  me,  what  dost, 
thou  ask  for  the  people,  in  order  to 
avoid  an  appeal  to  their  passions? — 
ignorant  and  capricious  as  they  arc, 
thou  canst,  not  appeal  to  their  p 

"I  ask  full  justice  and  safety  for 
all  men.  I  will  be  contented  with  no 
less  a  compromise.  1  ask  the  nobles 
to  dismantle  their  fortresses  ;  to  dis 
band  their  armed  retainers ;  to  ac- 
knowledge no  impunity  for  crime  in 
high  lineage  ;  to  claim  no  protection 
save  in  the  courts  of  the  common 
law." 

"  Vain  desire  !  "  said  Adrian.  "  Ask 
what  may  yet  be  granted." 

"  Ha — ha  ! "  replied  Rienzi,  laugh- 
ing bitterly,  "did  I  not  tell  you  it 
was  a  vain  dream  to  ask  for  law  and 
justice  at  the  hands  of  the  great  1 
Can  you  blame  me,  then,  that  I  ask 
it  elsewhere?"  Then,  suddenly  chang- 
ing his  tone  and  manner,  he  added 
with  great  solemnity — "  Waking  lifo 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  TRIBUNES. 


39 


hath  false  and  vain  dreams;  but 
sleep  is  sometimes  a  mighty  prophet. 
By  sleep  it  is  that  Heaven  mysteri- 
ously communes  with  its  creatures, 
and  guides  and  sustains  its  earthly 
agents  in  the  path  to  which  its  provi- 
dence leads  them  on." 

Adrian  made  no  reply.  This  was 
not  the  first  time  he  had  noted  that 
Rienzi's  3trong  intellect  was  strangely 
conjoined  with  a  deep  and  mystical 
superstition.  And  this  yet  more  in- 
clined the  young  noble,  who,  though 
sufficiently  devout,  yielded  but  little 
to  the  wilder  credulities  of  the  time, 


to  doubt  the  success  of  the  schemer's 
projects.  In  this  he  erred  greatly, 
though  his  error  was  that  of  the 
worldly  wise.  For  nothing  ever  so 
inspires  human  daring,  as  the  fond 
belief  that  it  is  the  agent  of  a  Diviner 
Wisdom.  Revenge  and  patriotism, 
united  in  one  man  of  genius  and  am- 
bition—  such  are  the  Archimedian 
levers  that  find,  in  fanaticism,  the  spot 
out  of  the  world  by  which  to  move 
the  world.  The  prudent  man  may 
direct  a  state ;  but  it  is  the  enthusiast 
who  regenerates  it, — or  ruins. 


CHAPTER   IX. 


WHEN  THE  PEOPLE  SAW  THIS  PICTURE,  EVERY  ONE  MARVELLED. 


uEthemarket-place,and  at  the 
foot  of  the  Capitol,  an  immense  crowd 

enabled.  Each  man  sought  to 
push  before  his  neighbour ;  each 
struggled  to  gain  access  to  one  parti- 
cularspot,  round  which  the  crowd  was 

I  thick  and  dense. 
"  Corpo  di  Dio  !  "   said   a  man  of 
huge  stature,  pressing  onward,  like 
Bomi    bulky  Bhip,  casting  the  noisy 

right  and  left  from  it 
"this  is  hoi  work;  but   for  what,   in 
the  holy  Mother's  name,  do  ye  crowd 

ee  you  not,  Sir  Ribald,  thai  my 

right  arm  is  disabled,  swathed,  and 

bandaged,    bo    thai    1    cannot    help 

tx  tter  than   a  baby  !    and  yet 

you  push  against  me  as  if  1  were  an 
;jld  wall  '" 

"  .v  hj  Cecco  del  Vecchio  ! — what, 

man!    we   nui.-t   make  way   for  yon   - 
you  arc  too  .-mall  and  tender  to  bustle 
h  a  crowd  !     '  lome,  I  will  pro- 
rid  a  dwarf  of  w 
feet  high,  glancing  np  at  the 

'■  Fait  li,"     dd  t  hi     rim  unith,  look 
ing  round  on   the  mob,  who  laughed 


loud  at  the  dwarfs  proffer,  "  we  all 
do  want  protection,  big  and  small. 
What  do  you  laugh  for,  ye  apes? — ay, 
you  don't  understand  parables." 

"  And  yet  it  is  a  parable  we  are 
come  to  gaze  upon,"  said  one  of  the 
mob,  with  a  slight  sneer. 

"  Pleasant  day  to  you,  Signer  Ba- 
roncelli,"  answered  Cecco  delVecchio  ; 
"  you  are  a  good  man,  and  love  the 
people  ;  it  makes  one's  heart,  smile 
to  see  you.  What's  all  this  pothei 
for  ! " 

"  Why  the  Pope's  Notary  hath    set 

e  in  the  market- 
place, and  the  gapers  Bay  it  relates 
to  Borne;  so  they  arc  melting  their 
brains  out,  this  hot,  day,  to  i^uess  at 

the  riddle." 

"  I  lo  !  ho  !  "  said  the  smith,  push 
bag  on  bo  vigorouslj  that  In-  left   tie 

•     suddenly    in    the    roar  :    "  if 

Cola  di  Ricnzi  hath  aughl  in  the 
matter,  I  would  break  through  stone 

■'e|      tO    it." 

"  Much  '/•"id  will  a  dead  daub  do 
i  oncelli,  sourly,  and  turning 
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to  his  neighbours ;  but  no  man  listened 
to  him,  and  he,  a  would-be  demagogue, 
gnawed  his  lip  in  envy. 

Amidst  half-awed  groans  and  curses 
from  the  men  whom  he  jostled  aside, 
and  open  objurgations  and  shrill  cries 
from  the  women,  to  whose  robes  and 
head-gear  he  showed  as  little  respect, 
the  sturdy  smith  won  his  way  to  a 
space  fenced  round  by  chains,  in  the 
centre  of  which  was  placed  a  huge 
picture. 

"  How  came  it  hither1? "  cried  one  ; 
"  I  was  first  at  the  market." 

"We  found  it  here  at  day-break," 
said  a  vender  of  fruit :  "no  one  was 
by." 

"  But  why  do  you  fancy  Rienzi  had 
a  hand  in  it  ? " 

"  Why,  who  else  could  1 "  answered 
twenty  voices. 

"True!  Who  else  1"  echoed  the 
gaunt  smith.  "  I  dare  be  swern  the 
good  man  spent  the  whole  night  in 
painting  it  himself.  Blood  of  St. 
Peter !  but  it  is  mighty  fine  !  What 
is  it  about  ? " 

"  That  'r  the  riddle,"  said  a  medi- 
tative fish-woman ;  "  if  I  could  make 
it  out,  I  should  die  happy." 

"  It  is  something  about  liberty  and 
taxes,  no  doubt,"  said  Luigi,  the 
butcher,  leaning  over  the  chains. 
"  Ah,  if  Rienzi  were  minded,  every 
poor  man  would  have  his  bit  of  meat 
in  his  pot." 

"And  as  much  bread  as  he  could 
eat,"  added  a  pale  baker. 

"  Chut !  bread  and  meat — every- 
body has  that  now  ! — but  what  wine 
the  poor  folks  drink  !  One  lias  no 
encouragement  to  take  pains  with 
one's  vineyard,"  said  a  vine-dresser. 

"  Ho,  hollo  !— long  life  to  Pandulfo 
di  Ouido  !  make  way  for  master  Pan- 
dulfo; he  is  a  learned  man  :  he  is  a 
friend  of  the  great  Notary's ;  he  will 
tell  us  all  about  the  picture  ;  make 
way,  there — make  way  !  " 

Slowly  and  modestly,  Pandulfo  di 
Guido,  a  quiet,  wealthy,  and  honest 


man  of  letters,  whom  nought  save  the 
violence  of  the  times  could  have 
roused  from  his  tranquil  home,  or  bis 
studious  closet,  passed  to  the  chains. 
He  looked  long  and  hard  at  the  pic- 
ture, which  was  bright  with  new,  and 
yet  moist  colours,  and  exhibited  some- 
what of  the  reviving  art,  which, 
though  hard  and  harsh  in  its  features, 
was  about  that  time  visible,  and, 
carried  to  a  far  higher  degree,  we 
yet  gaze  upon  in  the  paintings  of 
Perugino,  who  flourished  during  the 
succeeding  generation.  The  people 
pressed  round  the  learned  man,  with 
open  mouths ;  now  turning  their  eyes 
to  the  picture,  now  to  Pandulfo. 

"  Know  you  not,"  at  length  said 
Pandulfo,  "  the  easy  and  palpable 
meaning  of  this  design  ?  Behold  how 
the  painter  has  presented  to  you  a 
vast  and  stormy  sea — mark  how  its 
waves — " 

"  Speak  louder — louder !  "  shouted 
the  impatient  crowd. 

"  Hush  !  "  cried  those  in  the  imme- 
diate vicinity  of  Pandul  fo,  "  the  wort  hy 
Signor  is  perfectly  audible  !  " 

Meanwhile,  some  of  the  more  witty, 
pushtog  towards  a  stall  in  the  market- 
place, bore  from  it  a  rough  table,  from 
which  they  besought  Pandulfo  to 
address  the  people.  The  pale  eit  i/.en, 
with  some  pain  and  shame,  for  he  was 
no  practised  spokesman,  was  ol 
to  assent  ;  hut  when  he  east  his  eves 
over  the  vast  and  breathless  crowd, 
his  own  deep  sympathy  with  their 
cause  inspired  and  emboldened  him. 
A  light  broke  from  his  eyes;  his 
voice  swelled  into  power;  and  his 
head,  usually  buried  in  his  breast, 
became  erect  and  commanding  in  its 
air. 

"  You  see  before  you  in  the  picture" 
hi  again)  "a  mighty  and 
tempestuous  sea  :  upon  its  waves  you 
behold  five  ships  ;  four  of  them  are 
already  wrecks,  —  their  masts  are 
broken,  the  waves  are  dashing 
through  the  rent  planks,    they  are 
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past  all  aid  and  hope  :  on  each  of 
these  ships  lies  the  corpse  of  a  a  oman. 
See  you  not,  in  the  wan  face  and  livid 
limbs,  how  faithfully  the  limner  hath 
painted  the  hues  and  loathsomeness 
of  death  1  Below  each  of  these  ships 
is  a  word  that  applies  the  metaphor 
to  truth.  Yonder,  you  sec  the  name 
of  Carthage  ;  the  other  three  are  Troy, 
Jerusalem,  and  Babylon.  To  these 
four  is  one  common  inscription.  '  To 
exhaustion  were  we  brought  by  in- 
justice ! '  Turn  now  your  eyes  to  the 
middle  of  the  sea, — there  you  behold 
the  fifth  ship,  tossed  amidst  the  waves, 
her  mast  broken,  her  rudder  gone, 
her  sails  shivered,  but  not  yet  a  wreck 
ie  res!,  though  she  soon  may  be. 
On  her  deck  kneels  a  female,  clothed 
in  mourning  ;  mark  the  wo  upon  her 
countenance, — how  cunningly  the 
arti.-t  bias  conv<  j  id  its  depth  and 
desolation  :  she  stretches  out  her  arms 
in  prayer,  .-lie  implores  your  and 
Heaven's  assistance.  .Mark  now  the 
superscription — ' This  is  Koine!' — 
Yes,  it  is  your  country  that  addresses 
you  in  this  embli 

The  crowd  waved  to  and  fro,  aud  a 
deep  murmur  crept  gathering  over 
the  silence  which  they  had  hitherto 
kept. 

"  Now,"  continued  Pandulfo,  "turn 
your  gaze  to  the  right  of  the  picture, 
and  you  will  behold  the  cause  of  the 
tempest, — you  will  see  why  the  fifth 
vessel  is  thus  perilled,  and  he  1 
are  thus  wrecked.  Mark,  tour  differ- 
ent kinds  of  animals,  who.  from  their 
horrid  jaws,  send  forth  the  winds  and 
storms  which  torture  and  rack  the 
sea.  The  first, are  tin-  lions,  the  wolves, 
the  hears.  These,  the  inscription  tells 
you,  are  the  lawlessand  1 
of  the  state,     '"he  next  arc  tl 


and  swine, — these  are  the  evil  coun- 
sellors and  parasites.  Thirdly,  you 
behold  the  dragons  and  the  foxes, — 
and  these  are  false  judges  and  notaries, 
and  they  who  sell  justice.  Fourthly, 
in  the  hares,  the  goats,  the  apes,  that 
assist  in  creating  the  storm,  you  per- 
ceive, by  the  inscription,  the  emblems 
of  the  popular  thieves  and  homicides, 
ravishers  and  spoliators.  Are  ye 
bewildered  still,  0  Romans  !  or  have 
ye  mastered  the  riddle  of  the  pic- 
ture 1 " 

Far  in  their  massive  palaces  the 
Savelli  and  Orsini  heard  the  echo  of 
the  shouts  that  answered  the  question 
of  Pandulfo. 

"  Are  ye,  then,  without  hope  !  " 
resumed  the  scholar,  as  the  shout 
ceased,  and  hushing,  with  the  first 
sound  of  his  voice,  the  ejaculations 
and  speeches  which  each  man  had 
turned  to  utter  to  his  neighbour. 
"  Are  ye  without  hope  ?  Doth  the 
picture,  which  shows  your  tribulation, 
promise  you  no  redemption  I  Behold, 
above  that  angry  sea,  the  heavens 
open,  and  the  majesty  of  God  descends 
gloriously,  as  to  judgment:  and,  from 
the  rays  that  surround  the  Spirit  of 
God  extend  two  flaming  swords,  and 
on  those  swords  stand,  in  wrath,  but 
in  deliverance,  the  two  patron  saints 
— the  two  mighty  guardians  of  your 
city  !  People  of  Rome,  farewell !  the 
parable  is  finished."* 


*  M.  Siamondi  attributes  to  Etienjd  a  fine 

oration  ;it  the  showing  <>f  the  picture,  in 
u  hloh  be  thundered  against  the  rices  of  the 
patrieiana.  The  contemporary  biographer 
..t  Rii  r./.i  says  nothing  of  thin  harangue. 
lint,  apparently  (since  history  has  it«  libur- 
tles  as  nreM  as  fiction),  M.  Blamondi  luu* 
th  u:  lit  1:  oonvi  ni.  in  to  confound  two  ocoa- 
ftiiniu  very  distinct  in  themselves. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


A  ROUGH  SPIRIT  RAISED,  WHICH   MAY  IJEREAFTEK  REND  THE  WIZARD. 


While  thus  animated  was  the  scene 
around  the  Capito  ,  within  one  of  the 
apartments  of  the  palace  sat  the  agent 
and  prime  cause  of  that  excitement. 
In  the  company  of  his  quiet  scribes, 
Rienzi  appeared  absorbed  in  the 
patieut  details  of  his  avocation.  While 
the  murmur  and  the  hum,  the  shout 
and  the  tram]),  of  multitudes,  rolled 
to  his  chamber,  he  seemed  not  to 
heed  them,  nor  to  rouse  himself  a 
moment  from  his  task.  With  the 
unbroken  regularity  of  an  automaton, 
he  continued  to  enter  in  his  large 
book,  and  with  the  clear  and  beautiful 
characters  of  the  period,  those  damn- 
ing figures  which  taught  him,  better 
than  declamations,  the  frauds  prac- 
tised on  the  people,  and  armed  him 
with  that  weapon  of  plain  fact  which 
it  is  so  difficult  for  abuse  to  parry. 

"  Page  2,  Vol.  B.,"  said  he,  in  the 
tranquil  voice  of  business,  to  the 
clerks ;  "  see  there,  the  profits  of  the 
salt  duty;  department  No.  3 — very 
well.  Page  9,  Vol.  D.— what  is  the 
account  rendered  by  Vescobaldi,  the 
collector?  What!  twelve  thousand 
florins'! — no  more ? — unconscionable 
rascal !"  (Here  was  a  loud  shout  with- 
out of  '  Pandulfo  ! — long  live  Pan- 
dulfo  !  ')  "Pastrucci,  my  friend,  your 
head  wanders;  you  are  listening  to 
the  noise  without — please  to  amuse 
yourself  with  the  calculation  I  en- 
trusted to  you.  Santi,  what  is  the 
entry  given  in  by  Antonio  Tralli?" 

A  slight  tap  was  heard  at  the  door, 
and  Pandulfo  entered. 

The  clerks  continued  their  labour, 
though  they  looked  up  hastily  at  the 
pale  and  respectable  visitor,  whose 
name,  to  their  great  astonishment,  had 
thus  become  a  popular  cry. 


"  Ah,  my  friend,"  said  Rienzi, 
calmly  enough  in  voice,  but  his  hands 
trembled  with  ill-suppressed  emotion, 
"  you  would  speak  to  me  alone,  eh  ? 
well,  well, — this  way."  Thus  saving, 
he  led  the  citizen  into  a  small  cabinet 
in  the  rear  of  the  room  of  office,  carer 
fully  shut  the  door,  and  then  giving 
himself  up  to  the  natural  impatience 
of  his  character,  seized  Pandulfo  by 
the  hand  :  "  Speak  !  "  crieil  he  :  "  do 
they  take  the  interpretation  1 — have 
you  made  it  plain  and  palpable 
enough  ? — has  it  sunk  deep  into  theii 
souls  ] " 

"  Oh,  by  St.  Peter  !  yes  ! "  returned 
the  citizen,  whose  spirits  were  ele- 
vated by  his  recent  discovery  that  he, 
too,  was  an  orator — a  luxurious  pica- 
sure  for  a  timid  man.  "  They  swal- 
lowed every  word  of  the  interpreta- 
tion; they  are  moved  to  the  marrow 
—  you  might  lead  them  this  very  hour 
to  battle,  and  find  them  heroes.  As 
for  the  sturdy  smith — " 

"  What !  Ceeco  del  Vecehio  ? " 
interrupted  Rienzi  :  "  ah,  his  heart 
is  wrought  in  bronze — what  did  lie  ?  " 

"  Why,  he  caught  me  by  the  hem 
of  my  robe  as  1  descended  my  rostrum, 
(oh !  would  you  could  have  seen  me  ! — 
per/ede  I  had  caught  your  mantle  ! — 
I  was  a  second  you  !)  and  said,  weep- 
ing like  a  child,  'Ah,  Signor,  1  air 
but  a  poor  man,  and  of  little  worth  ■ 
but  if  every  drop  of  blood  in  this  body 
were  a  life,  I  would  give  it  for  my 
country ! ' " 

"  Brave  soul,"  said  Rienzi,  with 
emotion  ;  "  would  Rome  had  but  fifty 
such  !  No  man  hath  done  us  more 
good  among  his  own  class  than  Cecco 
del  Vecehio." 

"  They  feel  a  protection  in  his  very 
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said  Pandulfo.  "  It  is  some- 
thing  to  hear  such  big  words  from 
such  a  big  fellow." 

"  Wore  there  any  voices  lifted  in 
disapprobation  of  the  picture  and  its 
sentiment  ? " 

•■  None." 

"  The  trine  is  nearly  ripe,  then — a 
Few  suns  more,  and  the  fruit  must  be 
gathered.  The  Aventine, — the  Late- 
ran, — and  then  the  solitary  trumpet/" 
Thus  saying,  Rienzi,  with  folded  arms 
and  downcast  eyes,  seemed  sunk  into 
a  reverie. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  Paudulfo,  "  I 
had  almost  forgot  to  tell  thee,  that 
Hie  crowd  would  have  poured  them- 
selves hither,  so  impatient  were  they 
to  see  thee ;  but  I  bade  Cccco  del 
Vecchio  mount  the  rostrum,  and  tell 
them,  in  his  blunt  way,  that  it  would 
he  unseemly  at  the  present  time,  when 
thou  wert  engaged  in  the  Capitol  on 
civil  and  holy  affairs,  to  rush  in  so 
great  a  body  into  thy  presence.  Did 
1  not  right  I" 

"  Most  right,  my  Pandulfo." 

"  But  Cecco  del  Vecchio  says  he 
must  come  and  kiss  thy  hand:  and 
thou  mayst  expect  him  here  the 
moment  he  can  escape  unobserved 
from  the  crowd." 

"  Be  is  welcome  1 "  said  Rienzi,  half 
mechanically,  for  In:  was  BtiU  ah 

in  thought. 

"  And,  lol  here  he  is," — as  one  of 
ibea  announced  the  visit  of  the 
smith. 

"Let  him  be  admitted!"  Bald 
Rienzi,  Beating  himself  composedly. 

When  the  huge  Bmith  found  himself 
in  the  pre  ence  of  Etienzi,  it, 
Pandulfo  to  perceive  the  wonderful 
influences  of  mind  o  That 

.ml  sturdy  giant,  who,  in  all 
popular  commotions,  towered  above 

of  iron,  the  r:t.l  1  \  i n lt  poinl 
and  bulwark  of  bin  <>d  aow 

colouring  and   trembling  before   the 
iut^lleet,  which  (so  had  the  eloquent 


spirit  of  Rienzi  waked  and  fanned  the 
spark  which,  till  then,  bad  lain  dor- 
mant in  that  rough  bosom)  might 
almost  be  said  to  have  created  his  own. 
And  he,  indeed,  who  first  arouses  in 
the  bondsman  the  sense  and  soul  of 
freedom,  comes  as  near  as  is  permitted 
to  man,  nearer  than  the  philosopher, 
nearer  even  than  the  poet,  to  the  great 
creative  attribute  of  God  ! — But,  if 
the  breast  be  uneducated,  the  gift  may 
curse  the  giver  ;  and  he  who  passes  at 
once  from  the  slave  to  the  freeman  may 
pass  as  rapidly  from  the  freeman  to 
the  ruffian. 

"  Approach,  my  friend," said  Rienzi, 
after  a  moment's  pause  ;  "  I  know  all 
that  thou  hast,  done,  and  wouldst,  do, 
for  Rome!  Thou  art  worthy  of  hoi 
besi  days,  and  thou  art  born  to  share 
in  their  return." 

The  smith  dropped  at  the  feet  of 
Rienzi,  who  held  out  his  hand  to  raise 
him,  which  Cccco  del  Vecchio  seized, 
and  reverentially  kissed. 

"  This  kiss  does  not  betray,"  said 
Rienzi,  smiling  ;  "  but  rise,  my  friend, 
—  this  posture  is  only  due  to  God  and 
his  saints ! " 

"  He  is  a  saint  who  helps  us  at 
need!"  said  the  smith,  bluntly,  '"and 
loan  has  done  as  thou  hast. 
But  when,''  he  added,  sinking  his 
voice,  and  flying  his  eyes  hard  on 
Rienzi,  ■,   do  who  waits  a 

Bignal  I"  low,  "  when      when 

shall    • 
••  Thou  hast,  jpoki  n  i  i  all  the  brave 

nnn  iii  thy  neighbourhood, — are  they 

well  prepared  i " 
■■  To  live  or  di  ■  a   Ri  inzi  bids  them  !" 
"  I  urn  t  have  i he  I isl     the  at 

ing  i,   this 

"  Thi 

i  man  must  Bign  his  n: 
mark  with  his  own  hand." 
all  he  done." 

"  Then,  harkye  '   attend    Pandulfo 

di  <  luido  at    his  house  thi     6V(  ii'ii-.  at 

lie  shall  iii  ivncr.i 
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to  meet  this  night  somebravchearts; — 
thou  art  worthy  to  I  >e  ranked  amongst 
them.     Thou  wilt  not  fail ! " 

"  By  the  holy  Stairs !  I  will  count 
every  minute  till  then,"  said  the 
smith,  his  swarthy  lace  lighted  with 
pride  at  the  confidence  shown  him. 

"  Meanwhile,  watch  all  your  neigh- 
hours  ;  let  no  man  flag  or  grow  faint- 
hearted,— none  of  thy«friends  must  be 
branded  as  a  traitor  !  " 

"  1  will  cut  1  is  throat,  were  he  my 
own  mothers  son,  it'  1  find  one  pledged 
man  flinch  ! "  said  the  fierce  smith. 

"Ha,  ha!"  rejoined  Rienzi,  with 
that  strange  laugh  which  belonged  to 
him;  "a  miracle!  a  miracle!  The 
Picture  speaks  now ! " 

It  was  already  nearly  dusk  when 
Rienzi  left  the  Capitol.  The  broad 
space  before  its  walls  was  empty  and 
deserted,  and  wrapping  his  mantle 
closely  round  him,  he  walked  mus- 
ingly on. 

"  I  have  almost  climbed  the  height," 
thought  he,  "  and  now  the  precipice 
yawns  before  me.  If  I  fail,  what  a 
fall !  The  last  hope  of  my  country 
falls  with  me.  Never  will  a  noble  ri.^e 
against  the  nobles.  Never  will  another 
plebeian  have  the  opportunities  and 
the  power  that  I  have !  Rome  is 
bound  up  with  me — with  a  single  life. 
The  liberties  of  all  time  are  fixed  to  a 
reed  that  a  wind  may  uproot.  But  oh, 
Providence !  hast  thou  not  reserved 
and  marked  me  for  great  deeds  ! 
How,  Step  by  step,  have  1  been  led  en 
to  this  solemn  enterprise!  How  has 
each  hour  prepared  its  successor !  And 
yet  what  danger  !  if  the  inconstant 
people,  made  cowardly  by  long  thral- 
dom, do  but  waver  in  the  crisis,  I  am 
swept  away  J " 


As  he  spoke,  lie  raised  hie  eyes,  and 
lo,  before  him,  the  first  star  of  twilight 
shone  calmly  down  upon  the  crum- 
bling remnants  of  the  Tarpeian  Rock. 
It  was  no  favouring  omen,  and  Rien- 
zi's  heart  bear  quicker  as  that  dark 
and  ruined  mass  frowned  thus  sud 
deuly  on  his  gaze. 

"  Dread  monument,"  thought  he, 
"  of  what  dark  catastrophes,  to  what 
unknown  schemes,  hast  thou  been  ilie 
witness!  To  how  many  enterprises. 
on  which  history  is  dumb,  hast  i!  \j-i 
set  the  seal !  How  know  we  wbetnel 
they  were  criminal  or  j  ust  ',  lb  in 
know  we  whether  he,  thus  doomed  as 
a  traitor,  would  not,  if  successful,  have 
been  immortalized  as  a  deliverer  i 
If  I  fall,  who  will  write  my  chronicle  \ 
One  of  the  people!  alas!  blinded 
and  ignorant,  they  furnish  forth  no 
minds  that  can  appeal  to  posterity. 
One  of  the  patricians!  in  wh.it, 
colours  then  shall  I  be  painted!  No 
tomb  will  rise  for  me  amidst  the 
wrecks  ;  no  hand  scatter  flowers  upon 
my  grave ! " 

Thus  meditating  on  the  verge  of 
that  mighty  enterprise  to  which  he 
rated  himself,  Rienzi  pursued 
his  way.  He  gained  the  Tiber,  ale! 
paused  for  a  few  moments  beside  its 
legendary  stream,  over  which  tin'  pur- 
ple and  star-lit  heaven  shone  ■ 
down.  He  crossed  the  bridge  which 
leads  to  the  quarter  of  the  Trastevere, 
whose  haughty  inhabitants  yet  boast 
themselves  the  sole  true  descendants 
of  the  ancienl  Romans.  Here  his 
step  grew  quiekor  and  more 
brighter,  if  less  solemn,  thoughts 
crowded  upon  his  breast,  and  am- 
bition, lulled  for  a  moment,  left  hia 
strained  and  over-laboured  mind  to 
the  reign  of  a  softer  passion. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


NINA     M     UASELLI. 


"  I  tell  you,  Lucia,  I  do  not  love 
those  stuffs ;  they  do  not  become  me. 
Saw  you  °ver  so  poor  a  dye? — this 
purple,  indeed !  that  crimson  !  Why 
did  you  let  the  man  leave  them  ? 
Let  him  take  them  elsewhere  to-mor- 
row. They  may  suit  the  signoras  on 
the  other  side  the  Tiber,  who  imagine 
everything  Venetian  must,  be  perfect; 
but  I,  Lucia,  /  see  with  my  own  eyes, 
and  judge  from  my  own  mind." 

"  Ah,  dear  lady,"  said  the  serving- 
maid,  "  if  you  were,  as  you  doubtless 
will  be,  some  time  or  other,  a  grand 
signora,  how  worthily  you  would  wear 
the  honour*!  Santa  Cecilia !  no  other 
dame  in  Rome  would  be  looked  at 
while  the  Lady  Nina  were  by!" 

"  AVould  we  not  teach  them  what 
pomp  was?"  answered  Nina.  "Oh! 
what  festivals  would  wc  hold!  Saw 
you  not  from  the  gallery  the  revels 
given  last  week  by  the  Lady  Giulia 
Hi?" 

•■  Ay,  signora;  and  when  you  walked 

up  the  hall   in  your  silver  and   pearl 

e    ran    Buch    a  murmur 

'  The   Savelli     have    entertained    an 

angel ! ' " 
"Pish!  Lucia;  ao  flattery,  girl." 
"  It  is  naked  truth,  lady.     But  that 

was  a  revel,  was  it  not  !     There  was 

grandeur !— fifty  servitors   in  scarlet 
Idl  and  the  music  playing  all 

the  while.     The  minsi  rels  wore  Bent 

for  from  Bergamo.  I  >i«l  uot  that 
festival  please  you  f  Ah,  1  warrant 
many  were  the  fine  speeches  made  to 
you  that  day  !  " 

•'  Beigho ! — no,  there  was  one  roice 
minting,  and  all  the  music  was  marred. 
But,  girl,  were  /  the  Lady  Giulia,  I 
would  not  have  been  contented  with 
~>  poor  a  revel." 


"  How,  poor !  Why  all  the  nobles 
say  it  outdid  the  proudest  marriage- 
feast  of  the  Colonna.  Nay,  a  Nea- 
politan who  sat  next  me,  and  who  had 
served  under  the  young  Queen  Joanna, 
at  her  marriage,  says,  that  even  Naples 
was  outshone." 

"  That  may  be.  I  know  nought  of 
Naples ;  but  I  know  what  my  court 
should  have  been,  were  I  what — what 
I  am  not,  and  may  never  be !  The 
banquet  vessels  should  have  been  of 
gold  ;  the  cups  jewelled  to  the  brim  ; 
notan  inch  of  the  rude  pavement  should 
have  been  visible ;  all  should  have 
glowed  with  cloth  .of  gold.  The  foun- 
tain in  the  court  should  have  showered 
up  the  perfumes  of  the  East;  my 
pages  should  not  have  been  rough 
youths,  blushing  at  their  own  uncouth- 
ness,  but  fair  hoys,  who  had  not.  told 
their  twelfth  year,  culled  from  the 
daintiest  palaces  of  Borne;  and,  as  for 
the  music,  oh,  Lucia!— each  musician 
should  have  worn  a  chaplet,  and  de- 
served it  ;  and  he  who  played  best 
should  have  had  a  reward,  to  inspire 
all  the  rest — a  rose  from  me.  Saw 
you,  too,  the  Lady  Giulia's  robe? 
What  colours  !  they  might  have  put 
out  the  sun  at  noonday  I — yellow,  and 

blue,   and   Orange,   and   scarlet !      <  >h, 

sweet  Saints  ! — but  my  eyes  ached  all 

xt  day  !  " 

"  Doubtless,  the  Lady  Giulia  lacks 

your  skill  in  the  mixture  of  colours,' 
said  the  complaisant  waiting-woman. 
"  And  then,  too,  what  a  mien  !  no 
royalty  in  it !  Sin-  moved  alon 
hall,  so  that  her  train  well  nigh 
tripped  her  every  moment  ;  and  t  lien 
!.  with  a  foolish  laugh,  '  These 
holyday  robes  arc   bnl    troublesome 

luxuries.1     Troth,  for  the  great  there 
should    be   no    holyday  robes ;   'tis  for 
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myself,  not  for  others,  that  I  would 
attire !  Every  day  should  have  its 
uew  robe,  more  gorgeous  than  the  last; 
— every  day  should  be  a  holyday !  " 

"  Methought,"  said  Lucia,  "  that 
Jie  Lord  Giovanni  Oreini  seemed  very 
devoted  to  my  Lady." 

"  He  !  the  bear  !  " 

"  Bear,  he  may  be !  but  he  has  a 
costly  skin.     His  riches  are  untold." 

"  And  the  fool  knows  not  how  to 
Bpend  them." 

"  Was  not  that  the  young  Lord 
Adrian  who  spoke  to  you  just  by  the 
columns,  where  the  music  played  ? " 

"  It  might  be, — I  forget." 

"  Yet,  I  hear  that  few  ladies  forget 
when  Lord  Adrian  di  Castello  woos 
them." 

"  There  was  but  one  man  whose 
company  seemed  to  me  worth  the 
recollection,"  answered  Nina,  unheed- 
ing the  insinuation  of  the  artful  hand- 
maid. 

"  And  who  was  he  1 "  asked  Lucia. 

"  The  old  scholar  from  Avignon !  " 

"  What !  he  with  the  gray  beard  1 
Oh,  Signora ! " 

"  Yes,"  said  Nina,  with  a  grave  and 
sad  voice;  "when  he  spoke,  the  whole 
scene  vanished  from  my  eyes, — for  he 
spoke  to  me  of  Him  !  " 

As  she  said  this,  the  Signora  sighed 
deeply,  and  the  tears  gathered  to  her 
eyes. 

The  waiting-woman  raised  her  lips 
in  disdain,  and  her  looks  in  wonder; 
but  she  did  not  dare  to  venture  areply. 

"Open the  lattice," said  Nina, after 
a  pause,  "and  give  me  yon  paper. 
Not  that,  girl — but  the  vers 
me  yesterday.  What !  art  thou  Ita- 
lian, and  dost  thou  not  know,  by 
instinct,  that  I  spoke  of  the  rhyme  of 
Petrarch  V 

Seated     by    the    open    casement, 
through  which   the   moonlight  stole 
soft  and  sheen,  with  one  lamp 
her,  from  which  she  seemed  I 
her  eyes,  though  in  reality  shi 
to  hide  her  countenance  from  Lucia, 


the  young  Signora  appeared  absorbed 
in  one  of  those  tender  sonnets  which 
then  turned  the  brains  and  inflamed 
the  hearts  of  Italy.* 

Born  of  an  impoverished  house, 
which,  though  boasting  its  descent 
from  a  considar  race  of  Rome,  scarcely 
at  that  day  maintained  a  rank 
amongst  the  inferior  order  of  nobility, 
Nina  di  Raselli  was  the  spoiled  child 
— the  idol  and  the  tyrant — of  her 
parents.  The  energetic  and  self-willed 
character  of  her  mind  made  her  rule 
where  she  should  have  obeyed  ;  and  as 
in  all  ages  dispositions  can  conquer 
custom,  she  had,  though  in  a  clime 
and  land  where  the  young  and  un- 
married of  her  sex  are  usually  chained 
and  fettered,  assumed,  and  by  assum- 
ing won,  the  prerogative  of  independ 
ence.  She  possessed,  it  is  true,  more 
learning  and  more  genius  than  gene- 
rally fell  to  the  share  of  women  in 
that  day ;  and  enough  of  both  to  be 
deemed  a  miracle  by  her  parents ; — 
she  had,  also,  what  they  valued  more, 
a  surpassing  beauty  ;  and,  what  t  hey 
feared  more,  an  indomitable  haughti- 
ness ; — a  haughtiness  mixed  with  a 
thousand  soft  and  endearing  qualities 
where  she  loved;  and  which,  indeed, 
where  she  loved,  seemed  to  vanish. 
At  once  vain  yet  high-minded,  re- 
solute yet  impassioned,  there  was  a 
gorgeous  magnificence  in  her  very 
vanity  and  splendour, — an  ideality  in 
her  waywardness :  her  defects  made 
a  part  of  her  brilliancy  ;  without,  them 
she  would  have  seemed  less  woman  ; 
and,  knowing  her,  you  would  have 
compared  all  women  by  her  standard) 

*  Although  it  is  true  that  the  love  sou- 
nets  nf  Petrarch  were  not  then,  as  now,  the 
most  esteemed  of  his  works,  yet  it  lias  been 
a  great,  though  a  common  error,  to  repre- 
sent them  as  little  known  and  coldly  ad- 
mired. Their  effect  was,  in  reality,  pro- 
nd  Universal.  Every  ballad-singer 
sung  them  in  the  streets,  and  (says  Filippo 
Villain),  "  Gravissimi  nesciebant  abstinere" 
— "  K\  en  the  gravest  o>uld  not  abstain  from 
them." 
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Softer  qualities  beside  her  seemed  not 
more  charming,  but  more  insipid. 
Sne  had  no  vulgar  ambition,  for  she 
had  obstinately  refused  many  al- 
liances which  the  daughter  of  Raselli 
could  scarcely  have  hoped  to  form. 
Tne  untutored  minds  and 
power  of  the  Roman  nobles  seemed  to 
her  imagination,  which  was  full  of  the 
poetry  of  rank,  its  luxury  and  its 
graces,  as  something  barbarous  and 
revolting,  at  once  to  be  dreaded  and 

!.  She  had,  therefore,  passed 
her  twentieth  year  unmarried,  but 
not  without  love.     The  faults,  them- 

of  her  character,  elevated  that 
ideal  of  love  which  she  had  formed. 
She  required  some  being  round  whom 
all  her  vainer  qualities  could  rally  ; 
she  felt  that  where  she  loved  she  must 
adore ;  she  demanded  no  common  idol 
before  which  to  humble  so  strong  and 
imperious  a  mind.  Unlike  women  of 
a  gentler  mould,  who  desire,  for  a 
short  period,  to  exercise  the  caprices 
n!'  swi  el  empire, — when  she  loved  she 
must  cease  to  command;  and  pride, 
at  nnce,  be  hnmbled  to  devotion.  So 
rare  were  the  qualities  that  could 
attract  her;  so  imperiously  did  her 
haughtiness  require  that  those  quali- 
"idd  be  above  her  own,  yet  of 
the  same  order;  that  her  love  elevated 

cl  like  a  god.     Accustomed  to 
felt  all  the  luxurj 
venerate!     And  if  it  were  her  lot  to 
be   united   with  one   ti 
nature  was  that    which    D 

I  by  the  nature  thai    ;. 
on.    For  her  beauty  -  R<  adei . 

•  r  Lro  to  Rome,  thou  wilt  Bee 
in  the  Capitol  the  picture  of  the  Co- 
ma an    Sibyl,   which,  often    copied,    DO 

copj    c  inOy  repre  i 

I  thee,  mistake  not  this  sib}  1 

for  another,  for  the  Roman  galleries 
abound  in  «i  by  Is.*      The  Sibyl  I  •' 

•  The  siliyl  referred  to  >■  the  ire] 
Me  >j  Domenicbino.    Aa  ;<  mere 
art,  iii.it   by  Quercino,  called  tbe  Persian 


of  is  dark,  and  the  face  has  an  Eastern 
cast ;  the  robe  and  turban,  gorgeous 
though  they  be,  grow  dim  before  the 
rich,  but  transparent  roses  of  the 
cheek;  the  hair  would  be  black,  save 
for  that  golden  glow  which  mellows  it 
to  a  hue  and  lustre  never  seen  but  in 
the  south,  and  even  in  the  south  most 
rare  ;  the  features,  not  Grecian,  are  yet 
faultless ;  the  mouth,  the  brow,  the 
ripe  and  exquisite  contour,  all  are 
human  and  voluptuous  ;  the  expres- 
sion, the  aspect,  is  something  more  ; 
the  form  is,  perhaps,  too  full  for  the 
perfection  of  loveliness,  for  the  pro- 
portions of  sculpture,  for  the  delicacy 
of  Athenian  models;  but  the  luxu- 
riant fault  has  a  majesty.  Gaze  long 
upon  that,  picture  :  it,  charms,  yet 
commands,  the  eye.  While  you  gaze, 
you  call  back  five  centuries.  You  see 
before  you  the  breathing  image  of 
Nina  di  Raselli ! 

But  it  was  not  those  ingenious  and 
elaborate  conceits  in  which  Petrarch. 
great  I 'set  though  he  be,  has  so  often 
mistaken  pedantry  for  passion,  that 
absorbed  at  that  moment  tbe  attention 

autifulNina.  Her  eyes  rested 
not  on  the  page,  but  on  the  garden 
that  stretched  below  the  casement. 
Over  the  old  fruit-trees  and    i 

II  the  moonshine :  and  in  the 
centre  of  the  green,  hut  half-neg 

ie  waters  of  a  8m all  and  circu- 
lar fountain,  whose  perfect  propor- 
tions spoke  ofdays  long  passed,  played 
larkled  in  the  starlight.  The 
scene  was  still  and  beautiful;  but 
neither  of  its  stillm  beauty 

Nina:     towards    one,     tbo 

t  and  most  rugged,  spot  in 
the  whole  garden,  turned  her  gaze; 
there,  the  trees  stood  densely  massed 

i  jollier,  and  shut  from  view  the  low 
hut    heavy    wall    which    encircled    the 

mansion  of  Raselli.     The  boughs  on 

■  iliyl,   in  tie-  same   ooDection,   i*   j>i-rliv>e 

Superior  ;   bnl   in  beauty,  in  • 
is  no  eoDHJuriHon. 
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Ihose  trees  stirred  gently,  but  Nina 
saw  them  wave ;  and  now  from  the 
eopse  emerged,  slowly  and  cautiously, 
a  solitary  figure,  whose  shadow  threw 
itaelf,  long  and  dark,  over  the  sward. 
It  approached  the  window,  and  a  low 
voice  breathed  Nina's  name. 

"  Quick,  Lucia !  "  cried  she,  breath- 
lessly, turning  to  her  handmaid  : 
"  quick  !  the  rope-ladder  !  it  is  he !  he 
is  come  !  How  slow  you  are  !  haste, 
girl, — he  may  be  discovered  !  There, 
— 0  joy, — 0  joy ! — My  lover !  my 
hero  !  my  Rienzi !  " 

"  It  is  you  ! "  said  Rienzi,  as,  now 
entering  the  chamber,  he  wound  his 
arms  around  her  half-averted  form, 
"  and  what  is  night  to  others  is  day 
to  me ! " 

The  first  sweet  moments  of  welcome 
were  over ;  and  Rienzi  was  seated  at 
the  feet  of  his  mistress  :  his  head 
rested  on  her  knees — his  face  looking 
up  to  hers — their  hands  clasped  each 
in  each. 

"  And  for  me  thou  bravest  these 
dangers  ! "  said  the  lover ;  "  the 
shame  of  discovery,  the  wrath  of 
thy  parents ! " 

"But  what  are  my  perils  to  thine] 
Oh,  Heaven  !  if  my  father  found  thee 
here  thou  wouldst  die  !  " 

"He  would  think  it  then  ■ 
a  humiliation,  that  thou,  beautiful 
Nina,  who  mightst  match  with  the 
haughtiest  names  of  Rome,  shouldst 
waste  thy  love  on  a  plebeian — even 
though  the  grandson  of  an  emper&r  !  " 

The  proud  heart  of  Nina  could 
sympathize  well  with  the  wounded 
pride  of  her  lover  :  she  detected  the 
soreness  which  lurked  beneath  his 
answer,  carelessly  as  it  was  uttered. 

"  Hast  thou  not  told  me,"  she  said, 
"  of  that  great  Marius,  who  was  no 
noble,  but  from  whom  the  loftiest 
Colonna  would  rejoice  to  claim  his 
descent?  and  do  I  not  know  in  thee 
one  who  shall  yet  eclipse  the  power 
Marius,  unsullied  by  his  vices?" 
Delicious     Battery!    Bweet    pro- 


phet ! "  said  Rienzi,  with  a  melan- 
choly smile ;  "  never  were  thy  support- 
ing promises  of  the  future  more 
welcome  to  me  than  now ;  for  to  tb.ee 
I  will  say  what  I  would  utter  to  none 
else — my  soul  half  sinks  beneath  the 
mighty  burthen  I  have  heaped  upon 
it.  I  want  new  courage  as  the  dread 
hour  approaches  ;  and  from  thy  words 
and  looks  I  drink  it." 

"  Oh  ! "  answered  Nina,  blushing 
as  she  spoke,  "  glorious  is  indeed  the 
lot  which  I  have  bought  by  my  love 
for  thee:  glorious  to  share  thy 
schemes,  to  cheer  thee  in  doubt,  to 
whisper  hope  to  thee  in  danger." 

"And give  grace  to  me  in  triumph  !" 
added  Rienzi,  passionately.  "  Ah  ! 
should  the  future  ever  place  upon 
these  brows  the  laurel-wreath  due  to 
one  who  has  saved  his  country,  what 
joy,  what  recompence,  to  lay  it  at  thy 
feet!  Perhaps,  in  those  long  and 
solitary  hours  of  languor  and  exhaus- 
tion which  fill  up  the  interstices  of 
time, — the  dull  space  for  sober 
thought  between  the  epochs  of  excit- 
ing action,— perhaps  1  should  have 
failed  and  flagged,  and  renounced 
even  my  dreams  for  Rome,  had  they 
not  been  linked  also  with  my  dreams 
for  thee  ! — had  I  not  pictured  to  my- 
self the  hour  when  my  fate  should 
elevate  me  beyond  my  birth ;  when 
thy  sire  would  deem  it  no  disgrace  to 
give  thee  to  my  arms :  when  thou, 
too,  shouldst  stand  amidst,  the  dames 
of  Rome,  more  honoured,  as  more 
beautiful,  than  all ;  and  when  I  should 
see  that  pomp,  which  my  own  soul 
disdains,*  made  dear  and  grateful  to 
me  because  associated  with  thee! 
Yes,  it  is  these  thoughts  that  have  in- 
spired me,  when  sterner  ones  have 
shrunk  back  appalled  from  the 
spectres    that    surround    their  goal. 

*  "Quem  semner  abhorrui  sicut  oenum  " 
is  the  expression  used  by  Rienzi,  in  his  let- 
ter to  his  friend  at  Avignon,  and  which  wns 
probably  sincere.  Men  rarely  act  aeondins 
ti>  Hi.'  bias  of  their  own  tastes. 
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And  oh!  my  Nina,  sacred,  strong, 
enduring  must  be,  indeed,  the  love 
which  live?  in  the  same  pure  and  ele- 
vated air  as  that  which  sustains  my 
hopes  of  liberty  and  fame  !  " 

This  was  the  language  which,  more 
even  than  the  vows  of  fidelity  and  the 
dear  adulation  which  springs  from 
the  heart's  exuberance,  had  bound 
the  proud  and  vain  soul -of  Nina  to 
the  chains  that  it  so  willingly  wore. 
Perhaps,  indeed,  in  the  absence  of 
Rienzi,  her  weaker  nature  pictured  to 
herself  the  triumph  of  humbling  the 
high-born  signoras,  and  eclipsing  the 
barbarouB  magnificence  of  the  chiefs 
of  Home  :  but  in  his  presence,  and 
listening  to  his  more  elevated  and 
generous  ambition,  as  yet  all  unsul- 
lied by  one  private  feeling  save  the 
hope  of  her,  her  higher  sympathies 
were  enlisted  with  his  schemes,  her 
mind  aspired  to  raise  itself  to  the 
height  of  bis,  and  she  thought  less  of 
her  own  rise  than  of  his  glory.  It- 
was  sweet  to  her  pride  to  be  the  sole 
confidante  of  his  most  secret  thoughts, 
as  of  his  most  hardy  undertakings  ; 
to  see  bared  before  her  that  intricate 
and  plotting  spirit;  to  he  admitted 
i  the  knowledge  of  its  doubts 
and  weakness,  as  of  its  heroism  and 

Nothing  conld  he  more  contrasted 

than  the  love-  of  Rienzi  and  Nina, 
and  those  of  Adrian  and  Irene:  in 
the  latter,  all  were  the  dreams,  the 
ill';  extravagance,  of 
youth;  they  never  talked  of  the 
future ;  they  mingled  ii"  oth 

■  f  love.  Ambition, 
glory,  the  world's  high  objects,  were 
nothing  to  them  when  together; 
their   love    had  up    the 

world,   ami  left  nothing   viail 
neath  the  sun,  save  itself.     Hut  the 
passion    of  Nina  and    her   lover   was 
that  of  more  complicated  natures  and 


more  mature  years  :  it  was  made  up 
of  a  thousand  feelings,  each  naturally 
severed  from  each,  but  compelled  into 
one  focus  by  the  mighty  concentra- 
tion of  love;  their  talk  was  of  the 
world ;  it  was  from  the  world  that 
they  drew  the  aliment  which  sus- 
tained it;  it  was  of  the  future  they 
spoke  and  thought ;  of  its  dreams 
and  imagined  glories  they  made 
themselves  a  home  and  altar;  their 
love  had  in  it  more  of  the  Intellectual 
than  that  of  Adrian  and  Irene;  it  was 
more  fitted  for  this  hard  earth ;  it  had 
in  it,  also,  more  of  the  leaven  of  the 
later  and  iron  days,  and  less  of  poetry 
and  the  first  golden  age- 

"  And  must  thou  leave  me  now?" 
said  Nina,  her  cheek  no  more  averted 
from  his  lips,  nor  her  form  from  his 
parting  emhrace.  "  The  moon  is  high 
yet;  it  is  but  a  little  hour  thou  hast 
given  me." 

"An  hour!  Alas!"  said  Rienzi, 
"  it  is  near  upon  midnight — our 
friends  await  me." 

"Go,  then,  my  soul's  best  half! 
go;  Nina  shall  not  detain  thee  one 
moment  from  those  higher  objects 
which  make  thee  so  dear  to  Nina. 
When— when  shall  we  meet  again  !  " 

"  Not,"  said  Rienzi,  proudly,  and 
with  all  his  soul  upon  his  brow,  "not 
thus,  by  stealth  !  no!  nor  as  I  thus 
have  met  thee,  the  obscure  and  con- 
temned bondsman  !     When  next  thou 

seest  mi',  it  shall  he  at,  the  head  of  the 

sons  of  Rome  !  her  champion  !  her 
restorer!   or "   said  he,  sinking 

I  re 

"There  is  no  or!"  interrupted 
Nina,  weaving   her   arms   round  him, 

and  catching  his  enthusiasm ;"  thou 
has!  uttered  thine  own  destiny  ! " 

"One  kiss  more!  farewell! — the 
tenth  day  from  the  morrow  shines 
upon  the  restoration  of  Rome  ! " 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


THE    STRANGE    ADVENTCRKS    THAT    BEFEL    WALTER    I)E    MONTREAL. 


It  was  upon  that  same  evening,  and 
while  the  earlier  stars  yet  shone  over 
the  city,  that  Walter  de  Montreal,  re- 
turning, alone,  to  the  convent  then 
associated  with  the  church  of  Santa 
Maria  del  Priorata  (both  of  which 
belonged  to  the  Knights  of  the  Hos- 
pital, and  in  the  first  of  which  Mon- 
treal had  taken  his  lodgment),  paused 
amidst  the  ruins  and  desolation  which 
lay  around  his  path.  Though  little 
skilled  in  the  classic  memories  and 
associations  of  the  spot,  he  could  not 
but  be  impressed  with  the  surround- 
ing witnesses  of  departed  empire; 
the  vast  skeleton,  as  it  were,  of  the 
dead  giantess. 

"  Now,"  thought  he,  as  he  gazed 
around  upon  the  roofless  columns  and 
shattered  walls,  everywhere  visible, 
over  which  the  starlight  shone,  ghastly 
and  transparent,  backed  by  the  frown- 
ing and  embattled  fortresses  of  the 
Frangipani,  half  hid  by  the  dark 
foliage  that  sprung  up  amidst  the 
very  fanes  and  palaces  of  old — Nature 
exulting  over  the  frailer  Art;  "now," 
thought  he,  "  bookmen  would  be  in- 
spired, by  this  scene,  with  fantastic 
and  dreaming  visions  of  the  past. 
But  to  me  these  monuments  of  high 
ambition  and  royal  splendour  cr'eate 
only  images  of  the  future.  Home  may 
yet  be,  with  her  seven-billed  diadem, 
as  Rome  has  been  before,  the  prize  of 
the  strongest  hand  and  the  boldest 
ttarrior, —  revived,  not  by  her  own 
degenerate  sons,  but  the  infused  blood 
of  a  new  race.  William  the  Dastard 
could  scarce  have  found  the  hardy 
Englishere  so  easy  a  conquest  as  Wal- 
ter the  Well-born  may  find  these 
eunuch  Romans.  Ami  which  conquest 
were  the  more  glorious, —  the  barbarous 
Isle,  or  the  Metropolis  of  the  World? 


Short  step  from  the  general  to  t lie 
podesta — shorter  step  from  the  podesta 
to  the  king !" 

While  thus  revolving  his  wild,  vet 
not  altogether  chimerical  ambition,  a 
quick  light  step  was  heard  amidst  the 
long  herbage,  and,  looking  up,  Mon- 
treal perceived  the  figure  of  a  lull 
female  descending  from  that  part  of 
the  hill  then  covered  by  many  con- 
vents, towards  thebaseof  the  A  ventine. 
She  supported  her  steps  with  a  long 
staff,  and  moved  with  such  elasticity 
and  erectness,  that  now,  as  her  face 
became  visible  by  the  starlight,  it  was 
surprising  to  perceive  that  it  was  the 
face  of  one  advanced  in  years,  —  a 
harsh,  proud  countenance,  withered, 
and  deeply  wrinkled,  but  not  without 
a  certain  regularity  of  outline. 

"  Merciful  Virgin!"  cried  Montreal, 
starting  back  as  that  face  gleamed 
upon  him  :  "  is  it  possible  ?  It  is  she ! 
— it  is " 

He  sprung  forward,  and  stood  right 
before  the  old  woman,  who  seemed 
equally  surprised,  though  more  dis- 
mayed, at  the  sight  of  Montreal. 

"I  have  sought  thee  for  years," 
said  the  Knight,  first  breaking  the 
silence  ;  "  years,  long  years,  —  thy 
conscience  can  tell  thee  why." 

"Mine,  man  of  blood!"  cried  the 
female,  trembling  with  rage  or  fear ; 
"d&reBtthou  talk  of  conscience?  Thou, 
the  dishonourer  —  the  robber  —  the 
professed  homicide!  Thou,  disgrace 
to  knighthood  and  to  birth  !  Thou, 
with  the  cross  of  chastity  and  of  peaco 
upon  thy  breast!  Thou  talk  of  con- 
science, hypocrite  ! — thou  ?" 

"Lady  —  lady!"  said  Montreal, 
deprecatingly,  and  almost  quailing 
beneath  the  fiery  passion  of  that, feeble 
woman,  "  I  have  sinned  against  thee 
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and  thine.  But  remember  all  my 
excuses! — early  love — fatal  obstacles 
— rash  vow— irresistible  temptation  ! 
Perhaps,"  he  added,  in  a  more 
haughty  tone,  "  perhaps,  yet,  I  may 
have  the  power  to  atone  my  error, 
and  wring,  with  mailed  hand,  from 
the  successor  of  St.  Peter,  who  hath 
power  to  loose  as  to  bind " 

"  Perjured  and  abandoned!"  in- 
terrupted the  female  ;  "  dost  thou 
dream  that  violence  can  purchase  ab- 
solution, or  that  thou  canst  ever  atone 
the  past?— a  noble  name  disgraced, 
a  father's  broken  heart  and  dying 
curse  !  Y"es,  that  curse,  I  hear  it  now  ! 
it  rings  upon  me  thrillingly,  as  when 
I  watched  the  expiring  clay  .'  it  cleaves 
to  thee — it  pursues  thee — it  shall 
pierce  thee  through  thy  corselet-  -  it 
shall  smite  thee  in  the  meridian  of 
thy  power !  Genius  wasted  ambi- 
tion blasted — penitence  deferred — a 
life  of  brawls,  and  a  death  of  shame 
— thy  destruction  the  offspring  of  thy 
crime  ! — To  this,  to  this,  an  old  man's 
curse  hath  doomed  thee  ! — And  thou 
akt  doomed  !" 

These  words  were  rather  shrieked 
than  spoken  :  and  the  Hashing  eye, 
the  lifted  band,  the  dilated  form  of 
the  speaker—  the  hour — the  solitude 
of  the  ruins  around — ail  conspired  to 
■  the  fearful  execration  the 
character  of  prophecy.    The 

■  irhose  undaunted  b/easl  a  hun- 
dred Bpeare  bad  shivered  in  vain,  fell 
appalled  and  bumbled  to 

nounccr's  robe,  and  cried,  in  a  choked 
ind  hollow  voice, 
me  !" 

•  Id  the  unrelenting 

''  h.'L-t   thou    ever   spired    mail 

iii  thy  hatred,  or  woman  in  thj  lust  I 

roucb 
crouch  1—  wild  beast  aa  thou  art! 
whose  sleek  bkiu  and  beautiful  hues 
have  taught  the  unwary  to  be  blind 
to  the  talons  that  rend,  and  the 
our; — crouch,  that 


the  foot  of  the  old  and  impotent  may 
spurn  thee ! " 

"  Hag  !"  cried  Montreal,  in  the  re- 
action of  sudden  fury  and  maddened 
pride,  springing  up  to  the  full  height  of 
his  stature.  "  Hag!  thou  hast  passed 
the  limits  to  which,  remembering  who 
thou  art,  my  forbearance  gave  thee 
licence.  I  had  well-nigh  forgot  that 
thou  hadst  assumed  my  part — /  am 
the  Accuser  !  Woman! — the  boy! — 
shrink  not  !  equivocate  not, !  lie  not  ! 
— thou  wert  the  thief!" 

"I  was.     Thou  taughtest  me  the 
•i  how  to  steal  a " 

"Render — restore  him!"  interrupted 
Montreal,  stamping  on  the  ground 
with  such  force  that  the  splinters  of 
the  marble  fragments  on  which  he 
stood  shivered  under  bis  armed  heel. 

The  woman  little  heeded  a  violence 
at  which  the  fiercest  warrior  of  Italy 
might  have  trembled  ;  but  she  did 
not  make  an  immediate  answer.  The 
character  of  her  countenance 
from  passion  into  an  expression  of 
grave,  intent, and  melancholy  thought 
At  length  she  replied  to  Montreal; 
whose  hand  had  wandered  to  bis  dag- 
ger-hilt, with  the  instinct  of  long 
habit,  whenever  enraged  or  thwarted, 
rather  than  from  any  design  of  blood  ; 
which,  Btern  and  vindictive  as  lie' was, 
he  would  have  been  incapable  of  form- 
any  woman, — much  less 
against  'be  one  then  before  him. 

"  Walter  de  .Montreal,"  said  she,  in 
o  calm  that  it  almost  sounded 

iil. i-  that  of  compassion,  "  the  bo_\,  I 
think,   ha.-  never   known   brother  or 

I  he  only  child  ofaonce  I 

ami  lordly  race,  on  both  sides,  though 

i  both  dishonoured — nay,  why 

so  impatient!    thou  wilt  soon    learn 

the  worst—  the  boj  is  dead  '" 

••  I  lead  '  '   repeated    .Montreal,   ro 

coiling  and  growing  pale;   "dead!- 
no,   no      ay    0"'    that  !      He   has   a 
mother,-    von  know  he  has  |—  ,    fond, 
d,  anxious,  hoping  mother1 

no,  lie  i.-  not  dead  I" 
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"  Thou  canst  feel,  then,  for  a 
mother?"  said  the  old  woman,  seem- 
ingly touched  by  the  tone  of  the  Pro- 
vencal. "  Yet,  bethink  thee  ;  is  it  not 
better  that  the  grave  should  save  him 
from  a  life  of  riot,  of  bloodshed,  and 
of  crime  1  Better  to  sleep  with  God 
than  to  wake  with  the  fiends  ! " 

"  Dead!"  echoed  Montreal ;  "dead  ! 
— the  pretty  one  ! — so  young  ! — those 
eyes — the  mother's  eyes — closed  so 
soon  ? " 

"  Hast  thou  aught  else  to  say  ?  Thy 
sight  scares  my  very  womanhood  from 
my  soul ! — let  me  be  gone." 

"  Dead  ! — may  I  believe  thee  ?  or 
dost  thou  mock  me']  Thou  hast 
uttered  thy  curse,  hearken  to  my 
warning : — If  thou  hast  lied  in  this, 
thy  last  hour  shall  dismay  thee,  and 
thy  death-bed  shall  be  the  death-bed 
of  despair  ! " 

"  Thy  lips,"  replied  the  female,  with 
a  scornful  smile,  "  are  better  adapted 
for  lewd  vows  to  unhappy  maidens, 
than  for  the  denunciations  which 
sound  solemn  only  when  coming  from 
the  good.     Farewell ! " 

"Stay!  inexorable  woman!  stay! 
— where  sleeps  he  ?  Masses  shall  be 
sung!  priests  skill  pray! — the  sins 
of  the  father  shall  not  be  visited  on 
that  young  head  ! " 

"At  Florence!"  returned  the  woman, 
hastily.  "  But  no  stone  records  the 
departed  one  ! — The  dead  boy  had  no 
name !" 

Waiting  for  no  further  question- 
ings, the  woman  now  passed  on, — 
pursued  her  way ; — and  the  long 
"lerbage,  and  the  windii 
soon  snatched  her  ill-omened  appari- 
tion from  the  desolate  landscape. 

Montreal,  thus  alone,  sunk  with  a 
deep  and  heavy  sigh  upon  the  ground, 
covered  his  face  with  liis  hands,  and 
burst  into  an  agony  of  grief ;  hi 
heaved,  his  whole  frame  trembled, 
and  he  wept  and  sobbed  aloud,  with 
all  the  fearful  vehemence  of  a  man 
whose  passions  arc  strong  and  fierce, 


but  to  whom  the  violence  of  grief 
alone  is  novel  and  unfamiliar. 

He  remained  thus,  prostrate  and 
unmanned,  for  a  considerable  time, 
growing  slowly  and  gradually  more 
calm  as  tears  relieved  his  emotion ; 
and,  at  length,  rather  indulging  a 
gloomy  reverie  than  a-  passionate  grief. 
The  moon  was  high  and  the  hour  late 
when  he  arose,  and  then  few  traces  of 
the  paat  excitement  remained  upon 
his  countenance  ;  for  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal was  not  of  that  mould  in  which 
woe  can  force  a  settlement,  or  to 
which  any  affliction  can  bring  the 
continued  and  habitual  melancholy 
that  darkens  those  who  feel  more 
enduringly,  though  with  emotions 
less  stormy.  His  were  the  elements 
of  the  true  Franc  character,  though 
carried  to  excess :  his  sternest  and 
his  deepest  qualities  were  mingled 
with  fickleness  and  caprice ;  his  pro- 
found sagacity  often  frustrated  by  a 
whim ;  his  towering  ambition  deserted 
for  some  frivolous  temptation ;  and 
his  elastic,  sanguine,  and  high-spirited 
nature,  faithful  only  to  the  desire  o. 
military  glory,  to  the  poetry  of  a 
dating  and  stormy  life,  and  to  the 
Ibilities  of  that  tender  passion 
without,  whose  colourings  no  portrait 
of  chivalry  is  complete,  and  in  which 
he  was  capable  of  a  sentiment,  a  ten- 
derness, and  a  loyal  devotion,  which 
could  hardly  have  been  supposed  com- 
patible with  his  reckless  levity  and 
hie  undisciplined  career. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  as  he  rose  slowly, 
folded  his  mantle  round  him,  and 
resumed  his  way,  "it.  was  no!  for 
myself  I  grieved  thus.  But  the  pang 
is  past,  and  the  worst  is  known. 
Now,  then,  back  be  those  things  thai 
never  die  -restless  projects  and  daring 
schemes.  Thai  hag's  curse  keeps  my 
blood  cold  still,  and  this  solitude  has 
something  in  it  weird  and  awful. 
Ha! — what  sudden  light  is  that?" 

The  light  which  caught  Montreal's 
eye  broke  forth  almost  like  a  star, 
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scarcely  larger,  indeed,  but  more  red 
and  intense  in  its  ray.  Of  itself  it 
was  nothing1  uncommon,  and  might 
have  shone  either  from  convent  or 
cottage.  But  it  streamed  from  a  part 
of  the  Aventine  which  contained  no 
habitations  of  the  living,  but  only  the 
empty  rains  and  shattered  porticoes, 
of  which  even  the  names  and  memo- 
ries of  the  ancient  inhabitants  were 
dead.  Aware  of  this,  Montreal  felt 
a  slight  awe  (as  the  beam  threw  its 
steady  light  over  the  dreary  land- 
scape) ;  for  he  was  not  without  the 
knightly  superstitions  of  the  age,  and 
it  was  now  the  witching  hour  conse- 
crated to  ghost  and  spirit.  But  tear, 
whether  of  this  world  or  the  next, 
could  not  long  daunt  the  mind  of  the 
hardy  freebooter;  and,  after  a  short 
hesitation,  he  resolved  to  make  a 
digression  from  his  way,  and  ascertain 
the  cause  of  the  phenomenon.  Uncon- 
Bciously,  the  martial  tread  of  the 
barbarian  passed  over  the  site  of  the 
famed,  or  infamous,  Temple  of  Isis, 
which  had  once  witnessed  those  j 
wildest  orgies  commemorated  by 
Juvenal :  ami  came  at  last  to  a  thick 
and  dark  copse,  from  an  opening  in 
the  centre  of  which  gleamed  th 
terious  light.  Penetrating  th< 
foliage,  the  knight  now  found  him- 
self before  a  large  ruin,  grey  and 
from  within  which  rami;, 
indistinct  ami  muffled,  the  Bound  of 

a  rent  in  the  wall, 
forming  a  kind    of   ca 

t  from  the  ground,  the 

irer  the  matted  and 
rank  soil,  embedded,  a 

of  shade,  and  streaming 
through  a  mouldering  portico  hard  at 
hand.  The  Provencal  stood,  though 
1:-  1.0'' .-.  ii  not,  "ii  the  \'  rj  place 
once  '-.in-,  crated  by  the  Temple  :  the 
Portico  and  i1h  Liibrarj  of  Liberty 
.th     :ust  public  library  instituted  in 

'I'he'    wall     of    I  he    ruin    was 

■  i    with   innumerable    creepers 
■md  wild  id,  and  it  required 


but  little  agility  on  the  part  of  Mon- 
treal, by  the  help  of  these,  to  raise 
himself  to  the  height  of  the  aper- 
ture, and,  concealed  by  the  luxuriant 
foliage,  to  gaze  within.  He  saw  a 
table,  lighted  with  tapers,  in  the 
centre  of  which  was  a  crucifix ;  a 
dagger,  unsheathed ;  an  open  scroll, 
which  the  event  proved  to  be  of  sacred 
character  ;  and  a  brazen  bowl.  About 
a  hundred  men,  in  cloaks,  and  with 
black  vizards,  stood  motionless  around  ; 
and  one,  taller  than  the  rest,  without 
disguise  or  mask — whose  pale  brow 
and  stern  features  seemed  by  that 
light  yet  paler  and  yet  more  stern — 
appeared  to  be  concluding  some 
address  to  his  companions. 

"  les,"  -aid  he,  "  in  the  church  of 
the  Lateran  I  will  make  the  last 
appeal  to  the  people.  Supported  by 
the  Vicar  of  the  Pope,  myself  an  officer 
of  the  Pontiff,  it  will  be  seen  that,  Re- 
ligion and  Liberty — the  heroes  and 
the  martyrs — are  united  in  one  cause. 
After  that  time,  words  are  idle  :  actior 
must  begin.  By  this  crucifix  I  pledge 
my  faith,  on  this  blade  I  devote  my 
life,  to  the  regeneration  of  Rome ! 
And  you  (then  no  need  for  mask  or 
mantle  !),  when  the  solitary  trump  is 
heard,  when  the  solitary  horseman  is 
seen, — you,  swear  to  rally  round  the 
standard  of  the  Republic,  and  resist, 
-  -with  heart  and  hand,  with  life  and 
soul,  in  defiance  of  death,  and  in  hope 
imption — -the  arms  of  the  op- 

"  We  swear — weswear!"  exclaimed 

every  voice  :  and,  crowding  toward 
:id  weapon,  Hie  tapers  were 
i  \,y  tlie  in  throng, 

..lid    Montreal  Could    UOl    perceive  the 

ceremony,  nor  hear  the  muttered  foi 

inula  of  tl atfa  :    hut   In    COUl 

that   the  rile  then   common  t"  COU  pi- 

1  i  and  which  required  each  con 

spirator  t"  Bhed  u ■  drop  of  his  own 

blood,  in  token   that    Hie  it'll'  nraa 

d.-\  iiled     In     the     en  ;  ad    UOt 

been  omitted,  when,  the  group  again 
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receding,  the  same  figure  as  before 
had  addressed  the  meeting,  holding 
on  high  the  bowl  with  both  hands, — 
while  from  the  left  arm,  which  was 
bared,  the  blood  weltered  slowly,  and 
trickled,  drop  by  drop,  upon  the 
ground, — said,  in  a  solemn  voice  and 
up-turned  eyes : 

"  Amidst  the  ruins  of  thy  temple, 
0  Liberty !  we,  Romans,  dedicate  to 
thee  this  libation!  We,  befriended 
and  inspired  by  no  unreal  and  tabled 
idols,  but  by  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  and 
Him  who,  descending  to  earth,  ap- 
pealed not  to  emperors  and  to  princes, 
but  to  the  fisherman  and  the  peasant, 
— giving  to  the  lowly  and  the  poor 
the  mission  of  Revelation."  Then, 
turning  suddenly  to  his  companions, 
as  his  features,  singularly  varying  in 
their  character  and  expression,  bright- 
ened, from  solemn  awe,  into  a  martial 


and  kindling  enthusiasm,  he  cried 
aloud,  "  Death  to  the  Tyranny  !  Life 
to  the  Republic  ! "  The  effect  of  the 
transition  was  startling.  Each  man, 
as  by  an  involuntary  and  irresistible 
impulse,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  sword, 
as  he  echoed  the  sentiment ;  some, 
indeed,  drew  forth  "their  blades,  as  if 
for  instant  action. 

"I  have  seen  enow:  they  will 
break  up  anon,"  said  Montreal  to  him- 
self: "and  I  would  rather  face  an 
army  of  thousands,  than  even  half- 
a-dozen  enthusiasts,  so  inflamed, — and 
I  thus  detected."  And,  with  this 
thought,  he  dropped  on  the  ground, 
and  glided  away,  as,  once  again, 
through  the  still  midnight  air,  broke 
upon  his  *ear  the  muffled  shout — 
"  Death  to  the  Tyranny  ! — Life  to 
tub  REl'UBLIO  !" 
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BOOK    II. 

THE    REVOLUTION. 

'Ogni  Lascivia,  ogni  male,  nulla  giustizia,  nullo  freno.    Non  e'era  piu  remedia,  ogni 
persona  periva.    Allora  Cola  di  llionzi."  &c. —  Vita  di  Cola  di  Hienzi,  lib.  i.  chap.  2. 

'  Rvery  kind  of  lewdness,  every  form  of  evil  ;  no  justice,  no  restraint.     Remedy  there 
was  none  ;  perdition  fell  on  all.     Then  Cola  di  Itionzi,"  &0. — Life  of  Cola  di  Rienxi. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE    KNIQUT    OF    PROVENCE,    AND    HIS    PROPOSAL. 


It  was  nearly  noon  as  Adrian  en- 
tered the  gatesof  the  palace  of  St*  phen 
Colonna.  The  palaces  of  the  nobles 
were  not  then  as  we  see  them  now, 
icles  for  the  immortal  canvas  of 
Italian, and  the  imperishable  sculpture 
of  Grecian  Art;  but  still  to  this  d 

!  the  massive  walls,  and  barred 
windows,  and  Bpacious  courts,  which 
at    that,  time   protected  their  rude  re- 

I  [igh  above  the 

Lofty  and  Bolid  tower,  whose  beight 

inded  a  wide'  view  of  the  muti- 

mainsof  Borne  :  the  e  i 

t  a  -  adorned    and  qi  d    on 

lither  granite, 

whose    Doric  capitals  betrayed    the 

sacrilege  that  had  turn  them  from  one 

many  temples  thai  bad  Ei 

Forum.    From  the 

of  travertine  which  made-  the  walls  of 

the  outer  court.     Bo  common  al  I  bal 

■  Lrbaroua  appropria 

precious  monuments 

of  art,  thai  the  columns  and  d 

earlier    B  »m  yarded   by  all 

but  as  qu  a   which 

or  bis 


cottage, — a  wantonness  of  outrage  far 
greater  than  the  Goths',  to  whom  a 
later  aye  would  lain  have  attributed 
all  the  disgrace,  and  which,  more  per- 
haps than  even  heavier  offences,  ex- 
cited the  classical  indignation  of 
Petrarch,  and  made  him  sympathise 
with  Rienzi  in  his  hopes  of  Rome. 
Still  may  you  see  the  churches  of  that 
or  even  earlier  dates,  of  the 
shapeless  architecture,  built  on  the 
sites,  and  from  the  marbles,  conse- 
crating (rather  than  consecrated  by) 
the  names  of   Venu  .  of  Jupiter,  of 

.Minerva.    The  pala f  the  Prince  of 

the  Orsini,  duke  of  Gravida,  is  yet 
reared  a  raceful  arches  (still 

visible)  of  the    theatre   of  Marccllus  ; 

then  a  I  I  be  SavellL 

i  the  court,  a  beavj 

blocki  d    up    the    way,    laden 

with   huge   marble-,    dug    from   the 

unexhausted    mine    of    the    Golden 

ro  :  they  were  intended 

for    an    additional    lower,     by    which 

( 'olonna  proposed  yet  more  to 
ad  barb  iroua 
in  which  the  old  noble  main- 
tained the  di  in  ■  the 

law. 
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The  Mead  of  Petrarch  and  the  pupil 
of  Ricnzi  sighed  deeply  as  he  passed 
this  vehicle  of  new  spoliations,  and  as 
a  pillar  of  fluted  alabaster,  rolling-  care- 
lessly from  the  waggon,  fell  with  a 
loud  crash  upon  the  pavement.  At 
the  foot  of  the  stairs  grouped  some 
dozen  of  the  bandits  whom  the  old 
Colonna  entertained  :  they  were  play- 
ing at  dice  upon  an  ancient  tomb,  the 
clear  and  deep  inscription  on  which 
(so  different  from  the  slovenly  charac- 
ter of  the  later  empire)  bespoke  it  a 
memorial  of  the  most  powerful  age  of 
Rome,  and  which,  now  empty  even  of 
ashes,  and  upset,  served  for  a  table  to 
these  foreign  savages,  and  was  strewn, 
even  at  that  early  hour,  with  fragments 
of  meat  and  flasks  of  wine.  They 
scarcely  stirred,  they  scarcely  looked 
up,  as  the  young  noble  passed  them ; 
and  their  fierce  oaths  and  loud  ejacu- 
lations, uttered  in  a  northern  -patois, 
grated  harsh  upon  his  ear,  as  he 
mounted,  with  a  slow  step,  the  lofty 
and  unclean  stairs.  He  came  into  a 
vast  ante-chamber,  which  was  half- 
filled  with  the  higher  class  of  the  pa- 
trician's retainers :  some  five  or  six 
pages,  chosen  from  the  inferior  no- 
blesse,  congregated  by  a  narrow  and 
deep  sunk  casement,  were  discussing 
the  grave  matters  of  gallantry  and  ! 
intrigue ;  three  petty  cbicftains  of  the 
baud  below,  with  their  corselets  donned, 
and  their  swords  and  casques  beside 
them,  were  sitting,  stolid  and  silent,  I 
at  a  table,  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  j 
and  might  have  been  taken  for  auto-  ! 
matons,  save  for  the  solemn  regularity 
-villi  which  they  ever  and  anon  lifted 
to  their  moustachioed  lips  their  seve- 
ral goblets,  and  then,  with  a  compla- 
cent grunt,  re  settled  to  their  contem- 
plations. Striking  was  the  contrast 
which  their  northern  phlegm  presented 
to  a  crowd  of  Italian  clients,  and  pe- 
titioners, and  parasit  Iked 
restlessly  to  and  fro,  talking  loudly  to 
each  other,  with  all  i ho  vehement 
tures   and   varying  physiognomy    of 


southern  vivacity.  There  was  a  gene- 
ral stir  and  sensation  as  Adrian  broke 
upon  this  miscellaneous  company. 
The  bandit  captains  nodded  their 
heads  mechanically  ;  the  pages  bowed, 
and  admired  the  fashion  of  his  plume 
and  hose  ;  the  clients,  and  petitioners, 
and  parasites,  crowded  round  him, 
each  with  a  separate  request  for  inte- 
rest with  his  potent  kinsman.  Great 
need  had  Adrian  of  his  wonted  urba- 
nity and  address,  in  extricating  him- 
self from  their  grasp  ;  and  painfully 
did  he  win,  at  last,  the  low  and  narrow 
door,  at  which  stood  a  tall  servitor, 
who  admitted  or  rejected  the  appli- 
cants, according  to  his  interest  or 
caprice. 

"Is  the  Baron  alone]"  askedAdrian. 

"Why,  no,  my  Lord :  a  foreign  signer 
is  with  him — but  to  you  he  is  of  course 
visible." 

"  Well,  you  may  admit  me.  I  would 
inquire  of  his  health." 

The  servitor  opened  the  door — 
through  whose  aperture  peered  many 
a  jealous  and  wistful  eye — and  con- 
signed Adrian  to  the  guidance  of  a 
page,  who,  older  and  of  greater  esteem 
than  the  loiterers  in  the  ante-room, 
was  the  especial  henchman  of  the  Lord 
of  the  Castle.  Passing  another,  but 
empty  chamber,  vast  and  dreary, 
Adrian  found  himself  in  a  small  ca!  i- 
net,  and  in  the  presence  of  his  kins 
man. 

Before  a  table,  bearing  the  imple- 
ments of  writing,  sate  the  old  Colonna : 
a  robe  of  rich  furs  and  velvet  hung 
loose  upon  his  tall  and  stately  frame  ; 
from  a  round  skull-cap,  of  comforting 
warmth  and  crimson  hue,  a  few  grey 
locks  descended,  and  mixed  with  * 
long  and  reverent  beard.  The  coun- 
tenance of  the  aged  noble,  who  had 
issed  his  eightieth  year,  still 
retained  the  traces  of  a  comeliness  for 
which  in  earlier  manhood  he  was  re- 
markable. His  eyes,  if  deep-sunken, 
were  still  keen  and  lively,  and  sparkled 
with  all  the  fire  of  youth  ;  his  mouth 
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curved  upward  in  a  pleasant,  though 
half-satiric,  smile;  and  his  appearance 
on  the  whole  was  prepossessing  and 
commanding,  indicating  rather  the 
high  blood,  the  shrewd  wit,  and  the 
gallant  valour  of  the  patrician,  than 
his  craft,  hypocrisy,  and  habitual  but 
disdainful  spirit  of  oppression. 

Stephen  Colonna,  without  being  ab- 
solutely a  hero,  was  indeed  far  braver 
than  most  of  the  Romans,  though  he 
held  fast  to  the  Italian  maxim — never 
to  fight  an  enemy  while  it  is  possible 
to  cheat  him.  Two  faults,  however, 
marred  the  effect  of  his  sagacity :  a 
supreme  insolence  of  disposition,  and 
a  profound  belief  in  the  lights  of  his 
experience.  Me  was  incapable  of  ana- 
logy. What  bad  never  happened  in 
his  time,  he  was  perfectly  persuaded 
never  could  happen.  Thus,  though 
generally  esteemed  an  able  diplomatist, 
he  had  the  canning  of  the  intriguant, 
and  not  the  providence  of  a  statesman. 
If,  however,  pride  made  him  arrogant 
in  prosperity,  it  supported  him  in  mis- 
fortune. And  in  the  earlier  vicissi- 
tudes of  a  life  which  had  partly  been 
C  nsumed  in  exile,  he  had  developed 
many  noble  qualities  of  fortitude,  en- 
durance, and  real  greatness  of  BOul  : 
which  showed  that  his  failings  were 
rather  acquired  by  circumstance  than 
derived  from  nature.  Bis  numerous 
uii'l  high-born  race  w<  re  proud  of  their 
chief:  and  with  justice;  for  he  was 
the  ablest  and  mosl  honoured,  noi  only 
of  the  direct  branch  of  the  Colonna, 
but  also,  perhaps,  of  all  the  more 
powerful  barons. 

Seated  at  the  same  table  with  Ste- 
phen Colonna  was  a  man  of  noble 
■  -,  of  about  three  or  four  and 

thirty  \  ■  .  in    (I  hom   A. Irian 

used     Walter     de 
Montreal.      This   celebrated    knight 
arcely  of  the  personal  appear- 
ance which  might  have  corresponded 

with  the  terror  his  name   generally 

excited.      Bis  face    was    hands i, 

almost  to  the  extreme  of  womanish 


delicacy.  His  fair  hair  waved  long 
and  freely  over  a  white  and  un- 
wrinkled  forehead  :  the  life  of  a  camp 
and  the  suns  of  Italy  had  but  little 
embrowned  his  clear  and  healthful 
complexion,  which  retained  much  of 
the  bloom  of  youth.  His  features 
were  aquiline  and  regular ;  his  eyes,  of 
a  light  hazel,  were  large,  bright,  ami 
penetrating;  and  a  short,  but  curled 
beard  and  moustachio,  trimmed  with 
soldier-like  precision,  and  very  little 
darker  than  the  hair,  gave  indeed  a 
martial  expression  to  his  comely  coun- 
tenance, but  rather  the  expression 
which  might  have  suited  the  hero  of 
courts  and  tournaments,  than  the  chief 
of  a  brigand's  camp.  The  aspect, 
manner,  and  bearing,  of  the  Pro- 
vencal were  those  which  captivate  ra- 
ther t  ban  awe, — blending,  as  they  did, 
a  certain  military  frankness  with  the 
easj  and  graceful  dignity  of  one  con- 
scious of  gentle  birth,  and  accustomed 
to  mix,  on  equal  terms,  with  the  great 
and  noble.  His  form  happily  con- 
i  i.i  icd  and  elevated  the  character  of 
a  countenance  which  required  strength 
and  stature  to  free  its  uncommon 
beauty  from  the  charge  of  effeminacy, 
being  of  great  height  and  remarkable 
muscular  power,  without  the  least 
approach    to   clumsy    and    unwieldy 

bulk  :   it  erred,   indeed,  rather  to  the 

-Me  of  Leanness  than  flesh, — at  once 

robust    and    -lender.        But    the    chief 

personal   distinction  of  this  warrior, 

the  most  redoubted  lance  of  Italy,  was 

.in  air  and  carriage  of  chivalric  and 
heroic  grace,  greatly  sel  off  at  thi* 
time  by  hi<  splendid  dress,  which  was 
of  brown  velvet  sown  with  pearls, 
over  which  hung  the  surcoat  worn  by 
the  Knights  of  the  Hospital,  whereon 
was  wrought,  in  white,  the  eight- 
pointed  cross  t  bat  made  the  badge  of 
his  order.  The  Knight's  attitude  was 
thai  of  eariie-t  conversation,  bending 
slightly  forward  towards  the  Colonna, 
ting  both  his  hand-  which 
(a nliug  to  the  usual  distinction  of 
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the  old  Norrr.j,n  race,*  from  whom, 
though  horn  in  Provence,  Montreal 
hoasted  his  descent)  were  small  and 
delicate,  the  fingers  heing  covered 
with  jewels,  as  was  the  fashion  of  the 
day— upon  the  golden  hilt  of  an  enor- 
mous sword,  on  the  sheath  of  which 
was  elaborately  wrought  the  silver 
lilies  that  made  the  device  of  the 
Proven  qal  Brotherhood  of  Jeru- 
salem. 

"  Good  morro  .v,  fair  kinsman  ! " 
said  Stephen.  "  Seat  thyself,  I  pray ; 
and  know  in  this  knightly  visitor  the 
celebrated  Sieur  de  Montreal." 

"  Ah,  my  Lord,"  said  Montreal, 
smiling,  as  he  saluted. Adrian;  "and 
how  is  my  lady  at  home  1" 

"You  mistake,  Sir  Knight,"  quoth 
Stephen;  "my young  kinsman  is  not 
yet  married  :  'faith,  as  Pope  Boniface 
remarked,  when  he  lay  stretched  on  a 
sick  bed,  and  his  confessor  talked  to 
him  about,  Abraham's  bosom,  'that 
is  a  pleasure  the  greater  for  being 
deferred.'" 

"  The  Signor  will  pardon  my  mis- 
take," returned  Montreal. 

"But  not,"  said  Adrian,  "the  ne- 
glect of  Sir  Walter  in  not  ascertaining 
the  fact  in  person.  My  thanks  to 
him,  noble  kinsman,  are  greater  (ban 
you  weet  of;  and  be  promised  to 
visil  me,  that  he  might  receive  them 
at  leisure." 

"  I  assure  you,  Signer,"  answered 
Montreal,  "  that  I  have  not  forgotten 
the  invitation;  but  bo  weighty  hitherto' 
have  been  my  affaire  at  Pome,  that  I 
have  been  obliged  to  parley  with  my 
impatience  to  better  our  acquaint- 
ance." 


*  Small  hands  and  feet,  however  dispro- 
portioned  to  the  rest  of  the  person,  were  at 
that  time  deemed  no  less  a  distinction  of 
the  well  burn,  than  they  have  been  in  a 
more  refined  age.  Many  readers  will  re 
member  tin  pain  occasioned  to  Petrarch  by 
liis  tight  Bhnes.  The  supposed  beauty  "f 
this  peculiarity  is  more  derived  from  the 
feudal  than  the  classic  time. 


"Oh,  ye  knew  each  other  before?" 
said  Stephen.     "And  how?" 

"  My  Lord,  there  is  a  damsel  in  the 
case!"  replied  Montreal.  "Excuse 
my  silence." 

"  Ah,  Adrian,  Adrian  !  when  will 
you  learn  my  continence  ! "  said 
Stephen,  solemnly  stroking  his  grey 
beard.  "  What  an  example  I  set  you ! 
But  a  truce  to  this  light  conversation, 
— let  us  resume  our  theme.  You 
must,  know,  Adrian,  that  it  is  to  the 
brave  band  of  my  guest  I  am  indebted 
for  those  valiant  gentlemen  below, 
who  keep  Rome  so  quiet,  though  my 
poor  habitation  so  noisy.  He  has 
called  to  proffer  more  assistance,  if 
need  be;  and  to  advise  me  on  the 
affairs  of  Northern  Italy.  Continue, 
1  pray  thee,  Sir  Knight;  I  have  no 
disguises  from  my  kinsman." 

"Thou  seest,"  said  Montreal, fixing 
his  penetrating  eyes  on  Adrian,  "thou 
seest,  doubtless,  my  Lord,  that  Italy 
at  this  moment  presents  to  us  a  re- 
markable spectacle.  It  is  a  contest 
lie!  ween  two  opposing  powers,  which 
shall  destroy  the  other.  The  one 
power  is  that  of  the  unruly  and  tur- 
bulent, people — a  power  which  they 
call  'Liberty;'  the  other  power  is 
that  of  the  chiefs  and  princes  —  a 
power  which  they  more  appropriately 
call  'Order.'  Between  these  parties 
the  cities  of  Italy  are  divided.  In 
Florence,  in  Genoa,  in  Pisa,  for  in- 
i  established  a  Free  State — a 
Republic,  God  wot!  and  a  more  riot- 
ous, unhappy  state  of  government, 
cannot  well  be  imagined." 

"That  is  perfectly  true,"  quoth 
Stephen  ;  "  they  banished  my  own 
first  cousin  from  Genoa." 

"A  perpetual  si  rite,  in  short,"  con- 
tinued Montreal,  "between  the  great 
families ;  an  alternation  of  prosecu- 
tions, and  confiscations,  and  banish- 
ments: to-day,  the  Guelfs  proscribe 
the  Ghibellines — to-morrow,  the  < ;  h i- 
bellines  drive  out  the  (iuelfs.  This 
may  be  liberty,  but  it  ii  the  liberty  of 
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the  strong  against  the  weak.  In  the 
of  her  cities,  as  Milan,  as  Verona,  as 
Bologna,  the  people  are  under  the  rule 
of  one  man, — who  calls  himself  a 
prince,  and  whom  his  enemies  call  a 
tyrant.  Having  more  force  than  any 
other  citizen,  he  preserves  a  firm 
government ;  having  more  constant 
demand  on  his  intellect  and  energies 
than  the  other  citizens,  he  also  pre- 
serves a  «ise  one.  These  two  orders 
of  government  are  enlisted  against 
each  ether  :  whenever  the  people  in 
the  one  rebel  against  their  prince,  the 
people  of  the  other— that  is,  the  Free 
States — send  arms  and  money  to  their 
assistance." 

"You  hear,  Adrian,  how  wicked 
t  are,"  quoth  Stephen. 

"Now  it  seems  to  me,"  continued 
Montreal,  "that  this  contest  must  end 
some  time  or  other.  All  Italy  must 
become  republican  or  monarchical.  It 
is  easy  to  predict  which  will  he  the 
result." 

"  Yes,  Liberty  must  conquer  in  the 
end  !"  said  Adrian,  warmly. 

"  Pardon  ine,  young  Lord ;  my 
opinion  is  entirely  the  reverse.  You 
perceive  that  these  republics  arc  com- 
mercial, are  traders;  they  esteem 
wealth,  they  despise  valour,  they  cul- 
tivate all  trades  save  that  of  the 
armourer.  Accordingly,  how  do  they 
maintain  themselves  in  war  I  By 
their  own  citizenBl  Not  a  whit  of  it: 
Either  they  send  to  some  foreign 
chief,  and  promise,  it  he  grant  them 
his  protection,  the  principality  of  the 
city  for  live  or  ten  years  in  return; 
they  borrow  from  some  hardy 
turer,    like    myself,    as    many 

troope  I   afford   to  pay  for. 

>'   SO,  Lord  Adrian  <" 

Adrian  nodded  bis  reluctant 

"  Well,  then,  it    is   the   fault  of  tin: 

foreign  chief  if  he  do  not  make  nia 
jiower  permanent  ;  u  ha-  been  already 
done  in  States  once  free  by  the 
Visconti  ami  the  Bcals  .  or  else  it  i- 
the  fault  of  the-  captain  of  n 


cenaries  if  he  do  not  convert  his 
brigands  into  senators,  and  himself 
into  a  king.  These  are  events  so 
natural,  that  one  day  or  other  they 
will  occur  throughout  all  Italy.  And 
all  Italy  will  then  become  monarchical. 
Now  it  seems  to  me  the  interest  of  all 
the  powerful  families — your  own,  at 
Rome,  as  that  of  the  Visconti,  at 
Milan — to  expedite  this  epoch,  and  to 
check,  while  you  yet  may  with  ease, 
that  rebellious  contagion amongst  the 
people  which  is  now  rapidly  spread- 
ing, and  which  ends  in  the  fever  of 
licence  to  them,  but  in  the  corruption 
of  death  to  you.  In  these  free  States, 
the  nobles  are  the  first  to  suffer  :  first 
your  privileges,  then  your  property, 
are  swept  away.  Nay,  in  Florence, 
as  ye  well  know,  my  Lords,  no  noble  is 
even  capable  of  holding  the  meanest 
office  in  the  State  !" 

"Villains!"  said  Colonna,  "they 
violate  the  first  law  of  nature!" 

"  A  t  this  moment,"  resumed  Mon- 
treal, who,  engrossed  with  his  subject, 
little  heeded  the  interruptions  he  re- 
ceived from  the  holy  indignation  of 
the  Baron  :  "at  this  moment,  there 
are  many — the  wisest,  perhaps,  in  the 
free  States — who  desire  to  renew  the 
old  Lombard  leagues,  in  defence  of 
their  common  freedom  everywhere, 
and  against  Whosoever  shall   aspire  to 

be  prince.      Fortunately,  the  deadly 

jealousies  between  these  merchant 
States—  the  base  plebeian  jealousies — 

more  df  trade  than  ofglory — interpose 
ii1  an  irresistible  obstacle  to 
this  design  ;  ami  Florence,  thi 
stirring  and  the  most  esteemed  of  all, 
is  happily  bo  reduced  bj  revi  i 
commerce  a-  to  lie  utterly  unable  to 
follow  out.  so  great  an  undertaking. 
Now,  then,  is  the  time  lor  us,  my 

Lords  ;    w  bile    the  ire   so 

•  ■reit  tor  oui "  '  ■  I  be  time  for; 

tin   to   form   and    cement    a  • 
league  between  all  the  prince-  of  Italy. 
To  you,  noble  Sti  phi  n,  I  have  come, 
as  your  rank   demands,-  alone,  of  all 
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the  barons  of  Rome, — to  propose  to 
you  this  honourable  union.  Observe 
what  advantages  it  proffers  to  your 
house.  The  popes  have  abandoned 
Rome  for  ever;  there  is  no  counter- 
poise to  your  ambition, — there  need  be 
none  to  your  power.  You  see  before 
you  the  examples  of  Visconti  and 
Taddeo  di  Pepoli.  You  may  found  in 
Rome,  the  first  city  of  Italy,  a  supreme 
and  uncontrolled  principality,  subju- 
gate utterly  your  weaker  rivals, — the 
Savelli,  the  Malatesta,  the  Orsini, — 
and  leave  to  your  sons'  sons  an  here- 
ditary kingdom  that  may  aspire  once 
more,  perhaps,  to  the  empire  of  the 
world." 

Stephen  shaded  his  face  with  his 
hand  as  he  answered :  "  But  this, 
noble  Montreal,  requires  means  : — 
money  and  men." 

"  Of  the  last,  you  can  command 
from  me  enow — my  small  company, 
the  best  disciplined,  can  (whenever  I 
please)  swell  to  the  most  numerous  in 
Italy :  in  the  first,  noble  Baron,  the 
rich  House  of  Colonna  cannot  fail  ; 
and  even  a  mortgage  on  its  vast 
estates  may  be  well  repaid  when  you 
have  possessed  yourselves  of  the  whole 
revenues  of  Rome.  You  see,"  con- 
tinued Montreal,  turning  to  Adrian, 
in  whose  youth  he  expected  a  mure 
warm  ally  than  in  his  hoary  kinsman  : 
"you  see,  at  a  glance,  how  feasible 
is  this  project,  and  what  a  mightj  field 
it  opens  to  your  I  louse." 

"Sir  Walter  tie  Montreal,"  said 
Adrian,  rising  from  his  seat,  and 
giving  vent,  to  the  indignation  he  had 
with  difficulty  suppressed,  "I  grieve 
much  that,  beneath  the  roof  of  the 
first  citizen  of  Rome,  a  Btranger 
should  attempt  thus  calmly,  and  with- 
out interruption,  to  excite  the  ambition 
of  emulating  the  execrated  celebrity 
ofa  Visconti  or  a  Pepoli.  Speak,  mj 
Lord  !  (turning  to  Stephen) — speak, 
noble  kinsman!  and  tell  this  Knight 
frf  Provence,  that  if  by  a  Colonna  the 
indent  grandeur  of  Rome  cannot   he 


restored,  it  shall  not  be,  at  least,  by  a 
Colonna  that  her  last  wrecks  of  liberty 
shall  be  swept  away." 

"  How  now,  Adrian  ! — how  now, 
sweet  kinsman  !"  said  Stephen,  thus 
suddenly  appealed  to,  "calm  thyself, 
I  pr'ythee.  Noble  Sir  Walter,  he  is 
young — young,  and  hasty — he  means 
not  to  offend  thee." 

"  Of  that  I  am  persuaded,"  returned 
j  Montreal,  coldly,  but  with  great  and 
courteous  command  of  temper.  "He 
speaks  from  the  impulse  of  the  mo- 
ment,— a  praiseworthy  fault  in  youth. 
It  was  mine  at  his  age,  and  many  a 
time  have  I  nearly  lost  my  life  for  the 
rashness.  Nay,  Signor,  nay  ! — touch 
not  your  sword  so  meaningly,  as  if 
you  fancied  I  intimated  a  threat  ;  far 
from  me  such  presumption.  I  have 
learned  sufficient  caution,  believe  me, 
in  the  wars,  no:,  wantonly  to  draw 
against  me  a  blade  which  I  have  seen 
wielded  against  such  odds." 

Touched,  despite  himself,  by  the 
courtesy  of  the  Knight,  and  the  allu- 
sion to  a  scene  in  which,  perhaps,  his 
life  had  been  preserved  by  Montreal, 
Adrian  extended  his  hand  to  the 
latter. 

"  I  was  to  blame  for  my  haste,"  said 
he,  frankly  j  "but  know,  by  my  very 
heal,"  he  added  more  gravely,  '•  that 
your  project  will  find  no  friends  among 
the  Colonna.  Nay,  in  the  pre 
my  noble  kinsman,  I  dare  to  tell  yon, 
that  could  even  his  high  sanction  len  I 
itself  to  such  a  scheme,  the  best  hearts 
of  his  house  would  desert  him  ;  and  I 
myself,  his  kinsman,  wonldman  yonder 
castle  against  so  unnatural  an  ambi- 
tion ! " 

A  slight  and  scarce  perceptible 
cloud  passed  over  Montreal's  counte- 
nance at  these  words  j  and  he  bit  his 
lip  ere  he  replied  : 

■•  Vn  if  the  orsini  be  less  scrupu- 
lous, their  first  exertion  of  power  would 
be  heard  in  the  crashing  house  of  the 
aa." 

"  K  aowTOu,"  returned  Adrian,  "that 
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one  of  our  mottoes  is  this  haughty 
address  to  the  Romans, — 'If  we  fall, 
ye  fall  also V  And  better  that  fate, 
than  a  rise  upon  the  wrecks  of  our 
native  city." 

"Well,  well,  well !"  Baid  .Montreal, 
re-seating  himself,  "  I  see  that  I  must 
leave  Home  to  herself, —  the  League 
must  thrive  without  her  aid.  1  did 
but  jest,  touching  the  Orsini,  for  they 
have  not  the  power  that  would  make 
their  efforts  safe.  Let  us  sweep,  then, 
our  past  eonferenee  from  our  recolloe- 
tion.  It  is  the  nineteenth,  1  think, 
Lord  Colonna,  on  whieh  you  propose 
in  repair  to  Corneto,  with  your  friends 
and  retainers,  and  on  whieh  you  have 
invited  my  attendai 

"It  is  on  that  day,  Sir  Knight," 
replied  the  Baron,  evidently  much 
relieved  by  the  turn  the  conversation 
had  assumed.  "The  fact  is,  that  we 
have  been  soeharged  with  indifference 
to  the  interests  of  the  good  people, 
that  I  strain  a  point  in  this  expedition 

bradict  the  assertion;  and  we 
propose,  therefore,  to  escort  and  pro- 

ainst  the  robbers  of  the  road, 
a  convoy  of  corn  to  Corneto.  In  truth, 
I  may  add  another  reason,  besides 
fear  of  the  robbers,  that   makes  me 

.-  Qumeronsa  train  as  p 

I  wish    to  show  my  enemies,  and   the 

people  generally,  the  solid  an 
ing  power  of  my  house  ;  the  display 
of  such  an  armed  band  as  I  hope  to 
levy,  will  be  a  magnificent  occasion  to 
iwe  into  the  riotous  ami  refrac- 
tory. Adrian,  you  will  collect  your 
servitors,  I  trust,  on  that  day;  we 
would  not  be  without  you." 

"  And  a,-  we  ride  along,  fairSignor," 
aid  Montreal,  inclining  to  .Adrian, 
■'  we  will  find  at  least  one  subject  on 
which  we  can  agree:  all  brave  men 
and  true  knight*  :ommon 

topic,     and  its  name  i.-  Woman.    You 
must  make  me  acquainted  with  the 
Borne : 
!  old  advent 
the  Parliament  of  Love,  and  hope  for 


new.  By  the  way,  I  suppose,  Lord 
Adrian,  you,  with  the  rest  of  your 
countrymen,  are  Petrarch-stricken?" 

"  Do  you  not  share  our  enthusiasm 
slur  not  so  your  gallantry,  I  pray  you." 

"  Come,  we  must  not  again  disagree ; 
but,  by  my  halidame,  I  think  one 
troubadour  roundel  worth  all  that 
Petrarch  ever  wrote.  He  has  but 
borrowed  from  our  knightly  poesy,  to 
disguise  it,  like  a  carpet  coxcomb." 

"  Well,"  said  Adrian,  gaily,  "  for 
every  line  of  the  troubadours  that  you 
quote,  1  will  cite  you  another.  1  will 
forgive  you  for  injustice  to  Petrarch, 
if  you  are  just  to  the  troubadours." 

"Just!"  cried  Montreal,  with  real 
enthusiasm  :  "  I  am  of  the  land,  nay 
the  very  blood  of  the  troubadour ! 
But  we  grow  too  light  for  your  noble 
kinsman;  and  it  is  time  for  me  to  hid 
you,  for  the  present,  farewell.  My  Lord 
Colonna,  peace  be  with  you ;  fare- 
j  well,  Sir  Adrian, — brother  mine  in 
knighthood, — remember  your  chal- 
j  lenge." 

Ami  with  an  easy  and  careless  grace 

!  the  Knight  of  St.. John  took  his  leave. 

The  old  Baron,  making  a  dumb  sign 

.  to  Adrian,  followed  Montreal 

into  the  adjoining  room. 

"  Sir  Knight  !"  said  he,  ••  Sir 
Knight  !"  as  he  closed  the  door  upon 
Adrian,  and  then  drew  Montreal  to 
:  be  rec  '      asement, — "a  word 

in  your  ear.  Think  not,  1  Blight  VOU] 
oiler,  but   these  young  men    must    be 

managed;  the  plot  is  great — noble, 
— grateful  to  my  heart;  bul  it  requires 

time  and  caution.       I   have  DQ 

my   house,    scrupt  ■•  n   hoi 

skull,  to  win  over;  the  way  Lb  pi 

but  must  be  sounded  Well  and  carefully  , 

you  understand  I" 

From  under  his  bent  brows.  Mon 
treal  darted  on<  kei  a  glance  al  Stephen, 
and  then  answered  : 

••  My  fi  iendship  t'<'f  you  dictated  my 

oiler.  The  League  may  stand  without 
I  Colonna    cannot    Btand    without    the 
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League.  My  Lord,  look  well  around 
you ;  there  are  more  freemen — ay, 
bold  and  stirring  ones,  too — in  Rome, 
than  yon  imagine.  Beware  Rienzi ! 
Adieu,  we  meet  soon  again." 

Thus  saying,  Montreal  departed, 
soliloquising  as  he  passed  with  his 
careless  step  through  the  crowded 
ante-room  : 

"  I  shall  fail  here ! — these  caitiff 
uobles  have  neither  the  courage  to  be 
great,  nor  the  wisdom  to  be  honest. 
Let  them  fall !  —  I  may  find  an 
adventurer  from  the  people,  an  ad- 
venturer like  myself,  worth  them  all." 

No  sooner  had  Stephen  returned  to 
Adrian  than  he  flung  his  arms  affec- 
tionately round  his  ward,  who  was 
preparing  his  pride  for  some  sharp 
rebuke  for  his  petulance. 

"  Nobly  feigned, — admirable,  ad- 
mirable!" cried  the  Baron;  "you 
have  learned  the  true  art  of  a  states- 
man at  the  Emperor's  court.  I  always 
thought  you  would — always  said  it. 
You  saw  the  dilemma  I  was  in,  thus 
taken  by  surprise  by  that  barbarian's 
mad  scheme;  afraid  to  refuse, — more 
afraid  to  accept.  You  extricated  me 
with  consummate  address:  that  pas- 
sion,— so  natural  to  your  age, —  was  a 
famous  feint ;  drew  off  the  attack  ; 
gave  me  time  to  breathe ;  allowed 
me  to  play  with  the  savage.  But  we 
must  not  offend  him,  you  know :  all 
my  retainers  would  desert  me,  or  sell 
me  to  the  Orsini,  or  cut  my  throat,  if 
he  but  held  up  his  finger.  Oh !  it  was* 
admirably  managed,  Adrian — admir- 
ably!" 

"Thank  Heaven!'"  said  Adrian, 
with  some  difficulty  recovering  the 
breath  which  his  astonishment  had 
taken  away,  "you  do  not  think  of 
embracing  that  black  proposition  <  " 

"Think  of  it!  no,  indeed!"'  said 
Stephen,  throwing  himself  back  on  his 
chair.  "Why,  do  you  not  know  my 
age,  boy?  Hard  on  my  ninetieth 
year,  I  should  he  a  fool  indeed  bo 
throw  myself  into  euch  a  whirl  of  tur- 


bulence and  agitation.  1  want  (o 
keep  what  I  have,  not  risk  it  by  grasp- 
ing more.  Am  1  not  the  beloved  ol 
the  pope  ?  shall  I  hazard  his  excom- 
munication 1  Am  I  not  the  most 
powerful  of  the  nobles  1  should  I  be 
more  if  I  were  king  ?  At  my  age,  to 
talk  to  me  of  such  stuff ! — the  man  's 
an  idiot.  Besides,"  added  the  old 
man,  sinking  his  voice,  and  looking 
fearfully  round,  "  if  I  were  a  king,  my 
sons  might  poison  me  for  the  succes- 
sion. They  are  good  lads,  Adrian, 
very!  But  such  a  temptation! — I 
would  not  throw  it  in  their  way ;  these 
grey  hairs  have  experience !  Tyrants 
don't  die  a  natural  death  ;  no,  no ! 
Plague  on  the  Knight,  say  I ;  he  has 
already  east  me  into  a  cold  sweat." 

Adrian  gazed  on  the  working  fea- 
tures of  the  old  man,  whose  selfishness 
thus  preserved  him  from  crime.  1 1 e 
listened  to  his  concluding  words — full 
of  the  dark  truth  of  the  times;  and 
as  the  high  and  pure  ambition  of 
Rienzi  flashed  upon  him  in  contrast, 
he  felt  that  he  could  not  blame  its 
fervour,  or  wonder  at  its  excess. 

"And  then,  too,"  resumed  the 
Baron,  speaking  more  deliberately  as 
he  recovered  his  self-possession,  "this 
man,  byway  of  a  warning,  shows  me, 
at  a  glance,  his  whole  ignorance  of 
the  state.  What  think  you?  he  has 
miauled  with  the  mob, and  taken  their 
rank  breath  for  power;  yes,  he  thinks 
words  are  soldiers,  and  bade  me — me, 
Stephen  Colonna — beware — of  whom, 
think  you?  No,  you  will  never  guess! 
■ — of  that  speech-maker,  Rienzi !  my 
own  old  jesting  guest  !  1  [a  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
— the  ignorance  of  these  barbarians  ! 
ha !  ha  !  ha ! "  and  the  old  man 
laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  his 
cheeks. 

"  Yet  many  of  the  nobles  fear  that 
same  Rienzi,"  said  Adrian,  gravely. 

"Ah!  let  them,  let  them! — they 
have  not  our  experience— our  know- 
ledge of  the  world,  Adrian.  Tut,  man, 
— when    did   declamation  ever  over- 
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throw  castles,  and  conquer  soldiery? 
I  like  Rienzi  to  harangue  the  mob 
about  old  Rome,  and  such  stuff;  it 
gives  them  something  to  think  of  and 
prate  about,  and  so  all  their  fierceness 
evaporates  in  words;  they  might  burn 
a  house  if  they  did  not  hear  a  speech. 
But,  now  I  am  on  that  score,  I  must 
own  the  pedant  has  grown  impudent 
in  his  new  office;  here,  here, — I  re- 
ceived this  paper  ere  I  rose  to-day.  I 
hear  a  similar  insolence  has  been 
shown  to  all  the  nobles.  Read  it,  will 
you,"  and  the  Colonna  put  a  scroll 
into  his  kinsman's  hand. 

"  I  have  received  the  like,"  said 
Adrian,  glancing  at  it.  "It  is  a  re- 
quest of  Rienzi's  to  attend  at   the 


Church  of  St.  John  of  Lateran,  to  i. car 
explained  the  inscription  on  a  Table 
jast  discovered.  It  bears,  he  saith, 
the  most  intimate  connexion  with  the 
welfare  and  state  of  Rome." 

"  Very  entertaining,  I  dare  to  say, 
to  professors  and  bookmen.  Pardon 
me,  kinsman  ;  I  forgot  your  taste  for 
these  things ;  and  my  son,  Gianni, 
too,  shares  your  fantasy.  Well,  well ! 
it  is  innocent  enough  !  Go — the  man 
talks  well." 

"  Will  you  not  attend,  too  ? " 
"  I — my  dear  boy — I ! "  said  the  old 
Colonna,  opening  his  eyes  in  such 
astonishment  that  Adrian  could  not 
help  laughing  at  the  simplicity  of  his 
own  question. 


CHARTER  II. 


TnK    INTERVIEW,    AND    THE    DOUBT. 


As  Adrian  turned  from  the  palace 
of  his  guardian,  and  bent  his  way  in 
the  direction  of  the  Forum,  he  came 
somewhat  unexpectedly  upon  Rai 
mond,  bishop  of  Orvietto,  who, 
mounted  upon  a  low  palfrey,  and 
accompanied  by  Bome  three  or  four 
of  bis  waiting-men,  halted  abruptly 
when  he  recognised  the  young  aoble. 

'•  Ali,  my  son  '  it  is  seldom  that  I 
see  thee :  how  fares  it  with  thee'? — 
well !  So,  so '  I  rejoice  to  hear  it. 
Alas!  v.li.u  a  state  of  Bociety  is  ours, 
v.  hen  compared  to  the  tranquil  plea- 
i  '  There,  all  men 
who,  like  us,  are  fond  of  the  Bame 
pursuit*  delicto 

'mi.  hum  !  hum  !  (the  Bishop 
wa  i  proud  of  an  occasional  qui 
right  or  wrong),  are  brought 
and  nihn  ill;,  together.  Bui  here  we 
scarcely  dare  stir  <>ut  of  our  houses, 
save  upon  greai  occasions.  Hut,  talk- 
ing of  great  occasions,  and  the  Muse*, 
reminds  me  of  our  \ I  Rienzi's  invi- 


tation to  the  Lateran :  of  course  you 
will  attend;  'tis  a  mighty  knotty 
piece  of  Latin  he  proposes  to  solve — 
so  I  hear,  at  least;  very  interesting 
to  us,  my  son, — very !  " 

"  It  is  to-morrow,"  answered  Adrian. 
■  \>   .  assuredly  ;  I  will  be  then;." 

"And,  harkye,  my  son,"  said  the 
Bishop,  re  tinghh  band  affectionately 
on  Adrian's  shoulder,  "  I  have  reason 

to  hope  thai  be  will  remind  our  i r 

of  the  Jubilee  for  th< 
Fifty,  and  stir  them  towards  clearing 

l  of  the  brigands  :  a  nee 
injunction,  and    one   to    b6   he<  ded 
timeously  ;  for  who  will  come  here  for 
ab  olution  when  he  stands  a  chance 
of  rushing  unannealed  upon 
lory  by  the  way  I     Yon   hav< 
Rienzi,-  ay  I  quite  a  Cicero    quite  • 
Well,   Heaven    bless  you,    m . 
you  will  1 1  <  >  t  fail  ' " 

••  Nay,  ii"i  [." 

••  Y<t,  gtaj     :i  word  with  yor  i  just 

to  all  whom  yon  may  unci  the 
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advisability  of  a  full  meeting ;  it  looks 
well  for  the  city  to  show  respect  to 
letters." 

"  To  say  nothing  of  the  Jubilee," 
added  Adrian,  smiling. 

"  Ah,  to  say  nothing  of  the  Jubilee 
— very  good !  Adieu  for  the  present  ! " 
And  the  Bishop,  resettling  himself  on 
his  saddle,  ambled  solemnly  on  to 
visit  his  various  friends,  and  press 
them  to  the  meeting. 

Meanwhile,  Adrian  continued  his 
course  till  he  had  passed  the  Capitol, 
the  Arch  of  Severus,  the  crumbling 
columns  of  the  fane  of  Jupiter,  and 
found  himself  amidst  the  long  grass, 
the  whispering  reeds,  and  the  ne- 
glected vines,  that  wave  over  the  now- 
vanished  pomp  of  the  Golden  House 
of  Nero.  Seating  himself  on  a  fallen 
pillar — by  that  spot  where  the  travel- 
ler descends  to  the  (so  called)  Baths 
of  Livia — he  looked  infpatiently  to 
the  sun,  as  to  blame  it  for  the  slowness 
of  its  march. 

Not  long,  however,  had  he  to  wait 
before  a  light  step  was  heard  crushing 
the  fragrant  grass;  and  presently 
through  the  arching  vines  gleamed  a 
face  that  might  well  have  seemed  the 
nymph,  the  goddess  of  the  scene. 

"  My  beautiful !  my  Irene  ! — how 
shall  I  thank  thee!" 

[t  was  long  before  the  delighted  lover 
suffered  himself  to  observe  upon  Irene's 
face  a  sadness  that  did  not  usually 
cloud  if.  in  his  presence.  Her  voice, 
too,  trembled  ;  her  words  seemed  con- 
strained and  cold. 

"  Have  I  offended  thee  1 "  he  asked ; 
"  or  what  less  misfortune  hath  oc- 
curred ? " 

Irene  raised  her  eyes  to  her  lover's, 
iml  said,  looking  at-  him  earnestly, 
'  Tell  me,  my  Lord,  in  sober  and 
simple  truth,  tell  me,  would  it  grieve 
thee  much  were  this  to  be  our  last 
meeting?" 

Paler  than  the  marble  at   hi 
grew  the  dark  cheek  of  Adrian.      It 
was  some  moments  ere  he  could  reply, 


and  he  did  so  then  with  a  for  ceil  smile 
and  a  quivering  lip. 

"  Jest  not  so,  Irene !  L.ist ! — that 
is  not  a  word  for  us !  " 

"  But  hear  me,  my  Lord " 

"Why  so  cold?— call  me  Adrian! 
— friend  ! — lover!  or  be  dumb  ! " 

"Well,  then,  my  soul's  soul!  my 
all  of  hope !  my  life's  life ! "  ex- 
claimed Irene,  passionately,  "hear 
me  !  I  fear  that  we  stand  at  this 
moment  upon  some  gulf  whose  depth 
I  see  not,  but  which  may  divide  us  for 
ever!  Thou  knowest  the  real  nature 
of  my  brother,  and  dost  not  misread 
him  as  many  do.  Long  has  he  planned, 
and  schemed,  and  communed  with 
himself,  and,  feeling  his  way  amidst 
the  people,  prepared  the  path  to  some 

great  design.      But  now (thou 

wilt  not  betray — thou  wilt  not  injure 
him  ? — he  is  thy  friend  !)  " 

"  And  thy  brother !  I  would  give 
my  life  for  his  !     Say  on !  " 

"  But  now,  then,"  resumed  Irene, 
"  the  time  for  that  enterprise,  what- 
ever it  be,  is  coming  fast.  I  know 
not  of  its  exact  nature,  but  1  know 
rinst  the  nobles — against 
thy  onler- — against  thy  house  itself! 
icceed — oh,  Adrian  !  thou  thy- 
self mayst  not  be  free  from  danger  ; 
and  my  name,  at  least,  will  becoup'ed 
with  the  name  of  thy  toes.  I!'  it  fail, 
— my  brother,  my  bold  brother,  is 
-  wep1  away  !  lie  will  fall  a  victim  to 
revenge  or  justice,  call  it  as  you  will. 
Your  kinsman  may  be  his  judge — his 
executioner ;  and  I — even  if  I  should 
yet  live  to  mourn  over  the  boast  and 
-lory  of  my  humble  line — could  I  per- 
mit myself  to  love,  to  see,  one  in 
whose  veins  flowed  the  blood  of  his 
destroyer?  Oh!  I  am  wretched  — 
wretched!  these  thoughts  make  me 
well-nigh  mad  !  "  and,  wringing  her 
hands  bitterly,  Irene  sobbed  aloud. 

Adrian  himself  was  struck  forcibly 
by  the  picture  fhus  presented  to  him, 
although  the  alternative  it  embraced 
had  often  before  forced  itself  dimly  o» 
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his  mind.  It  was  true,  however,  that, 
uot  seeing  the  schemes  of  liien/.i 
backed  by  any  physical  power,  and 
ueveryet  having  witnessed  the  mightj 
force  of  a  moral  revolution,  lie  did  not 
conceive  that  any  rise  to  which  he 
might  instigate  the  people  could  he 
permanently  successful  :  and,  as  for 
his  punishment,  in  that  city,  where 
all  justice  was  the  slave  of  interest, 
Adrian  knew  himself  powerful  enough 
to  obtain  forgiveness  even  for  the 
greatest  of  all  crimes — armed  insur- 
rection against  the  nobles.  As  these 
thoughts  recurred  to  him,  he  gained 
the  courage  to  console  and  cheer  Irene. 
But  his  efforts  were  only  partially 
successful.  Awakened  by  her  fears 
to  that  consideration  of  the  future 
which  hitherto  she  had  forgotten, 
for  the  first  time,  seemed  deaf 
to  the  charmer's  voice. 

even  at 
the  best,  what  can  this  love,  that  we 
blindlj  encouraged — what  can 
it  end  in  !  Thou  mu  si  uo1  \% <  <1  with 
one  like  me  ;  and  1  !  how  fo 
have  been ! " 

"Recall    thy  senses   then,    Irene," 
said   Adrian,  proudly,   partly  perhaps 
>  tly  in  hi    experience  of 
1  md    more 

wisely,  if  thou  wiltj  cancel  thy  vows 
with  me,  and  continue  to  think  it  a 
crime  to  love,  ami  a  folly  to  be 
true  !  " 

a  -1  :  "    Bald     Irene,    full 

and  in  her  turn  alarmed.   "  Dosi  il 

speak  in  ean 

c  you,  tell  me 
this :   co  :i,    come 

come   a  whole   lifi 
endofthislove,wouldstthouy 

that    thou    b  [f    BO,    thou 

t  nol   the  love  thai   I  f<  el  for 

thee." 

"  X.  -.  i-r  !  never  can  I  i 
Irene,  falling  upon    Adrian 
"  forgive  me  ! " 


"  But  is  there,  in  truth,"  &aid 
Adrian,  a  little  while  after  this  lover- 
like  quarrel  and  reconciliation,  "  is 
there,  in  truth,  so  marked  a  differ- 
ence between  thy  brother's  past  and 
his  present  bearing.'  How  knowest 
thou  that  the  time  for  action  is  si 
near  !  " 

"  Because  now  he  sits  closeted  whole 
with  all  ranks  of  men;  he 
shuts  up  his  books,  —  he  reads  no 
more,  —  but,  when  alone,  walks  to 
and  fro  Ids  chamber,  muttering  to 
himself.  Sometimes  he  pauses  before 
tie;  calendar,  which  of  late  he  has 
fixed  with  his  own  hand  against  the 
wall,  and  passes  Ids  finger  over  the 
letters,  till  he  comes  to  some  chosen 
date,  and  then  he  plays  with  his 
sword  and  smiles.  But  two  nights 
u  m  5,  too,  in  great  number  were 
brought  to  the  lens.-  and  I  heard 
the  chief  of  the  nun  who  brought 
them,  a  grim  giant,  known  wll 
amongst  the  people,  say,  as  he  wiped 
his  brow,  —  'These  will  see  work 
soon ! ' " 

"Anns!  Are  you  sure  of  that?" 
said  Adrian,  anxiously.  "  Nay,  then, 
there  is  more  in  these  schemes  than 
I  imagined!  But  (observing  Irene's 
gaze  bent  fearfully  on  him  as  his  voice 
I,  he  added,  more  gaily) — but 

come   ■■ :  believe  me,  —  my 

beautiful!    my  adored!  that  while  I 
live,  thy  brother  shall  uol  suffer  from 
the  wrath   he  maj   provi  ke, 
though  he  forget  our  ancient  friend- 
ship, c 

uora  !   child  !    it  is 

time !  we  mu  t  go ! "  said  the  shrill 

iroice    of     Bi  uow    peering 

••  The  working 

men  pass  home   this  way;    I  gee  them 

The  [overs  parted  ;  for  the  first  time 
id  penetrati  d  ini 
Eden,—  thej  had  ci  hej  had 

t  of  other  things  than  i 
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CHAPTER  III 


THE  SITUATION  OF  A  POPULAR  PATRICIAN  IN  TIMES  OF  POPULAR  DI9« 
CONTENT. SCENE  OF  THE  LATERAN. 


The  situation  of  a  Patrician  who 
honestly  loves  the  people  is,  in  those 
evil  times,  when  power  oppresses  and 
freedom  struggles, — when  the  two 
divisi  »ns  of  men  are  wrestling  against 
each  other, —  the  most  irksome  and 
perplexing  that,  destiny  can  possibly 
contrive.  Shall  he  take  part  with  the 
nobles  1 — he  betrays  his  conscience  ! 
With  t\e  people  1  —  he  deserts  his 
friend?  But  that  consequence  of 
the  last  alternative  is  not  the  sole — 
nor,  perhaps,  to  a  strong  mind,  the 
most  severe.  All  men  are  swayed  and 
chained  by  public  opinion — it  is  the 
public  judge ;  but  public  opinion  is 
not  the  same  for  all  ranks.  The  pub- 
lic opinion  that  excites  or  deters  the 
plebeian,  is  the  opinion  of  the  ple- 
beians,— of  those  whom  he  sees,  and 
meets,  and  knows ;  of  those  with 
whom  he  is  brought  in  contact, — 
those  with  whom  he  has  mixed  from 
childhood, — those  whose  praises  are 
daily  heard, — whose  censure  frowns 
upon  him  with  every  hour.*  So,  also, 
the  public  opinion  of  the  great  is  the 


*  It  is  the  same  in  6till  smaller  divisions. 
The  public  opinion  for  lawyers  is  that  t>f 
lawyers;  of  soldiers,  that  of  the  army;  of 
scholars,  it  is  that  of  men  of  literature  and 
science.  And  to  the  susceptible  amongst 
the  latter,  the  hostile  criticism  of  learning 
has  been  more  stinging  than  the  severest 
moral  censures  of  the  vulgar.  Many  a  man 
has  done  a  great  act,  or  composed  a  great 
work,  solely  to  pleaso  the  two  or  three  per- 
sons constantly  present  to  him.  Their  voice 
was  hit  public  opinion.  The  public  Opinion 
that  operated  on  Bishop,  the  murderer,  was 
the  opinion  of  the  Burkers,  his  comrades. 
Did  that  condemn  him?  No!  lie  knew 
no  other  public  opinion  till  he  came  to  be 
hanged,  and  caught  the  loathing  eyes,  and 
heard  the  hissing  execrations  of  the  crowd 
below  his  gibbet. 


opinion  of  their  equals,  —  of  those 
whom  birth  and  accident  cast  for  evex 
in  their  way.  This  distinction  is  lull 
of  important  practical  deductions  ;  it 
is  one  which,  more  than  most  maxims, 
should  never  be  forgotten  by  a  politi- 
cian who  desires  U>  be  profound.  It 
is,  then,  an  ordeal  terrible  to  pass— 
which  few  plebeians  ever  pass,  which 
it  is  therefore  unjust  to  expect  patri- 
cians to  cross  unfaulteringly  —  the 
ordeal  of  opposing  the  public  opinion 
which  exists  for  them.  They  cannot 
help  doubting  their  own  judgment, — 
they  cannot  help  thinking  the  voice 
of  wisdom  or  of  virtue  speaks  in  those 
sounds  which  have  been  deemed  ora- 
cles from  their  cradle.  In  the  tribunal 
of  Sectarian  Prejudice  they  imagine 
they  recognise  the  court  of  the  Uni- 
versal Conscience.  Another  powerful 
antidote  to  the  activity  of  a  patrician 
so  placed,  is  in  the  certainty  that  to 
the  last  the  motives  of  such  activity 
will  be  alike  misconstrued  by  the 
aristocracy  he  deserts  and  the  people 
he  joins.  It  seems  so  unnatural  in  a 
man  to  fly  in  the  face  of  his  own 
order,  that  the  world  is  willing  to 
suppose  any  clue  to  the  mystery  save 
that  of  honest  conviction  or  lofty 
patriotism.  "Ambition!"  says  one. 
"  Disappointment  !"  cries  another. 
"  Some  private  grudge  ! "  hints  a 
third.  "  Mpb-courting  vanity !"  sneers 
a  fourth.  The  people  admire  at  first, 
but  suspect  afterwards.  The  moment 
he  thwarts  a  popular  wish,  there  is  no 
redemption  for  him  :  be  is  accused  of 
having  acted  the  hypocrite, — of  hav- 
ing worn  the  sheep's  fleece :  and  tow. 
say  they, — "  See  !  the  wolf's  teeth 
peep  out  I "  Is  he  familiar  with  tho 
people? — it  is  cajolery  !  Is  he  distant 
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— it  is  pride  !  What,  then,  suboains  a 
man  in  such  a  situation,  folio  wing  his 
own  conscience,  w  ii  h  bis  eyi  - 
to  all  the  perils  of  the  path  !  Away 
with  the  cant  of  public  "pinion. 
away  with  the  poor  delusion  of  pos( 
humous  justice;  he  will  offend  tlie 
first,  he  will  never  obtain  the  last. 
\\  ha1  sustains  him  !•  His  own  soi  i. ! 
A  man  thoroughly  grcal  lias  a  certain 
Contempt  for  his  kind  while  lie  aids 
them:  their  weal  or  woe  are  all ;  their 
applause— their  blame — are  nothing 
to  him.  lie  walks  forth  from  the 
if  birtli  and  habit  ;  he  is  deaf 
to  the  little  motives  of  little  men. 
High,  through  the  widest  space  his 
orbit  may  describe,  he  holds  on  his 
course  to  guide  or  to  enlighten  ;  bul 
the  noises  below  reach  him  not!  Until 
the  wheel  is  broken,—  until  the  dark 
void  swallow  up  the  star,-- it  makes 
melody,  nighl  and  day,  to  its  own 
ear:  thirsting  for  no  sound  from  the 
earth  it  illumine*,  anxious  for  no 
companionship  in  the  path  through 
which  it  rolls,  conscious  of  its  own 
glory,  and  contented,  therefore,  to  be 
alone ! 

But  minds  of  this  order  arc  rare. 

-  cannol  produce  thtm.   They 

leptione  to  the  ordinary   and 

human  virtue,  which  is  influenced  and 

rnal   circumstance. 

At  a  time  when  even   to  be  merelj 

BUBCeptible  I  Of  lame  Was  a 

in  moral  energies 

over  the  r«  »i  of  mankind,  it  would  be 

ible   i  hat    any  one  should  ever 

have  formed  the  conception  of  that 

■■lined  and  metaphysic  i 
ment,  that  p 

■  ■•  11  heart, 
■which  is  bo  immeasurably  above  the 
*  eya  the 
heels  of  othei i.  in  bet,  before  we 
candi  pen  e  nti1  t!  woi  Id,  i 
by  a  I 

the  probation  rf  much 
much  Borrow— by  deep      d      d  con 

Of   the    vanity   of  all    that    the 


world  can  give  US,  have  raised  our 
selv<  -  not  in  the  fervour  of  an  hour, 
but  habitually — above  the  world  :  an 
abstraction — an  idealism— which,  iu 
our  wiser  age,  how  few  even  of  the 
wisest,  can  attain!  Yet,  till  we  are 
thus  fortunate,  we  know  not  the  true 
divinity  of  contemplation,  nor  the  all- 
sufficing  mightiness  of  conscience; 
nor  can  we  retreat  with  p^leinn  foot- 
steps into  that  Holy  of  frolics  in  our 
own  souls,  wherein  we  know,  and  feel, 
how  much  our  nature  is  Capable  of  the 
self-existence  of  a  God  ! 

But  to  return  to  the  things  and 
thoughts  of  earth.  Those  consider 
tions,  and  those  links  of  circumstance, 
which,  in  a  similar  situation  have 
changed  so  many  honest  and  cou- 
minds,  changed  also  the  mind 
of  Adrian.  I  ft;  felt  in  a  false  position. 
His  reason  and  conscience  shared  i:i 
the  schemes  of  Ition/i,  and  his  natural 
hardihood  and  love  of  enterprise 
would  have  led  him  actively  to  share 
the  danger  of  their  execution.  Bul 
this,  all  his  associations,  his  friend- 
ships, his  private  and  household  ties, 
loudly  forbade.  Against  his  order, 
his  house,  against  the  com- 
panions of  his  youth,  how  could  he 
plot  secretly,  or  act  sternly'!  By  the 
goal  to  which  he  was  impelled  by 
patriotism,  stood  hypocrisy  and  ingra- 
titude. Who  would  believe  him  the 
hones!  champion  of  his  country  who 
was  a  traitor  to  his  friends.'  Thus, 
indeed, 

•■    I  In   native  line  of  n  solution 

Was  ■  ■  ii  the  pale  ca  ■<  "f 

U    lit  !" 
And    he    who    should     have    been   by 

nature  a  leader  <  1  the  time  became 
only  it*  spectator.  vi  ei  Adrian  en- 
deavoured tc  console  himself  for  oil 

! 
the   policy  of   his  conduct.      lie    H  bo 

takes  no  share  in  the  commend  menl 
of  civil  revolutions,  can  often  become, 
with  the  most  effect,  a  mediator 
between  the  ;  I  the  pai  ih  * 

*  a 
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subsequently  formed.  Perhaps,  under 
Adrian's  circumstances,  delay  was 
really  the  part  of  a  prudent  states- 
man ;  the  very  position  which  cripples 
at  the  first,  often  gives  authority 
before  the  end.  Clear  from  the  ex- 
cesses, and  saved  from  the  jealousies, 
of  rival  factions,  all  men  are  willing 
to  look  with  complaisance  and  respect 
to  a  new  actor  in  a  turbulent  drama ; 
his  moderation  may  make  him  trusted 
by  the  people;  his  rank  enable  him 
to  be  a  fitting  mediator  with  the 
nobles ;  and  thus  the  qualities  that 
would  have  rendered  him  a  martyr  at 
one  period  of  the  Revolution,  raise 
him  perhaps  into  a  saviour  at  another. 

Silent,  therefore,  and  passive, 
Adrian  waited  the  progress  of  events. 
If  the  projects  of  Rienzi  failed,  he 
might,  by  that  inactivity,  the  better 
preserve  the  people  from  new  chains, 
and  their  champion  from  death.  If 
those  projects  succeeded,  he  might 
equally  save  his  house  from  the  popu- 
lar wrath  —  and,  advocating  liberty, 
check  disorder.  Such,  at  least,  were 
his  hopes;  and  thus  did  the  Italian 
sagacity  and  caution  of  his  character 
control  and  pacify  the  enthusiasm  of 
youth  and  courage. 

The  sun  shone,  calm  and  cloudless, 
upon  the  vast  concourse  gathered 
before  the  broad  space  that  surrounds 
the  Church  of  St.  John  of  Lateran. 
Tartly  by  curiosity  —  partly  bj  the 
desire  of  the  Bishop  of  Orviettc— - 
party  because  it  was  an  occasion  in 
which  they  could  display  the  pomp  of 
their  retinues — many  of  the  principal 
Barons  of  Rome  had  gathered  to  this 
spot. 

On  one  of  the  steps  ascending  to  the 
jhurch,  with  his  mantle  folded  round 
kirn,  stood  Walter  de  Montreal,  gazing 
on  the  various  parties  that,  one  after 
another,  swept  through  the  lane  which 
the  soldiers  of  the  Church  preserved 
unimpeded,  in  the  middle  of  the 
crowd,  ttr  the  access  of  thfl  pi 
nobles.      He  watched    with    in 


though  with  his  usual  carelessness  of 
air  and  roving  glance,  the  different 
marks  and  looks  of  welcome  given 
by  the  populace  to  the  different  per- 
sonages of  note.  Banners  and  penona 
preceded  each  Signor,  and,  zs  they 
waved  aloft,  the  witticisms  or  nick- 
names— the  brief  words  of  praise  or 
censure,  that  imply  so  much — which 
passed  to  and  fro  among  that  lively 
crowd,  were  treasured  carefully  in  his 
recollection. 

"  Make  May,  there  ! — way  for  my 
Lord  Martino  Orsini  —  Baron  di 
Porto!" 

"  Peace,  minion  ! — draw  hack  !  way 
for  the  Signor  Adrian  Colonna,  Baron 
di  ( !astello,and  Knight  of  the  Empire." 

And  at  those  two  rival  shouts,  you 
saw  waving  on  high  the  golden  bear 
of  the  Orsini,  with  the  motto  — 
"  Beware  my  embrace  ! "  and  the  soli- 
tary column  on  an  azure  ground,  of 
the  Colonna,  with  Adrian's  especial 
device — "  Sad,  but  strong."  The  tram 
of  Martino  Orsini  was  much  more 
numerous  than  that  of  Adrian,  which 
last  consisted  but  of  ten  servitors. 
But  Adrian's  men  attracted  far  greater 
admiration  amongst  the  crowd,  and 
pleased  more  the  experienced  eye  of 
the  warlike  Knight  of  St.  John. 
Their  arms  were  polished  like  mir- 
rors; their  height  was  to  an  inch  the 
same;  their  march  was  regular  and 
sedate  ;  their  mien  erect ;  they  looked 
neither  to  the  right  nor  left;  they 
betrayed  that  ineffable  discipline  — 
t  hat  harmony  of  order — which  Adrian 
had  learned  to  impart  to  his  men 
during  his  swn  apprenticeship  of. 
arms.  But  the  disorderly  train  of  the 
Lord  of  Porto  was  composed  of  men 
of  all  heights.  Their  arms  were  ill- 
polished  and  ill-fashioned,  and  they 
pressed  confusedly  on  each  other; 
thej  laughed  and  spoke  aloud;  and 
in  their  mien  and  bearing  expressed 
all  the  in-'  lence  of  men  who  despised 
alike  the  master  they  served  and  the 
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people  they  awed.  The  two  bands 
coining  unexpectedly  on  each  other 
through  this  narrow  defile,  the  jea- 
lousy of  (he  two  houses  presently 
declared  itself.  Each  pressed  forward 
for  the  precedence  :  and.  as  the  quiet 
regularity  of  Adrian's  train,  and  even 
its  compact  paucity  of  numbers,  ena- 
bled it  to  pass  before  the  servitors  of 
his  rival,  the  populace  set  up  a  loud 
shout — "  A  Colonna  forever  ' " — "  Let 
the  Bear  dance  after  the  Column  i  " 

"On, ye  knaves  I"  saidOrsini  aloud 
to  his  men.  "  Eow  have  yc  suffered 
this  affront  ' "  And  passing  himself 
to  the  head  of  his  men,  he  would 
have  advanced  through  the  midst  of 
his  rival's  train,  had  not  a  tall  guard, 
in  the  Pope's  livery,  placed  hi>  baton 
in  the  way. 

"Pardon,  my  Lord!  wc  have  the 
Vicar's  express  commands  to  suffer  n" 
struggling  of  the  different  trains  one 
with  another." 

"  Knave  !  dost  thou  bandy  words 
with  me  !"  said  the  fierce  Orsini:  and 
with  his  Bword  he  clove  the  baton  in  two. 

"In  the  Yi'-ar's  name,  I  command 
you  to  fall  back!"  said  the  sturdy 
guard,  now  placing  his  huge  bulk  in 
the  v^ry  front  of  the  noble's  path. 

"It  is  Cecco  del  Vecchio  !  "  cried 
those  of  the  populace,  who  were  near 
enough  to  perceive  the  interruption 
and  it-  C 

"  Ay."  said  one,  "  the  good   Vicar 
has  put  many  of  the-  stoutest   fellows 
in  the  Pope's  livery,  in  order th< 
to  keep  |"  a.-. .    |  [e  could  bav< 
U'jiie  better  l  ban  *  lecco." 

"  But  he  must  not  fall  ! "  cried  an- 
other, a    l  laring  on  ti,, 
drew  back  lu    sword  as  if  to  p] 
through  hi-  ho-. .in. 

"  Shame— shame !  shall  the  Pope 
be   thus  insulted   in  his  own 

"  Down  with  the 
sacrilegious     down  :  "     Ami,  as  if  by 

a  pre tcei  ted  plan,  a  whole 

the  nioh  broke  at  once  through  tie' 
lane,  and  Bwepl   'ike  a  torrenf  over 


Orsini  and  his  jostled  and  ill-assorted 
train.  Orsini  himself  was  thrown  on 
the  ground  with  violence,  and  tram- 
pled upon  by  a  hundred  footsteps  ; 
his  men,  huddled  and  struggling  as 
much  against  themselves  as  against 
the  mob,  were  scattered  and  overset; 
and  when,  by  a  greaf  effort  of  the 
guards,  headed  by  the  smith  himself, 
order  was  again  restored,  and  the  line 
jd,  Orsini,  well  nigh  choked 
with  his  rage  and  humiliation,  and 
greatly  bruised  by  the  rude  assaults 
he  had  received,  could  scarcely  stir 
from  theground.  The  officers  of  the 
I 'ope  raised  him,  and,  when  he  was  on 
hislegs,  he  looked  wildly  around  For 
his  sword,  which,  Falling  from  his 
hand,  had  been  kicked  amongsf  the 
crowd,  and  seeing  if  not,  he  said,  be- 
tween his  ground  teeth,  to  Cecco  del 
Vecchio — 

"  Fellow,  thy  neck  shall  answer  this 

d  deserf  me: !  "  and 

passed  along  through  the  space;  while 

uppressed   and   exultant   hoot 

from  the  1...  t  roders  followed  his  path. 

"  Way  there!"  cried  the  smith, 
■•  for  iii  Lord  Martino  di  Porto,  ami 
may  all  the  people  know  that  he  hn.3 
>  take  my  life'  for  the  dis- 
charge of  my  duty  in  obedience  to 
the  Pope's  Vicar ! " 

'•Ik-  dare  not!"  shouted  out  a 
thousand  voices ;  "  the  people  can  pro- 
tect their  own  !  " 

This  scene  had  not  been  lost  on  the 
Provencal,  who  well  knew  how  to  con 

-Mile     the       '.Mild      le  "'ioll      of 

straws,  and  saw  at  once,  by  the  bold- 
■lie  populace,  thai  they  them 
-•  he,   were  con  scious  of   a  coming 

tempest.       ••   /'  //'  />/'.  (/,"  said  he,  a-  lie 

Baluted    Adrian,   who,   gravely,    and 
without  looking  behind,  had  now  won 

i  of  the  chinch,  "yon  tall 
fellow  ha-  a  hravc  heart,  ami  man  J 
friend-,  to,,.  What  think  you,"  lei 
added,  in  .a  low  wh  nol  thin 

proof  that  tic  nobles 
safe  than  tiny  wot  of  I" 
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"  The  beast  begins  to  kick  against 
ill  e  spur,Sir  Knight,"  answered  Adriar 
"  a  wise  horseman  should,  in  such  a 
case,  take  care  how  he  pull  the  rein  too 
tight,  lest  the  beast  should  rear,  and 
he  be  overthrown — yet  that  is  the 
policy  thou  wouldst  recommend." 

"  You  mistake,"  returned  Montreal, 
"  my  wish  was  to  give  Eoine  one  sove- 
reign instead  of  many  tyrants, — but 
hark !  what  means  that  bell  1" 

"  The  ceremony  is  about  to  begin," 
answered  Adrian.  "  Shall  we  enter 
the  church  together  1" 

Seldom  had  a  temple  consecrated  to 
God  witnessed  so  singular  a  spectacle 
as  that  whichnow  animated  the  solemn 
space  of  the  Lateran. 

Jn  the  centre  of  the  church,  seats 
were  raised  in  an  amphitheatre,  at  the 
far  end  of  which  was  a  scaffolding,  a 
little  higher  than  the  rest ;  below  this 
spot,  but  high  enough  to  be  in  sight, 
of  all  the  concourse,  was  placed  a  vast 
table  of  iron,  on  which  was  graven  an 
ancient  inscription,  and  bearing  in  its 
centre  a  clear  and  prominent  device, 
presently  to  be  explained. 

The  seats  were  covered  with  cloth 
and  rich  tapestry.  In  the  rear  of  the 
church  was  drawn  a  purple  curtain. 
Around  the  amphitheatre  were  the 
officers  of  the  Church,  in  the  party- 
coloured  liveries  of  the  Pope.  To  the 
right  of  the  scaffold  sate  Raimond, 
Bishop  of  Orvictto,  in  his  robes  of 
^tate.  On  the  benches  round  him 
you  saw  all  the  marked  personages  of 
Rome — the  judges,  the  men  of  letters, 
the  nobles,  from  the  lofty  rank  of  the 
Savelli  to  the  inferior  grade  of  a 
RasellL  The  space  beyond  the  am- 
phitheatre was  filled  with  the  people, 
who  now  poured  fast  in,  stream  after 
stream  :  all  the  while  ran;;,  clear  and 
loud,  the  greaf  bell  of  the  church. 

At  length,  as  Adrian  and  Montreal 
seated  themselves  at  a  little  distance 
from    Rahnond,    the    bell    suddenly 

-the  murmurs  of  the 
were  stilled — the  purple  curtain  was 


withdrawn,  and  Rienzi  came  forth 
with  slow  and  majestic  steps.  He 
came — but  not  in  his  usual  sombre 
and  plain  attire.  Over  his  broad  breast 
he  wore  a  vest  of  dazzling  whiteness 
— a  long  robe,  in  the  ample  fashion  of 
the  toga,  descended  to  his  feet  and 
swept  the  floor.  On  his  head  he  wore 
a  fold  of  white  cloth,  in  the  centre  of 
which  shone  a  golden  crown.  But 
the  crown  was  divided,  or  cloven,  as 
it  were,  by  the  mystic  ornament  of  a 
silver  sword,  which,  attracting  the 
universal  attention,  testified  at  once 
that  this  strange  garb  was  worn,  net 
from  the  vanity  of  display,  but  for 
the  sake  of  presenting  to  the  con- 
course— in  the  person  of  the  citizen — 
a  type  and  emblem  of  that  state  of  t  he 
city  on  which  he  was  about  to  descant. 

"  Faith,"  whispered  one  of  the  old 
nobles  to  his  neighbour,  "  the  plebeian 
assumes  it  bravely." 

"  It  will  be  rare  sport,"  said  a  second. 
"I  trust  the  good  man  will  put  some 
jests  in  his  discourse." 

"What  showman's  tricks  are  these?" 
said  a  third. 

"  He  is  certainly  crazed ! "  said  a 
fourth. 

"How  handsome  he  is!*'  said  the 
women,  mixed  with  the  populace. 

"This  is  a  man  who  has  learned  the 
people  by  heart,"  observed  Montreal 
to  Adrian.  "  He  knows  he  must  speak 
to  the  eye,  in  order  to  win  the  mind ; 
a  knave, — a  wise  knave  !  " 

And  now  Rienzi  had  ascended  the 
scaffold  :  and  as  he  looked  long  and 
steadfastly  around  the  meeting,  the 
high  and  thoughtful  repose  of  his 
majestic  countenance,  its  deep  and 
solemn  gravity,  hushed  all  the  mur- 
murs, and  made  its  effect  equally  felt 
by  the  sneering  nobles  as  the  impa- 
tient populace. 

"  Signors  of  Rome,"  said  he,  at 
length,  ''and  ye, friends,  and  citizens, 
you  have  heard  why  we  arc  met 
together  this  day;  and  you,  my  Lord 
Bishoo   of  Orvietto,— and  ye.  fellow 
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labourers  with  me  in  the  field  of  let- 
ters.— ye,  too,  are  aware  that  it  is 
er  relative  to  that 
ancient  Home,  the  rise  and  the  decline 
of  whose  past  power  and  glories  we 
spent  ouryonth  in  endeavouring 
to  comprehend.  But  this,  believe  me, 
i<  no  vain  enigma  of  erudition,  useful 
hut  to  the  studious,-— referring  but  to 
the  dead.  Let  the  Past  perish  ! — let 
darkness  shroud  ii  ! — let  it  sleep  for 
ever  over  the  crumbling  temples  aud 
-  of  its  forgotten  sons,— 
if  it  cannot  afford  us,  from  its  dis- 
bnried  secrets,  a  guide  for  the  Present 
and  the  Future.  What,  my  Lords,ye 
have  thonghl  that  it.  was  for  the 
antiquityalone  thatwe  havewasted  oui 
nights  and  days  in  studying  whal  an- 
tiquity can  teach  us!  You  are  mis- 
taken :  it,  is  nothing  to  know  what  we 
have  been,  unless  it,  is  with  the  desire 
of  knowing  that  which  we  ought  to 
be.     Oui  are  mere  dust,  and 

■  ben  they  speak  to  our 
!  ■■  ;  and   then  their  voices  re- 
sound, not  from  the  earth  below,  but 
iven  above.     There  is  an  elo- 
01  Memory,  because  it  is  the 
tf  Hope.     There  is  a  sanctity  in 
the    Past,   hut  only  because  of  the 
rins,     chronicles  of 
the  progress  of  mankind,     stepping- 
n  civilisation,  in  liberty,  and 
<  »ur  fathers  forbid  us 
ich  us  what  is  our 
rightful    heritage,-  they   bid   us  re- 
claim, they  bid  us  augment,  that  he- 
1  heir    virtues,   and 
heir  errors.    These  are  the  true 
the  sacred  edi 
Bee  in  n  hich   we  are, — it  i-  a  tomb 
upon  which  to  rear  a  tempi .     I 
thai  you  marvel  at  ih 
ning :  ye  look  to  each  other 
to  what  it  tends.     Behold  thi 

:'  iron  ;  upon   it 

inscription  but  lately  disinterred  from 

and  ruin,   which — 

o  shame  to   Rom<  nee  the 

,  -  rcl i 


triumphant  power.  The  device  in 
the  centre  of  the  table,  which  you  he- 
hold,  conveys  the  act  of  the  Roman 
Senators, — who  are  conferring  upon 
Vespasian  the  imperial  authority.  It 
is  this  inscription  which  I  have  invited 
you  to  hear  read  !  It  specifics  the  very 
terms  and  limits  of  the  authority  thus 
conferred.  To  the  Emperor  was  con- 
fided the  power  of  making  laws  and 
alliances  with  whatsoever  nation, — of 
increasing,  or  of  diminishing  th3 
limits  of  towns  and  districts, — of — 
mark  this,  my  Lords! — exalting  men 
to  the  rank  of  dukes  and  kings, — ay, 
and  of  deposing  and  degrading  them; 
— of  making  cities,  and  of  unmaking  : 
in  short,  of  all  the  attributes  of  impe- 
rial power,  res,  to  thai  Emperor  was 
confided  this  vast  authority;  but,  by 
whom  1  Heed— listen,  I  pray  you — 
let  not  a  word  he  lost; — by  whom,  1 
say]  By  the  Roman  Senate!  What 
was  the  Roman  Senate!  The  Repre- 
sentative of  the  Roman  People  !  " 

"  I  knew  he  would  come  to  that!" 
said  the  smith,  who  stood  at  the  door 
with  his  follows,  hut  to  whose  car, 
clear  and  distinct,  rolled  the  silver 
voice  of  Rien/.i. 

"  Brave  fellow  !  and  this,  loo,  in  the 
hearing  of  the  Lords  !  " 

"  Ay,  you  see  what  the  people  were 
and  we  should  never  have  known  this 
but  for  him." 
"Peace,  fellows;"  said  the  officer 
of   the    crowd,    from    whom 
cam    thesi   whispered  si  ntences. 

u  ntinued.—  "  STes,  it  Is  the 

people  v,  ho    ml  i  ii    ted    I  bis    |"> 

i  he  ] pie,  therefore,  ii  belongs  !  Did 

the  haughty  Emperor  arrogate  the 
crown  '  Could  he  a  mme  the  autho 
ri'y  of  himself!  Was  it  born  with 
hbnl  Did  he  lerive  it.  my  Lord 
Barons,  from  the  possession  of  towered 
of  lofty  lineage  '  No  '  all- 
he  bad  no  ■ 

one  atom  of  that   power,  save  from  the 

voice  and  trusl  of  the  Roman  people 

>    my  countrymen  |  such  wa» 


72 


KTKN'ZY, 


even  at  that  day,  when  Liberty  was 
but  the  shadow  of  her  former  self, — 
such  was  the  acknowledged  preroga- 
tive of  your  fathers  !  All  power  was 
the  gift  of  the  people.  What  have  ye 
to  give  now?  Who,  who,  I  say, — what 
single  person,  what  petty  chief,  asks 
you  for  the  authority  he  assumes] 
His  senate  is  his  sword ;  his  chart  of 
license  is  written,  not  with  ink,  but 
blood.  The  people ! — there  is  no 
people !  Oh !  would  to  God  that  we 
might  disentomb  the  spirit  of  the  Past 
as  easily  as  her  records  ! " 

"If  I  were  your  kinsman,"  whis- 
pered Montreal  to  Adrian,  "  I  would 
give  this  man  short  breathing-time 
between  his  peroration  and  confession." 

"  What  is  your  Emperor  1 "  conti- 
nued Rienzi ;  "  a  stranger !  What  the 
great  head  of  your  Church  ? — an  exile  ! 
Ye  are  without  your  lawful  chiefs  ; 
and  why  1  Because  ye  are  not  without 
your  law-defying  tyrants !  The  licence 
of  your  nobles,  their  discords,  their 
dissensions,  have  driven  our  Holy 
Father  from  the  heritage  of  St.  Peter ; 
— they  have  bathed  your  streets  in 
your  own  blood ;  they  have  wasted  the 
wealth  of  your  labours  on  private 
quarrels  and  the  maintenance  of  hire- 
ling ruffians!  Your  forces  are  ex- 
hausted against  yourselves.  You  have 
made  a  mockery  of  your  country,  once 
the  mistress  of  the  world.  You  have 
Btceped  her  lips  in  trail — ye  have  set  a 
crown  of  thorns  upon  her  head!' 
What,  my  Lords  !  "  cried  he,  turning 
sharply  round  towards  the  Savclli  and 
Orsini,  who,  endeavouring  to  shake  off 
'.he  thrill  which  the  fiery  eloquence  of 
Rienzi  had  stricken  to  their  hearts, 
now,  by  contemptuous  gestures  and 
scornful  smiles,  testified  the  displea- 
sure they  did  not  dare  loudly  to  utter 
in  the  presence  of  the  Vicar  and  the 
people. — "What!  cveu  whila  I  speak 
— not  the  sanctity  of  this  place  restrains 
you  !  I  am  an  humble  man—  a 
of  Borne; — but  I  have  this  distinc- 
tiou:    I    have   raised   against   myself 


many  foes  and  scoffers  for  that  which 
I  have  done  for  Pome.  I  am  hated, 
because  I  love  my  country ;  I  am  des- 
pised, because  I  would  exalt  her.  I 
retaliate — I  shall  be  avenged.  Three 
traitors  in  your  own  palaces  shall  be- 
tray you  :  their  names  are — Luxury, 
Envy,  and  Dissension  ! " 

"  There  he  had  them  on  the  hip  !  " 

"  Ha,  ha  !  by  the  Holy  Cross,  that 
was  good ! " 

"  I  would  go  to  the  hangman  for 
such  another  keen  stroke  as  that !  " 

"  It  is  a  shame  if  we  are  cowards, 
when  one  man  is  thus  brave,"  said  the 
smith. 

"This  is  the  man  we  have  always 
wanted  ! " 

"  Silence !  "  proclaimed  the  officer. 

"  0  Romans  !  "  resumed  Rienzi,  pas- 
sionately— "awake  !  I  conjure  you  ! 
Let  this  memorial  of  your  former 
power — your  ancient  liberties — sink 
deep  into  your  souls.  In  a  propitious 
hour,  if  ye  seize  it, — in  an  evil  one.  if 
ye  suffer  the  golden  opportunity  to 
escape, — has  this  record  of  the  past 
been  unfolded  to  your  eyes.  Recollect 
that  the  Jubilee  approaches." 

-'shop  of  Orvietto  smiled,  and 
bowed  approvingly;  the  people,  the 
citizens,  the  inferior  nobles,  noted 
well  those  signs  of  encouragement  ; 
and.  to  their  minds,  the  Pope  himself, 
in  the  person  of  his  Vicar,  looked 
benignly  on  the  daring  of  Rienzi. 

•'  TheJubilee  approaches, — theeyes 
of  all  Christendom  will  be  directed 
hither.  Here,  where,  from  all  quar- 
ters of  the  globe,  men  come  for  peace, 
shall  they  find  discord? — seeking  ab- 
solution, shall  they  perceive  but  'rime! 
In  the  centre  of  God's  dominion,  shall 
they  weep  at  your  weakness? — in  the 
scat  of  (lie  martyred  saints,  shall  they 
shudder  at,  your  vices'! — in  the  foun- 
tain and  source  of  Christ's  law,  shall 
the*  find  all  law  unknown  ?  You 
were  the  glory  of  the  world— will  you 
be  its  by-wordl  You  were  its  ex- 
ample—will you  be  its  warning?   Rise, 
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while  it  is  yet  time  ! — clear  your  roads 
from  the  bandits  that  infest  them  ! — 
your  walls  from  the  hirelings  that 
they  harbour  !  Banish  these  civil 
discords,  or  the  men — how  proud,  how 
great,  soever — who  maintain  them  ! 
Pluck  the  scales  from  the  hand  of 
Fraud  ! — the  sword  from  the  hand  of 
Violence  ! — the  balance  and  the  sword 
are  the  ancient  attributes  of  Just  ire  ! 
— restore  them  to  her  again !  This 
be  your  high  task, — these  be  your 
great  ends !  Deem  any  man  who  op- 
■  hem  a  traitor  to  his  country. 
Cain  a  victory  greater  than  those  of 
the  Caesars — a  victory  over  yourselves! 
Let  the  pilgrims  of  the  world  behold 
the  resurrection  of  Rome  !  .Make  one 
epoch  of  the  Jubilee  of  Religion  and 
the  Restoration  of  Law !  Lay  the 
sacrifice  of  your  vanquished  passions 
— the  first-fruits  of  your  renovated 
liberties — upon  the  very  altar  that 
these  walls  contain  !  and  never  !  oh, 
never  !  since  the  world  began,  shall 
men  have  made  a  more  grateful  offer- 
ing to  their  God  ! " 

So  intense  was  the  sensation  these 
words  created  in  the  audience — so 
breathless  and  overpowered  did  they 
leave  the  souls  which  they  took  by 
storm — that  Rien/.i  had  descended 
the  scaffold,  and  already  disappeared 
behind  the  curtain  from  which  he  had 
emerged,  ere  the  crowd  were  fully 
aware  that  be  had  ceased. 

The  singularity  of  this  sudden  ap> 
parition — robed  in  mysterious  -[den- 
dour,  and  vanishing  the  moment  its 
errand  was  fulfilled— gave  additional 
effect  to  the  word-  it  bad  a 
The  whole  character  of  that  bold  ad- 
e  invested  with  a  some- 
preternatural  and  inspired  ;  to 

the   mi  \  uleai.    the   mortal 

was  converted    in-  le;  and, 

Ling  at  the  onhi 
rage  with  n  bich  their  idol  had  rebuked 
and  conjured  the  haughty  barons,— 
each  of  whom   they  regarded  in  the 
light     of    sanctioned     executioners, 


whose  anger  could  be  made  manifest 
at  once  by  the  gibbet  or  the  axe, — 
the  people  could  not  but  supersti- 
tiously  imagine  that  nothing  less  than 
authi  irity  from  above  could  have  gifted 
their  leader  with  such  hardihood, 
and  preserved  him  from  the  danger  it 
incurred.  In  fact,  it  was  in  this  very 
courage  of  Rienzi  that  his  safety  con- 
sisted ;  he  was  placed  in  those  circum- 
stances  where  audacity  is  prudence. 
Had  he  been  less  bold,  the  nobles 
would  have  been  more  severe  ;  but  so 
great  a  license  of  speech  in  an  officer 
of  the  Holy  See,  they  naturally  ima- 
gined, was  not  unauthorised  by  the 
assent  of  the  Pope,  as  well  as  by  the 
approbation  of  the  people.  Those 
who  did  not  (like  Stephen  Colonna) 
despise  words  as  wind,  shrank  back 
from  the  task  of  punishing  one  whose 
voice  might  be  the  mere  echo  of  the 
wishes  of  the  pontiff.  The  dissensions 
of  the  nobles  among  each  other,  were 
no  less  favourable  to  llienzi.  He 
attacked  a  body,  the  members  of 
which  had  no  union. 

"  It  is  not  my  duty  to  slay  him  ! " 
said  one. 

"  I  am  not  the  representative  of 
the  barons!"  said  another. 

"  If  Stephen  Colonna  heeds  him 
not,  it  would  be  absurd,  as  well  as 
dangerous,  in  a  meaner  man  to  make 
himself  the  champion  of  the  order!" 
said  a  third. 

The  Colonna  smiled  approval, when 
Rienzi  denounced  an  <  ►rsini — an  I  hrsini 
laughed  aloud,  when  the  eloquence 
burst  over  a  Colonna.  The  lesser 
nobles  were  well  pleased  to  hear  at- 
tacks upon  both  :  while\  on  the  other 
band,  the  Bishoj  by  the  long  Impu- 
nity of  Kien/.i,  had  taken  courage  to 
sanction  the  01  duel  of  bis  fellow- 
officer.  Bea  i  ':'  d  a!  times, 
to  blame  tie  excess  of  his  R  rvour, 
but  it  was  always  accompanied  by  the 
of  his  honesty  ;  and  the  ap- 
probation of  the  Pope's  Vicar  con- 
firmed the  impression  of  the  nobles 
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a.s  to  the  approbation   of  the   Pope. 
Thus,  from  the  very  rashness  of  his 

enthusiasm    had    grown    his   security 
and  success. 

Still,  however,  when  the  barons  had 
a  little  recovered  from  the  stupor  into 
which  Rienzi  had  cast  them,  they 
looked  round  to  each  other  ;  and  their 
looks  confessed  their  sense  of  the  inso- 
lence of  the  orator,  and  the  affront 
offered  to  themselves. 

"  Pi -/•  fcd<  !  "  quoth  Reginaldo  di 
Orsini,  "this  is  past  bearing, — the 
plebeian  has  gone  too  far  !  " 

"  Look  at  the  populace  below  !  how 
they  murmur  and  gape, — and  how 
their  eyes  sparkle — and  what  looks 
they  bend  at  us !  "  said  Luca  di  Savelli 
to  his  mortal  enemy,  Gastruecio  .Mala 
testa  :  the  sense  of  a  common  danger 
united  in  one  moment,  but  only  for  a 
moment,  the  enmity  of  years. 

"  Diavolo  ! "  muttered  Raselli  (Nina's 
father)  to  a  baron,  equally  poor,  "  but 
the  clerk  has  truth  in  his  lips.  'Tis  a 
pity  he  is  not  noble." 

"What  a  "clever  brain  marred!" 
said  a  Florentine  merchani.  "That 
man  might  be  something,  if  he  were 
sufficiently  rich." 

Adrian  and  Montreal  were  silent: 
the  first  seemed  lost  in  thought, — the 
last  was  watching  the  various  effects 
produced  upon  the  audience. 

"  Silence  ! "  proclaimed  the  officers. 
'•'  Silence,  for  my  Lord  Vicar." 

At   this  announcement,   every  eye- 
turned  to  ltaimond,  who,  rising  with 
much  clerical   importance,   thus  ad- 
dressed the  assembly: — 

"  Although,  Barons  and  Citizens  of 
Rome,  my  ivell-beloved  flock,  and  chil- 
dren,— I,  no  more  than  yourselves, 
anticipated  the  exact  nature  of  the 
address  ye  have  just  heard, — and, 
albeit,  I  cannot  feel  unalloyed  con- 
tentment at  the  manner,  nor,  I  may 
say,  at  the  whole  matter  of  that  fer- 
vent exhortation — yet  (layin 
emphasis  on  the  last  word),  I  cannot 
si  Iter  you   to  depart  without  adding 


to  the  prayers  of  our  Holy  Father's 
servant,  those,  also,  of  his  HolineSSS 
spiritual  representative.  It  i->  true! 
the  Jubilee  approaches!  The  Jubilee 
approaches — and  yet  our  roads,  even 
to  the  gates  of  Rome,  are  infested 
with  murderous  and  godless  ruffians  ! 
What  pilgrim  can  venture  across  the 
Apennines  to  worship  at  (lie  altars 
of  St.  Peter?  The  Jubilee  ap- 
proaches :  what  scandal  shall  it  be 
to  Rome  if  these  shrines  be  • 
pilgrims — if  the  timid  recoil  from,  if 
the  bold  fall  victims  to,  the  dangers  "i 
the  way!  Wherefore,  I  pray  you  all, 
citizens  and  chiefs  alike, — 1  pray  you 
all  to  lay  aside  those  unhappy  dissen- 
sions which  have  so  long  consumed 
the  strength  of  our  sacred  city  ;  and, 
uniting  with  each  other  in  the  ties  of 
amity  and  brotherhood,  to  form  a 
blessed  league  against  the  marauders 
of  the  road.  I  see  amongst  you,  my 
Lords,  many  of  the  boasts  and  pillars 
of  the  state;  but,  alas!  1  think  with 
grief  and  dismay  on  the  causeless  and 
idle  hatred  that  has  grown  up  between 
you ! — a  scandal  to  our  city,  and 
reflecting,  let  me  add,  my  Lords,  no 
honour  <>u  your  faith  as  Christians, 
nor  on  your  dignity  as  defenders  of 
the  Church." 

Amongst  the  inferior  nobles — along 
the  seats  of  the  judges  and  the  men  of 
letters — through  the  vast  concourse 
of  the  people — ran  a  loud  murmur  of 
approbation  at  these  words.  Th* 
greater  barons  looked  proudly.  I 
contemptuously,  at  the  countenance 
of  the  prelate,  and  preserved  a  strict 
and  unrevealing  silence. 

"In  this  holy  spot,"  continued  the 
Bishop,  "let  me  beseech  you  to  bury 
those  fruitless  animosities  which  have 
already  cost  enough  of  blood  and  trea- 
sure ;  and  let  us  quit  these  walls  with 
one  common  determination  to  evince 
our  courage  and  display  our  chivalry- 
only  against  our  universal  foes ; — 
i  hose  ruffians  who  lay  waste  our  fields, 
and  infest  our  public  ways, — the  foee 
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alike  of  the  people  we  should  protect, 
and  the  God  whom  we  should  serve!" 

The  Bishop  resumed  his  scut ;  the 
aohles  looked  at  each  other  without 
reply;  the  people  began  to  whisper 
loudly  among  themselves  ;  when,  after 
a  short  pause,  Adrian  di  Castello  rose. 

"  Pardon  me,  my  Lords,  and  you, 
reverend  Father,  it'  1,  inexperienced 
in  years  and  of  little  mark  or  dignity 
amongst  you,  presume  to  he  the  first 
to  embrace  the  proposal  we  have  just 
heard.  Willingly  do  1  renounce  all 
ancient  cause  of  enmity  with  any  of 
my  compeers.  Fortunately  for  me, 
my  long  absence,  from  Rome  has  swept 
from  my  remembrance  the  feuds  and 
rivalries  familiar  to  my  early  youth  ; 
and  in  this  noble  conclave  I  see  hut 
one  man  (glancing  at  Martino  di 
Porto,  who  sal  sullenly  looking  down) 
against  whom  I  have,  at  any  time, 
deemed  it  a  duty  to  draw  my  sword  ; 
the  gage  that  I  once  cast  to  that  noble 
is  yet,  1  rejoice  to  think,  unredeemed, 
[withdraw  it.  Henceforth  my  only 
foea  -hall  be  the  foes  of  Rome!" 

"  Nobly  spoken  !  "  said  the  Bishop, 
aloud. 

"  And,"  continued  Adrian,  casting 
down  his  glove  amongst  the  aohles, 
'•  1  throw,  my  Lord.-,  the  gage,  thus 

on  nil,  in  ch 
to  a  wider  rivalry,  and  a  more  uoble 
field.  I  invito  any  man  to  vie  with 
me  in  the  zeal  that  he  shall  show  to 
restore  tranquillity  to  our  roads,  and 
order  to  our  Btate,  It  i-  a  contest  in 
which,  if  I  be  vanquished  with  reluct- 
:  will  yield  the  prize  without 
envy.  In  ten  day-  from  this  time, 
reverend    Father,    I    will    raise    forty 

u  at  arm-.  r>  ady  to  obej  what- 
ever orders  shall  be  agreed  upon  tor 
Soman  state.    And 
you,  0  Romans,  dismi    .  I  | u 

ir  minds,  those  eloquenl  in- 

our  fellow-citizens 

which  ye  have  lately  beard.     All  of 

us,  of  what   r;mk  Boever,   may    have 

bliared   in  the  excesses  of  tie 


happy  times ;  lct-us  endeavour,  not  to 
avenge  nor  to  imitate,  hut  to  reform 
and  to  unite.  And  may  the  people 
hereafter  find,  that  the  true  boast  of 
a  patrician  is,  that  his  power  the  better 
enables  him  to  serve  his  country." 

"Brave  words!  "  quoth  the  smith, 
snceringly. 

'•  If  they  were  all  like  him  !"  said 
the  smith's  neighbour. 

"  He  has  helped  the  nobles  out.  of  a 
dilemma,"  said  Pandulfo. 

"He  has  shown  grey  wit  under 
young  hairs."  said  an  aged  Malatesta. 

"  You  have  turned  the  tide,  but  not 
.stemmed  it,  noble  Adrian,"  whispered 
r-boding  Montreal,  as,  amidst 
the  murmurs  of  the  general  approba- 
tion, the  young  Colonna  resumed  his 
seat. 

"  How  mean  you  V  said  Adrian. 

"  That  your  soft  words,  like  all  pa- 
trician conciliations,  have  come  too 
late." 

Not  another  noble  stirred,  though 
they  felt,  perhaps,  disposed  to  join  in 
the  general  feeling  of  amnesty,  and 
appeared,  by  signs  and  whispers,  to 
applaud  the  Bpeechof  Adrian.  They 
were  too  habituated  to  the  ungraccful- 
uess  of  an  unlettered  pride,  to  bow 
themselves  to  address  conciliating 
ei1  her  to  1  he  people  or  their 
foes.  And  Raimond, glancing  round, 
and  not  willing  thai  their  unseemly 
hould  !"■  long  remarked,  rose 
at  once,  to  give  it  the  best  construe 
Hon  Hi  hi-  power. 

•■  .\'\  Bon,  thou  hast  Bpoken  as  a 
patriot  and  a  Christian  ;  h\  tie-  ap- 
proving Bilence  of  your  peels  we  all 
feel  that  they  -liar'-  VOUT  Miit  imelit-. 
Break  we  U])  the  meeting — its  end  IB 
obtained.      The    manner    of  our    pro- 

against  i!"-  leagu  d  • 
of  tie-  road  requires  maturer  consi 

This    da\     shall 

I.'-  an  epoch  in  our  history.'' 

■•  h  hall,"  quoth  <  lecco  del  Vi  cchio, 
gruffly,  between  bis  teeth, 

'■  Children,  my  bit  using  upon  yon 
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all ! "  concluded  the  -Vicar,  spreading 
his  arms. 

And  in  a  few  minutes  more  the 
crowd  poured  from  the  church.  The 
different  servitors  and  flag-bearers 
ranged  themselves  on  the  steps  with- 
out, each  train  anxious  for  their  mas- 
ter's precedence;  and  the  nobles, 
gravely  collecting  in  small  knots,  in 
jhe  which  was  no  mixture  of  rival 
blood,  followed  the  crowd  down  the 
aisles.  Soon  rose  again  the  din,  and 
the  noise,  and  the  wrangling,  and  the 
oaths,  of  the  hostile  bands,  as,  with 
pain  and  labour,  the  Vicar's  officers 
marshalled  them  in  "order  most  dis- 
orderly." 

But  so  true  were  Montreal's  words 
to  Adrian,  that  the  populace  already 
half  forgot  the  young  noble's  generous 
appeal,  and  were  only  bitterly  com- 


menting on  the  ungracious  silence  of 
his  brother  Lords.  What,  too,  to 
them  was  this  crusade  against  the 
robbers  of  the  road!  They  blamed 
the  good  Bishop  for  not  saying  boldly 
to  the  nobles — "  Ye  are  the  first  rob- 
bers we  must  march  against ! "  The  po- 
pular discontents  had  gone  far  I 
palliatives ;  they  had  arrived  at  that 
point  when  the  people  longed  less  for 
reform  than  change.  There  are  times 
when  a  revolution  cannot  be  warded 
off;  it  must  come — come  alike  by 
resistance  or  by  concession.  Wo  to 
that  race  in  which  a  revolution  pro- 
duces no  fruits  ! — in  which  the  thun- 
derbolt smiles  the  high  place,  but 
dues  not  purify  the  air!  To  suffer  in 
vain  is  often  the  lot  of  the  noblest 
individuals  ;  but  when  a  People  suffer 
in  vain,  lcl  them  curse  themselves ! 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    AMBITIOUS    CITIZEN,    AND    THK    AMBITIOUS    SOLDIER. 


The  Bishop  of  Orvietto  lingered  last, 
to  confer  with  liienzi,  who  awaited  him 
in  the  recesses  of  the  Lateran.  llai- 
mond  luul  the  penetration  not  to  be 
seduced  into  believing  that  the  late 
scene  could  effect  any  reformation 
t,  the  nobles,  heal  their  divi- 
sions, or  lead  them  actively  against 
the  Lnfestors  of  the  Campagna.  But, 
as  he  detailed  to  Rienzi  all  that  had 
occurred  subsequent  to  the  departure 
of  that  hero  of  the  scene,  he  concluded 
with  saying  : — 

'•'  You  will  perceive  from  this,  one 
good  result  will  be  produced  :  the  first 
armed  dissension     the  firsl  iVa;  ai g 

the   nobles — will    seem    like   a   breach 
of  promise  :  and,  to  the  peoph  and  >< 
the  Pope,  a  reasonable  excuse  lor  des- 
pairing of  all   amendment    .■■■ 
the   Barons,  —  an  excuse  which   will1 


sanction  flu:  efforts  of  the  first,  and 

the  approval  of  the  last." 

"  For  such  a  fray  we  shall  not  long 
wait,"  answered  liienzi. 

"  1  believe  the  prophecy,"  answered 
Raimond, smiling;  "a<  present  all  runs 
•well.     Go  you  with  us  homeward  >" 

"  Nay,  1  think  it  better  to  tarry 
here  till  the  crowd  is  entirely  dis- 
persed :  for  it'ihr;.  were  to  see  me,  in 
their  pres  •  ment,  they  might 

insist  on  some  rash  and  hasty  enter- 
prise. Besides,  my  Lord,"  added 
Rienzi,  "  with  an  ignorant  people, 
I  enthusiastic,  this 
rule  mil  -t  I"-  rigidly  observed  -  stale 
not  your  presence  bj  custom.  Never 
may  men  like  me,  who  have  no  exter- 
nal rank,  appear  amongst  the  crowd, 
hose  iccasions  when  the  mind 
is  itself  a  rank." 
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*  That  is  true,  as  you  have  no  train," 
answered  Raimond,  thinking  of  his 
own  well-liveried  menials.  "Adieu, 
then  !  we  shall  meet  soon." 

"  Ay.  at  Philippi,  my  Lord.  Bcre- 
rt'iid  Father,  your  blessing!" 

8  some  time  subsequent  to  this 
conference   that    Ricnzi   quitted    the 
Bacred  edifice.  As  hestood  on  the  steps 
of  the   church— now   silent   and    de- 
serted— the  hour  that  precedes   the 
brief  twilight  of  the  South  lent  its 
to  the  view.  There  he  beheld  the 
sweeping  arches  of  the  mighty  Aque- 
duct extending  far  along  the  sci  ue, 
and  hacked  by  the  distant  and  purpled 
hills.     Before — to  the  right—  rose  the 
gate  which  took  its  Roman  name  from 
the  Coelian  Mount,  at  whose  declivity 
it    yet    stand-.      Beyond—  from    the 
of  the  steps— he  saw  the  vil- 
.1  through  the  grey  ( lam- 
pagna,  whitening  in  the  sloped  sun  ; 
and  in  the  furthest  distance  the  moun- 
tain shadows  began  to  darken  over  the 
of  the   ancient   TuBCulum,  and 
the  second   Alhan*    city,  which  yet 
neglect,  above  the 
vanished  palao  3  of  Pi  mpey  and  Do- 
nutian. 

The  Roman  stood  absorbed  at 
tionlcss  for  some  moments,  gazing  on 
ne,  and  inhaling  the  sweel  balm 
of  the  mellow  air.  It  was  the  Boft 
spring-time  the  season  of  flowers, 
and  green  leaves,  and  whisperingwinds 
—the  pastoral  May  of  Italia'-  poets: 
but  hush  d  wac  the  voice  of  song  on 
the  banks  ofthe  Til 
music  no  more.      From    the  sacred 

Mount  in  which  Saturn  held  hi 

the  Dryad  and  the  Nymph,  and  Italy's 
i 

Rienzi's  original   nature— its  enthu- 
siasm— os  for  the  past-  its 

*  The  first  Altiu—  tin-  Altia  Longer— whose 
oriRi'i    I  it'll-  I  mm-,  was  de- 

stroyed by  Tulltu  [lostilina.     Thi 
Alba,  <r  modern  Albano,  wm  en  i  ti  <i  on  tin- 
plain  below  tin-  undent  town,  .a  little  before 
the-  time  of  Nero. 


love  of  the  beautiful  and  the  great — 
that  very  attachment  to  the  graces  and 
pomp  which  give-so  florid  a  character 
to  the  harsh  realities  of  life.,  and  which 
power  afterwards  too  luxuriantly  de- 
veloped ;  the  exuberance  of  thoughts 
and  fancies,  which  poured  itself  from 
his  lips  in  so  brilliant  and  incxhaust- 
iblc  a  flood — all  bespoke  those  intel- 
lectual and  imaginative  Masses,  which, 
in  calmer  times,  might  have  raised 
him  in  literature  to  a  mor  ndisput- 
able  eminence  tban  tha'  ,o  which 
action  can  ever  lead  ;  and  something 
of  such  consciousness  crossed  his  spirit 
at  that  moment. 

"  Happier  had  it  been  for  nie," 
thought  he,  "  had  I  never  looked  out 
from  my  own  heart  upon  the  world. 
I  had  all  within  me  that  makes  con- 
tentment of  the  present,  because  I  had 
that  which  can  make  me  forget  the 
present.  I  had  the  power  to  re-people 
—to  create  :  the  legends  and  dreams 
of  old — the  divine  faculty  of  verse,  in 
which  the  beautiful  superfluities  ofthe 
heart  can  pour  themselves — these  were 
mine!  Petrarch  chose  wisely  for  him- 
self! To  address  the  world,  but  from 
without  the  world;  to  persuade — to 
excite — to  command, —  for  these  are 
the  aim  and  glory  of  ambition  ; — but 
to  shun  its  tumult,  and  its  toil  !  His 
the  quiet  cell  which  he  fills  with  the 
shapes  of  beauty-  the  solitude,  from 

which  be  can  banish  the  evil  times 
b  we  are  fallen,  but  in  which 
he  can  dream  back  the  great  hearts 
and  the  glorious  epochs  of  the  past. 
For  me     to  what  cares  I  am  wi 

to    v,  hat    labours    I    am    bound  !   what 

instruments  I  must  use !  what  di» 
i  must  assume !  to  tricks  bjm 
artifue  I  mu-t  bow  my  pride  I  base 
in  myfriendsi 
and  verily,  in  this  struggle  with  blinded 
and  mean  men,  the  soul  itself  becomes 

warped    and    dwarfish.       Patient    and 

darkling,  the   Me  •  through 

caves  ami  the  Boiling  mire,  to  gain  at 

last   the  light  which  is  the  End." 
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In  these  reflections  there  was  a  truth, 
the  whole  gloom  and  sadness  of  which 
the  Roman  had  not  yet  experienced. 
However  august  be  the  object  we  pro- 
pose to  ourselves,  every  less  worthy 
path  we  take  to  insure  it  distorts  the 
mental  sight  of  our  ambition ;  and  the 
means,  by  degrees,  abase  the  end  to 
their  own  standard.  This  is  the  true 
misfortune  of  a  man  nobler  than  his 
age — that  the  instruments  he  must 
use  soil  himself :  half  he  reforms  his 
times;  but  half,  too,  the  times  will 
corrupt  the  reformer.  His  own  craft 
undermines  his  safety  ; — the  people, 
whom  he  himself  accustoms  to  a  false 
excitement,  perpetually  crave  it ;  and 
when  their  ruler  ceases  to  seduce  their 
fancy,  he  falls  their  victim.  The  re- 
form he  makes  by  these  means  is  hol- 
low and  momentary — it  is  swept  away 
with  himself:  it  was  but  the  trick — 
the  show — the  wasted  genius  of  a  con- 
juror :  the  curtain  falls — the  magic  is 
over — the  cup  and  balls  are  kicked 
aside.  Better  one  slow  step  in  en- 
lightenment,— which  being  made  by 
the  reason  of  a  whole  people,  cannot 
recede,  —  than  these  sudden  flashes 
in  the  depth  of  the  general  night, 
which  the  darkness,  by  contrast 
doubly  dark,  swallows  up  everlastingly 
again  ! 

As,  slowly  and  musingly,  Rienzi 
turned  to  quit  the  church,  he  felt  a 
light  touch  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  Fair  evening  to  you,  Sir  Scholar," 
said  a  frank  voice. 

"  To  yon,  I  return  the  courtesy,"  an- 
swered Rienzi,  gazing  upon  the  person 
who  thus  suddenly  accosted  him,  and 
in  whose  white  cross  and  martial  bear- 
ing the  reader  recognises  the  Knight 
of  St.  John. 

"  You  know  me  not,  I  think  1 "  said 
Montreal;  "but  that  matters  little, 
we  may  easily  commence  our  acquaint- 
ance :  for  me,  indeed,  I  am  fortunate 
enough  to  have  made  myself  already 
icquainted  with  you." 

"  Possibly  we  have  met  elsewhere. 


at  the  house  of  one  of  tnose  nobles  to 
whose  rank  you  seem  to  belong  ? " 

"Belong!  no,  not  exactly ! "  returned 
Montreal,  proudly.  "  High-born  and 
great  as  your  magnates  deem  them- 
selves, I  would  not,  while  the  moun- 
tains can  yield  one  free  spot  for  my 
footstep,  change  my  place  in  the  world's 
many  grades  for  theirs.  To  the  brave, 
there  is  but  one  sort  of  plebeian,  and 
that  is  the  coward.  But  you,  sage 
Rienzi,"  continued  the  Knight,  in  a 
gayer  tone,  "  I  have  seen  in  more  stir- 
ring s< -  ties  than  the  hall  of  a  Roman 
Baron. 

Rienzi  glanced  keenly  at  Montreal, 
who  met  his  eye  with  an  open  brow. 

"  Yes!"  resumed  the  Knight — "but 
let  us  walk  on ;  suffer  me  for  a  few 
moments  to  be  your  companion.  Yes! 
I  have  listened  to  you — the  other  eve, 
when  you  addressed  the  populace,  and 
to-day,  when  you  rebuked  the  nobles; 
and  at  midnight,  too,  not  long  since, 
when  (your  ear,  fair  Sir  ! — lowei,  it  is 
a  secret !) — at  midnight,  too,  when  you 
administered  the  oath  of  brotherhood 
to  the  bold  conspirators,  on  the  ruined 
Aventine ! " 

A  lie  concluded,  the  Knight  drew 
himself  aside  to  watch,  upon  Rienzi's 
countenance,  the  effect  which  his  words 
might  produce. 

A  slight  tremor  passed  over  the 
frame  of  the  conspirator — forso,  unless 
the  conspiracy  succeed,  would  Rienzi 
•be  termed,  by  others  than  Montreal  : 
he  turned  abruptly  round  to  confront 
the  Knight,  and  placed  his  hand  in- 
voluntarily on  his  sword,  but  presently 
relinquished  the  grasp. 

"  I  la  !  "  said  the  Roman,  slowly,  "  if 
this  be  true,  fall  Rome !  There  is 
treason  even  among  the  free  !  " 

"  No  treason,  brave  Sir  !  "  answered 
Montreal;  "  I  possess  thy  secret — • 
but  none  have  betrayed  it  to  me." 

"  And  is  it  as  friend  or  foe  that  thou 
hast  learned  it?" 

••  That  as  it  maybe,"  returned Mon- 
t.ri  J,  carelessly.  "  Enough,  at  present, 
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that  I  could  send  thee  to  the  gibbet, 
if  I  .-aid  but  the  word, — to  show  my 
power  to  be  thy  foe;  enough,  that  I 
have  not  done  it,  to  prove  my  dispo- 
sition to  be  thy  friend." 

"  Thou  mistakest,  stranger !  that 
man  does  not  live  who  could  shed  my 
blood  in  the  streets  of  Koine !  The 
gibbet !  Little  dost  thou  know  of  the 
power  which  surrounds  Rienzi." 

These  words  were  said  with  some 
scorn  and  bitterness;  but,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  Rienzi  resumed, more 
calmly  : — 

'•  By  the  cross  on  thy  mantle,  thou 
bclongest  to  one  of  the  proudest  orders 
of  knighthood  :  thou  art  a  foreigner, 
and  a  cavalier.  What  generous  sym- 
pathies can  convert  thee  into  a  friend 
of  the  Roman  people  !  " 

"  Cola  di  Rienzi,"  returned  Mon- 
treal, '  the  sympathies  that  unite  us 
are  those  which  unite  all  men  who,  by 
their  own  efforts,  rise  above  the  herd. 
True,  1  was  bom  noble — but  powerless 
and  poor  :  at  my  beck  now  move,  from 
city  to  city,  the  armed  instruments  of 
authority:  my  breath  i?-  the  law  of 
thousands.  This  empire  I  have  not 
inherited  ;  I  won  it,  by  a  cool  brain 
and  a  fearless  arm.  Know  me  for 
Waiter  «le  .Montreal  ;  is  it  not  a  name 
a  .-pint  kindred  to  thine 
own  {  Is  not  ambii  ion  : 
timent  between  as  I  I  do  nol  marshal 
Boldiers  for  gain  only,  though  men  have 
t'  nil.  d  iue  avaricious-  -nor  butcher 
:  ive  of  blood,  thoug  li 

men  have  called  me  cruel.  ArmBand 
wealth  are  1 1  f  power;  it  is 

:  i  -thou, Kohl  Rienzi, 

struggles!  thou  not  tor  the  same  f    I- 
it  the  rank  bi  at  b  of  I  h  gai  lie  chew 
big  mob — u  it  the  whisper*  d  i  avj  of 
schoolmen-  oti  mouthing 

of  boys  who  call  thee  patriol  and  fri  •• 
man,  words  to  trick  the  ear  thai  will 
content  thee  I  These  are  but  thy  in- 
struments to  pom  r.     1 1 .  ..   I  spoken 

truly  '" 

Whatever  distaste  l.'ien/.i  iniijlit  COD 


eeive  at  this  speech  he  masked  cflec 
tually.  "  Certes,"  said  he,  "  it  would 
be  in  vain,  renowned  Captain,  to  deny 
that  I  seek  but  that  power  of  which 
thou  spcakest.  But  what  union  can 
there  be  between  the  ambition  of  a 
Roman  citizen  and  the  leader  of  paid 
armies  that  take  their  cause  only  ac- 
cording to  their  hire — to-day,  fight  for 
liberty  in  Florence — to-morrow,  for 
tyranny  in  Bologna '.'  Pardon  my 
frankness  ;  for  in  this  age  that  is 
deemed  no  disgrace  which  I  impute 
to  thy  armies.  Valour  and  generalship 
are  held  to  consecrate  any  cause  they 
distinguish  ;  and  he  who  is  the  master 
of  princes,  may  be  well  honoured  by 
them  as  their  equal." 
«  "  We  are  entering  into  a  less  de- 
serted quarter  of  the  town,"  said  the 
Knight;  "is there  no  secret  place — 
no  Aventine — in  this  direction,  where 
we  can  confer  V 

"  Hush  !  "  replied  Rienzi,  cautiously 
looking  round.  "  !  thank  thee,  noble 
Montreal,  for  the  hint;  nor  may  it  be 
well  for  us  to  be  seen  together.  Wilt. 
thou  deign  to  follow  me  to  my  home, 
by  the  Palatine  Bridge  then  wecan 
converse  undisturbed  and  secure." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Montreal,  falling 
back. 

With    a    <]iiiek    and    hurried    step, 

Rienzi  passed   through  the  town,  in 

which,  ■wherever   he  was  discovered, 

i    saluted  him  with 

marked  res] i  ;  and,  turning  through 

a  Labyrinth  of  dark  alleys,  as  if  to 
-linn  the  more  public  1 1 
arrived  at  length  at  a  broad  space 
near  the  river.  The  first  stars  of  nigh  1 
Bhonc  don i  the  ancient  temple  of 

*  The  picturesque  ruins  shown  at  tin- 
ace  been  the  habitation  of 
the  celebraced  Cola  <ii   Rienzi,  were   long 
an  Iquarlane   to  have  t»- 
anothei  Cola  or  Nloola.    I  believe, 
however,  that  the  dispute  has  boon   lately 
decided:  and,  indeed,  n e  but  an  anti- 
quary   and  that  a  It un  ono,  could  sup- 
pose thai  tl  ere  «>  re  two  Cola*  to  whom  Hm> 
on  "ii  the  housi  would  . 
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Fortuna  Yirilis.  which  the  chances  of 
Time  ha<l  already  converted  into  the 
Church  of  St.  Mary  of  Egypt ;  and 
facing  the  twice-hallowed  edifice  stood 
the  house  of  RienzL 

"  It  is  a  fair  omen  to  have  my  man- 
sion facing  the  ancient  Temple  of 
Fortune,"  said  Rienzi,  smiling,  as 
Montreal  followed  the  Roman  into 
the  chamber  I  have  already  described. 

"  Yet  Valour  need  never  pray  to 
Fortune,"  said  the  Knight ;  "  the  first 
commands  the  last." 

Long  was  the  conference  between 
these  two  men,  the  most  enterprising 
of  their  age.  Meanwhile,  let  me  make 
the  reader  somewhat  better  acquainted 
with  the  character  and  designs  of 
Montreal,  than  the  hurry  of  evente 
has  yet  permitted  him  to  become. 

Walter  de  Montreal,  generally 
knowTi  in  the  chronicles  of  Italy  by 
the  designation  of  Fra  Moreale,  had 
passed  into  Italy — a  bold  adventurer, 
worthy  to  become  a  successor  of  those 
roving  Normans  (from  one  of  the 
most  eminent  of  whom,  by  the  mo- 
ther's side,  he  claimed  descent)  who 
had  formerly  played  so  strange  a  part 
in  the  chivalric  errantry  of  Europe, — 
realizing  the  fables  of  Amadis  and 
Palmerin — (each  knight,  in  himself  a 
host),  winning  territories  and  overset- 
ting thrones;  acknowledging  no  laws 
save  those  of  knighthood  ;  never  con- 
founding themselves  with  the  tribe 
amongst  which  they  settled;  inca- 
pable  of  becoming  citizens,  and  scarcely 
contented  with  aspiring  to  be  kings. 
At  that  time,  Italy  was  the  India  of 
all  those  well-born  and  penniless  ad- 
venturers who,  like  Montreal  had  in- 
flamed their  imagination  by  the  bal- 
lads and  legends  >»i  tin:  Roberts  and 
„ne  Godfreys  of  old;  who  had  trained 
themselves  from  youth  to  manage  the 
barb,  and  bear,  through  the  heats  of 
summer,  the  weight  of  arms ;  and 
who,  passing  into  an  effeminate  and 
distracted  land,  had  only  to  exhibit 
bravery  in  order  to  command  wealth. 


It  was  considered  no  disgrace  for  some 
powerful  chieftain  to  collect  together  a 
band  of  these  hardy  aliens, — to  subsist 
amidst  the  mountains  on  booty  and 
pillage, — to  make  war  upon  tyrant  or 
republic,  as  interest  suggested,  aud  to 
sell,  at  enormous  stipends,  the  immu- 
nities of  peace.  Sometimes  they  hired 
themselves  to  one  state  to  protect  it 
against  the  other  ;  and  the  next  year 
beheld  them  in  the  field  against  their 
former  employers.  These  bands  of 
Northern  stipendiariesassumed,  there- 
fore, a  civil,  as  well  as  a  military,  im- 
portance ;  they  were  as  indispensable 
to  the  safety  of  one  state  as  they  were 
destructive  to  the  security  of  all.  I'm 
five  years  before  the  present  date,  the 
Florentine  Republic  had  hired  the 
services  of  a  celebrated  leader  of  these 
foreign  soldiers, — Gualtier,  duke  of 
Athens.  By  acclamation,  the  people 
themselves  had  elected  that  warrior  to 
the  state  of  prince,  or  tyrant,  of  their 
state;  before  the  year  was  completed, 
they  revolted  against  his  cruelties,  or 
rather  against  his  exactions, — for,  de- 
spite all  the  boasts  of  their  historians, 
they  felt  an  attack  on  their  purses 
cply  than  an  assault  on  their 
liberties, — they  had  chased  him  from 
their  city,  and  once  more  proclaimed 
themselves  a  Republic.  The  bravest, 
and  most  favoured  of  the  soldiers  of 
the  Duke  of  Athens  had  been  Walter 
de  Montreal  ;  he  had  shared  the  rise 
and  the  downfall  of  his  chief.  .\  D 
popular  commotions,  the  acute  and 
observant  mind  of  the  Knight  of  St. 
John  bad  learned  no  mean  civil  expe- 
rience;  he  had  learned  to  sound  a 
people — -to  know  how  far  they  would 
endure — to  construe  the  signs  of  revo- 
lution— to  be  a  reader  of  the  times. 
After  the  downfall  of  the  Duke  of 
Athens,  as  a  Free  Companion,  in 
ot her wordsa Freebooter, Montreal  had 
augmented  under  the  fierce  Werner 
bis  riches  and  his  renown.  At  pre 
sent  without  em]  loyment  worthy  Ms 
spirit  of  enterprise  and  intrigue,  the 
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disordered  and  chienesa  state  of  Home 
had  attracted  him  thither.  In  the 
league  he  had  proposed  to  Colonna 
■ — -in  the  .suggestions  he  had  made  to 
the  vanity  of  that  Signor — his  own 
object  was  to  render  his  sen-ices  indis- 
pensable — to  constitute  himself  the 
head  of  the  soldiery  whom  his  pro- 
posed designs  would  render  necessary 
to  the  ambition  of  the  Colonna,  could 
it  be  excited — and,  in  the  vastness  of 
his  hardy  genius  for  enterprise,  he 
probably  foresaw  that  the  command 
of  such  a  force  would  be,  in  reality, 
the  command  of  Rome ; — a  counter- 
revolution might  easily  unseat  the 
Colonna  and  elect  himself  to  the  prin- 
cipality. It  had  sometimes  been  the 
custom  of  Roman,  as  of  other  Italian, 

to  prefer  for  a  chief  magistrate, 
under  the  title  of  Podesta,  a  foreigner 
to  a  native.  And  Montreal  hoped 
that  he   might   possibly   become   to 

-hat  th.:  Duke  of  A  tin 
been  to  Florence — an  ambition  he 
knew  well  enough  to  be  above  the 
gentleman  of  Provence,  but  not 
above  the  leader  of  an  army.  But, 
aa  we  have  already  seen,  bis  e 

ed  at  once  that  he  could  not 
move  the  aged  bead  of  the  patricians 
in  those  hardy  and  perilous  mi 
which  were  necessary  to  the  attain- 
ment  of  supreme  power.  Contented 
with  his  present  station,  and  taught 
by  bis  age  ami  lii-  pasl 
reverses,  Stephen  Colonna  was  not  the 
•  ri-k  a  scaffold  from  the  hope 
to  gain  a  throne.  The  contempt 
which  the  old  patrician  professed  for 

the  people,  and  theft  idol,  also 

■  ,i'      Montreal   that,  if 
seed  not  the  ambi- 
tion, neither  did  he  policy, 
requisite  for  empire.     The 

found    bis   caution  Rienzi    in 

vain,  and  1m  turned  to  Rienzi  him- 
self.    Little  cared 

John   .\     LCD    |   ir:  j    ■•  BM   ttpp 

prince  or  people— so  thai  hit 

jectfl  were   attained  ;  in    (act,   be    had 

No.  C. 


studied  the  humours  of  a  people,  not 
in  order  to  serve,  but  to  rule  them  ; 
and,  believing  all  men  actuated  by  a 
similar  ambition,  he  imagined  that, 
whether  a  demagogue  or  a  patrician 
reigned,  the  people  were  equally  to  be. 
victims,  and  that  the  cry  of  "  Order" 
on  the  one  hand,  or  of  "  Liberty"  on 
the  other,  was  but  the  mere  pretext  by 
which  the  energy  of  one  man  sought 
to  justify  bis  ambition  over  the  herd. 
Deeming  himself  one  of  the  most 
honourable  spirits  of  his  age,  he  be- 
lieved in  no  honour  which  lie  was 
unable  to  feel  ;  and,  sceptic  in  virtue, 
was  therefore  credulous  of  vice. 

But  the  boldness  of  bis  own  nature 
inclined  him,  perhaps,  rather  to  the 
adventurous  Rienzi  than  to  the  self- 
complacent  Colonna  ;  and  be  consi- 
dered that  to  tin-  safety  of  the  first  he 
and  his  armed  minions  might  be  even 
more  necessary  than  to  that  of  the 
last.  At  present  his  main  object  was 
to  learn  from  Rienzi  the  exact  strength 
which  he  possessed,  and  bow  far  be 
was  prepared  for  any  actual  revolt. 

The  acute  Roman  took  care,  on  the 
one  hand,  how  he  betrayed  to  the 
Knight  more  than  he  yet  knew,  or 
he  disgusted  him  by  apparent  reserve 
on  the  other.  Crafty  as  Montreal  was, 
jsed  not  that  wonderful  art  of 
og  others  which  was  bo  pre- 
eminently tin-  gifl  of  the  eloquent  and 
profound  Rienzi,  and  the  difference 
between  the  grades  of  their  intellect 
was  risible  in  their  present  conference. 

"  I  Bee,"  -aid  Rienzi,  "  that  amidst 
all  the  events  which  have  lately  smiled 
upon  my  ambition,  none  is  so  favour- 
able as  that  which  of  your 
countenance  ami  friendship.  In  truth, 
I  require  some  armed  alliance.  Would 
you  believe  it,  our  friends,  so  bold  in 
private  meetings,  yet,  shrink  from  a 
public  explosion.  Thej  fear  not  the 
patricians,  but  tin-  wldiery  of  the 
patricians  ;  for  it  )~  tli 
feature    in    the    Italian    COuraj  6,    that 

thej  have  no  Li  rror  for  each  other,  tuft 
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the  casque  and  sword  of  a  foreign 
hireling  make  them  quail  like  deer." 
"  They  will  welcome  gladly,  then, 
the  assurance  that  such  hirelings  shall 
be  in  their  service — not  against  them  ; 
and  as  many  as  you  desire  for  the 
revolution,  so  many  shall  you  receive." 

"  But  the  pay  and  the  conditions," 
said  Rienzi,  with  his  dry,  sarcastic 
smile.  "  How  shall  we  arrange  the 
first,  and  what  shall  we  hold  to  be  the 
second  ] " 

"  That  is  an  affair  easily  concluded," 
replied  Montreal.  "  For  me,  to  tell 
you  frankly,  the  glory  and  excitement 
of  so  great  a  revulsion  would  alone, 
suffice.  I  like  to  feel  myself  necessary 
to  the  completion  of  high  events.  For 
my  men  it  is  otherwise.  Your  first 
act  will  be  to  seize  the  revenues  of 
the  state.  Well,  whatever  they  amount 
to,  the  product  of  the  first  year,  great 
or  small,  shall  be  divided  amongst  us. 
You  the  one  half,  I  and  my  men  the 
other  half." 

"  It  is  much,"  said  Rienzi,  gravely, 
and  as  if  in  calculation, — "  but  Rome 
cannot  purchase  her  liberties  too  dearly. 
So  be  it  then  decided." 

"  Amen  ! — and  now,  then,  what  is 
your  force  1  for  these  eighty  or  a  hun- 
dred signorsof  the  Avenline, — worthy 
men,  doubtless, — scarce  suffice  for  a 
revolt !  " 

Glazing  cautiously  round  the  room, 
the  Roman  placed  his  hand  on  Mon- 
treal's arm — 

"  Between  you  and  me,  it  requires 
time  to  cement  it.  We  shall  be  unable 
to  stir  these  five  weeks.  I  have  too 
ashly  anticipated  the  period.  The 
corn  is  indeed  cut,  but  I  must  now,  by 
private  adjuration  and  address,  bind 
up  the  scattered  sheaves." 

"  Five  weeks,"  repeated  Montreal; 
"  that  is  far  longer  than  I  anticipated." 

"  What  I  desire,"  continued  Rienzi, 
fixing  his  searching  eyes  upon  Mon- 
treal, "is,  that,  in  the  meanwhile,  we 
should  preserve  a  profound  calm, — we 
Bhould   remove   every   suspicion.       I 


shall  bury  myself  in  my  studies,  aiid 
convoke  no  more  meetings." 

«  Well—" 

"And  for  yourself,  noble  Knight, 
might  I  venture  to  dictate,  I  would 
pray  you  to  mix  with  the  nobles — to 
profess  for  me  and  for  the  people  the 
profoundest  contempt — and  to  contri- 
bute to  rock  them  yet  more  in  the 
cradle  of  their  false  security.  Mean- 
while, you  could  quietly  withdraw  as 
many  of  the  armed  mercenaries  as  you 
influence  from  Rome,  and  leave  the 
nobles  without  their  only  defenders. 
Collecting  these  hardy  warriors  in 
the  recesses  of  the  mountains,  a 
day's  march  from  hence,  we  may  be 
able  to  summon  them  at  need,  and 
they  shall  appear  at  our  gates,  and  in 
the  midst  of  our  rising — hailed  as 
deliverers  by  the  nobles,  but  in  reality 
allies  with  the  people.  In  the  confu- 
sion and  despair  of  our  enemies  at 
discovering  their  mistake,  they  will  fly 
from  the  city." 

"  And  its  revenues  and  its  empire 
will  become  the  appanage  of  the 
hardy  soldier  and  the  intriguing  de- 
magogue !  "  cried  Montreal,  with  a 
laugh. 

"  Sir  Knight,  the  division  shall  be 
equal." 

"  Agreed  ! " 

"  And  now,  noble  Montreal,  a  flask 
of  our  best  vintage  ! "  said  Rienzi, 
changing  his  tone. 

"  You  know  the  Provencals,"  an- 
swered Montreal,  gaily. 

The  wine  was  brought,  the  conver- 
sation became  free  and  familiar,  and 
Montreal,  whose  craft  was  acquired, 
and  whose  frankness  was  natural, 
unwittingly  committed  his  secret  pro- 
jects and  ambition  more  nakedly  to 
Rienzi  than  he  had  designed  to  do. 
They  parted  apparently  the  best  of 
friends. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  Rienzi,  as  they 
drained  the  last  goblet,  "Stephen 
Colonna  betakes  him  to  Corncto,  with 
a  convoy  of  corn,  on  the  19th.   Will  it 
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n<M  be  as  well  if  yon  join  him?  You 
can  take  that  opportunity  to  whisper 
discontent  to  the  mercenaries  that 
accompany  him  on  his  mission,  and 
induce  them  to  our  plan." 

'•  I  thought  of  that  before,"  returned 
Montreal ;  "  it  shall  be  done.  For  the 
present,  farewell !  " 

"  '  Ilis  barb,  and  bis  sword, 

And  his  lady,  the  peerless. 
Are  all  that  arc  prized 
By  Orlando  the  fearless. 

44  '  Surcess  to  the  Norman, 
The  darlinp  of  story  ; 
Plis  glory  is  pleasure — 
Ilis  pleasure  is  glory.'  " 

Chanting  this,  rude  ditty  as  he 
resumed  his  mantle  the  Knight  waved 
his  hand  to  Rienzi,  and  departed. 

Rienzi  watched  the  receding  form 
of  his  guest  with  an   expression   of 


hate  and  fear  upon  his  count enanee. 
"  Give  that  man  the  power,"  he  mut- 
tered, "  and  he  may  he*  a  second 
Totila.*  Methinks  I  see,  in  his  griping 
and  ferocious  nature, — through  all  the 
gloss  of  its  gaiety  and  knightly  grace, 
— the  very  personification  of  our  old 
Gothic  foes.  I  trust  I  have  lulled 
him  !  Verily,  two  suns  could  no  more 
blaze  in  one  hemisphere,  than  Walter 
de  Montreal  and  Cola  di  Rienzi  live 
in  the  same  city.  The  star-seers  tell 
us  that  we  feel  a  secret  and  uncontrol- 
lable antipathy  to  those  whose  astral 
influences  destine  (hem  to  work  us 
evil ;  such  antipathy  do  I  feel  for  yon 
fair-faced  homicide.  Cross  not  my 
path,  Montreal ! — cross  not  my  path!" 
With  this  soliloquy  Rienzi  turned 
within,  and,  retiring  to  his  apartment, 
was  seen  no  more  that  night. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE    PROCESSION    OF    TnE    BARONS. — THE    BEGINNING    OP   THE    END. 


It  was  the  morning  of  the  19th  of 

.May.  the  air  was  brisk  and  clear,  and 

the  Bun,  which  had  just  risen,  shone 

cheerily  upon  the  glittering  casques 

and  spears  of  a  gallant  proa 

armed  horsemen,   sweeping  through 

the  long  and  principal  street  of  Rome. 

The  neighing  ol  the  torses,  the  ring- 

the  dazzle   of  the 

armour,  and  the  tossing  to  and  fro  of 

,ih  the  proud 

i  of  the  Colonna,   presented 

one  of  the  gay  and  brillianl  spectacles 

pi  culiar  to  the  middle 

A1  the  bead  of  the  troop,  on 
palfrey,  rode   Stephen  Colonna.     At 
hi  was  the  Knighl  of  Provence, 
curbing,  w  ith  an  easy  hand,  a  alight, 
hut   fit  t    the   A  rah  race  : 

behind  him  followed  two  squires,  the 
one  lead  ir  horse,  the  other 


hearing  his  lance  and  helmet.  At  the 
left  of  Stephen  Colonna  rode  Adrian, 
grave  and  silent,  and  replying  only  by 
llables  to  the  gay  bavardage  of 
the  Knight  of  Provence.  A  consider- 
able number  of  the  Bower  of  the 
Roman  nobles  followed  the  old  Baron; 
and  the  train  wt  clo  ed  bj  a 
troop  of  foreign  horsemen,  completely 
armed. 

There  was  no  crowd  in  the  sire,  I. - 

the    citizens    looked    with    Beeming 
apathy  at  the  procession  from  their 
ed    hop  - 
••  I  hue  these  Etonians  no  passion 

I    ked  Montreal  ;  "  if  they 

could   be  more  easily  amused    they 
would  be  more  e  isilj  ■  overned." 

*  Innocent  vi  ,  gome  years  afterward^ 
;    .m . . 1 1 1 1  eal    i"    be    wot  ■■    than 
Totila 
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"  Oh,  Rienzi,  and  such  buffoons, 
amuse  them.  We  do  better, — we  ter- 
rify ! "  replied  Stephen. 

"  What  sings  the  troubadour,  Lord 
Adrian  ? "  said  Montreal. 

"  ■  Smiles,  false  smiles,    should   form  the 
school 
For  those  who  rise,  and  those  who  rule : 
The  brave  they  trick,  the  fair  subdue, 
Kings  deceive,  and  States  undo. 

Smiles,  false  smiles  ! 

"'  Frowns,  true  frowns,  ourselves  betray, 
The  brave  arouse,  the  fair  dismay, 

Sting  the  pride,  which  blood  must  heal, 
Mix  the  bowl,  and  point  tho  steel. 

Frowns,  true  frowns!' 

"The  lay  is  of  France,  Signor;  yet 
methinks  it  brings  its  wisdom  from 
Italy  ; — for  the  serpent  smile  is  your 
countrymen's  proper  distinction,  and 
the  frown  ill  becomes  them." 

"  Sir  Knight,  "  replied  Adrian, 
sharply,  and  incensed  at  the  taunt, 
"  you  Foreigners  have  taught  us  how 
to  frown : — a  virtue  sometimes." 

"  But  not  wisdom,  unless  the  hand 
could  maintain  what  the  brow  me- 
naced," returned  Montreal,  with 
haughtiness ;  for  he  had  much  of  the 
Franc  vivacity  which  often  overcame 
his  prudence;  and  he  had  conceived 
a  secret  pique  against.  Adrian  since 
their  interview  at  Stephen's  palace. 

"  Sir  Knight,"  answered  Adrian, 
colouring,  "our  conversation  may  lead 
to  warmer  words  than  I  would  desire 
to  have  with  one  who  has  rendered  me 
so  gallant  a  service." 

"  Nay,  then,  let  us  go  back  to  the 
troubadours,"  said  Montreal,  indiffer- 
ently. "Forgive  me  if  I  do  no!  think 
highly,  in  general,  of  Italian  honour, 
or  Italian  valour;  your  valour  I  ac- 
knowledge, for  I  have  witnessed  it, 
and  vab  or  and  honour  go  together, — 
let  that  p.nnice ! " 

As  Adrian  was  about  to  answer,  his 
eye  fell  suddenly  on  the  burly  form  of 
Cecco  del  Vecchio,  who  was  leaning 
his  bare  and  brawny  arms  over  his 
mvil,  and  gazing,  with  a  smile,  upon 


the  group.  There  was  something  in 
that  smile  which  turned  the  current 
of  Adrian's  thoughts,  and  which  he 
could  not  contemplate  without  an 
unaccountable  misgiving. 

"  A  strong  villain,  that,"  said  Mon- 
treal, also  eyeing  the  smith.  "  I  should 
like  to  enlist  him.  Fellow  ! "  cried 
he,  aloud,  "you  have  an  arm  that, 
were  as  fit  to  wield  the  sword  as  to 
fashion  it.  Desert  your  anvil,  and 
follow  the  fortunes  of  Fra  Moreale !  " 
The  smith  nodded  his  head.  "Signor 
Cavalier,"  said  he,  gravely,  "we  poor 
men  have  no  passion  for  war ;  we  want 
not  to  kill  others — we  desire  only 
ourselves  to  live, — if  you  will  let  us ! " 
"By  the  Holy   Mother,  a  slavish 

answer  1     But  you  Romans " 

"Are  slaves!"  interrupted  the 
smith,  turning  away  to  the  interior  of 
his  forge. 

"The  dog  is  mutinous!"  said  the 
old  Colonna.  And  as  the  band  swept 
on,  the  rude  foreigners,  encouraged  by 
their  leaders,  had  each  some  taunt  or 
jest,  uttered  in  a  barbarous  attempt 
at  the  southern  patois,  for  flic  lazy 
giant,  as  he  again  appeared  in  frontof 
his  forge,  leaning  on  his  anvil  as  be- 
fore, and  betraying  no  sign  of  atten- 
tion to  his  insultors,  save  by  a  height- 
ened glow  of  his  swarthy  visage ; — 
and  so  the  gallant  procession  passed 
through  the  streets,  and  quitted  the 
Eternal  City. 

There  was  a  long  interval  of  deep 
silence — of  general  calm — throughout 
the  wdiole  of  Rome  :  tin:  simps  were 
still  but  half-opened  :  no  man  betooK 
himself  to  his  business  ;  it,  was  like 
the  commencement  of  some  hojyday, 
when  indolence  precedes  enjoyment. 

About  noon,  a  few  small  knots  of 
men  might  be  seen  scattered  about  the 
streets,  whispering  to  each  other,  but 
soon  dispersing  ;  and  every  now  and 
then,  a  single  passenger,  generally 
habited  in  the  long  robes  used  by  the 
men  of  letters,  or  in  the  more  sombre 
-art)  of  monks,  passed  hurriedly  up  the 
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street  towards  the  Church  of  St.  Mary 
of  Egypt,  once  the  Temple  of  Fortune. 
Then,  again,  all  was  solitary  and 
deserted.  Suddenly,  there  was  heard 
■a!  i >f  a  single  trumpet!  It 
swelled  —  it  gathered  on  the  ear. 
Cecco  del  Veechio  looked  up  from  his 
anvil  !  A  solitary  horseman  paced 
slo\rh  by  the  forge,  and  wound  a  long 
loud  blast  of  the  trumpet  suspended 
round  his  neck,  as  he  passed  through 
the  middle  of  the  street.  Then  might 
you  see  a  crowd,  suddenly,  and  as  by 
magic,  appear  emerging  from  every 
corner ;  the  street  became  thronged 
with  multitudes ;  but  it  was  only  by 


the  tramp  of  their  feet,  and  an  indis- 
tinct and  low  murmur,  that  they  broke 
the  silence.  Again  the  horseman 
wound  his  trump,  and  when  the  note 
ceased,  he  cried  aloud — "  Friends  and 
Romans!  to-morrow,  at  dawn  of  day 
let  each  man  find  himself  unarme. 
before  the  Church  cf  St.  Angelo.  Cola 
di  Rienzi  convenes  the  Romans  tc 
provide  for  the  good  state  of  Rome." 
A  shout,  that  seemed  to  shake  the 
bases  <'f  the  seven  hills,  broke  forth 
at  the  end  of  this  brief  exhortation ; 
the  horseman  rode  slowly  on,  and  the 
crowd  followed.— This  was  the  com- 
mencement of  the  Revolution  I 


CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   CONSPIRATOR    BECOMKS   THE    MAGISTRATE. 


At  midnight,  when  the  rest  of  the 
city  seemed  hushed  in  rest,  lights 
were  streaming  from  the  windows  of 
the  Church  of  St.  Angelo.  Breaking 
from  it-  echoing  aisles,  the  long  and 
solemn  notes  of  sacred  music  stole  at 
mi  intervals  upon  the  air.  Rienzi 
was  praying  within  the  church  ;  thirty 
onsumed  the  houi  from  night 
till  morn, and  all  the  sanction  of  reli- 
gion was  invoked  rate  the 
enterprise  of  liberty.*  The  sun  bad 
long  risen,  and  the  crowd  had  long 
the  church 
door,  and  in  vast  streams  along  every 
street  that  led  to  it, — when  the  bell 
■  >f  the  church  tolled   out   long  and 


•  In   fact,  [apprehend  that  if  ever  the 

1    la  <li  Kiinzi  shall  be  written  by  i 

hand  worthy  of  the  task,  it  "ill  be  ihown 

that  a  throng  religtou*  feeling  wai  blended 

ii  i  Hi     lh, 

—the  religiout  feeling  of  a  premat 

crude  reformation,  the  legacy  of  Arnold  of 

ii  it  was  not,  however,  01  i 

against  tl  ml   fa  row  i  ■! 

The  prineipal  conventual  orders  declared 

for  the  I ' 


merrily  ;  and  as  it  ceased,  the  voices 
of  the  choristers  within  chanted  the 
following  hymn,  in  which  were  some- 
whal  strikingly,  though  barbarously, 
blended,  the  spirit  of  the  classic  pa- 
triotism with  the  fervour  of  religious 
zeal : — 

THE  ROMAN   HYMN  OP  LIBERTY. 
Let  the  mountains  exult  around!  * 
On  her  Beven-hill'd  throne  renown'd, 
Once  more  old  Rome  Isoiown'd! 

Jubilate! 

Sing  out,  0  Vale  and  Wave ! 
Look  up  from  each  laurell'd  grave, 
Hi  ight  dust  of  the  deathless  brave  ! 
Jubilate  t 

Pale  Vision,  what  ait  thou? — Lo, 
I  i   in  Time's  dark  deeps, 

i  Wind,  It  sm i  [blow  . 

a  Wool,   when  the    tempests 

A  shadowy  form — an  a  giant  ghost — 
[t  stands  in  the  midst  of  the  armed  host.' 


*  "  Bxultent  in  olroulto  \ 

Lei  the  i intatns  exult  around !    Bo 

letter  to   the    Benub    and 
Roman  people:  preserved  by  Uoesemlui 
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The  dead  man's  shroud  on  Its  awful  limbs; 
And  the  gloom  of  Its  presence  the  day-light 

dims : 
And  the  trembling  world  looks  on  aghast  — 
All  hail  to  the  Soul,  or  thb  mighty  Past  ! 
Hail !  all  hail  1 

As  we  speak — as  we  hallow — It  moves,  It 

breathes ; 
From    its   clouded   crest    bud    the   laurel 

wreaths— 
As  a  Sun  that  leaps  up  from  the  arms  of 

Night, 
Th ;  jiiado  w  takes  shape,  and  the  gloom  t;ikes 

light. 

Hail !  all  hail ! 

Thk  Soul  of  thb  Past,  again 

To  its  ancient  home, 

In  the  hearts  of  Rome, 
Hath  come  to  resume  its  reign  ! 

0  Fame,  with  a  prophet's  voice, 
Bid  the  ends  of  the  Earth  rejoice ! 
Wherever  the  Proud  are  Strong, 
And  Right  is  oppress'd  by  Wrong  ; — 
Wherever  the  day  dim  shines 
Through  the  cell  where  the  captive  pines; — 
Go  forth,  with  a  trumpet's  sound  ! 
And  tell  to  the  Nations  round — 
On  the  Hills  which  the  Heroes  trod — 
In  the  shrines  of  the  Saints  of  God — 
In  the  Csesars'  hall,  and  the  Martyrs'  pri- 
son— 
That  the  slumber  is  broke,  and  the  Sleeper 

arisen ! 
That  the  reign  of  the  Goth  and  the  Vandal 

is  o'er : 
And  Earth  feels  the  tread  of  Thk  Roman 
once  more  * 

As  the  hymu  ended,  the  gate  of  the 
church  opened;  the  crowd  gave  way 
on  either  side,  and,  preceded  by  three 
of  the  young  nobles  of  the  Inferior 
order,  bearing  standards  of  allegorical 
i,  depicting  the  triumph  of 
Liberty,  Justice,  and  Concord,  forth 
issued  Rienzi,  clad  Lncompletearmour, 
the  helmet  alone  excepted.  His  i'aee 
was  pale  with  Watching  and  intense 
excitement  —  but  stern,  grave,  and 
solemnly  composed;  and  its  expres- 
sion so  repelled  any  vociferous  and 
vulvar  burst  of  feeling,  that  those 
who  beheld  it  hushed  the  shout  on 
their  lips,  and  stilled,  by  a  simulta 
neous  cry  of  reproof,  the  gratulations 
ofthe  crowd  behind.   Side  by  side  with 


Rienzi  moved  Raimond,  Bishop  ol 
Orvietto  :  and  behind,  marching  two 
by  two,  followed  a  hundred  men-at- 
arms.  In  complete  silence  the  pro- 
cession began  its  way,  until,  as  it  ap- 
proached the  Capitol,  the  awe  of  the 
crowd  gradually  vanished,  and  thou- 
sands upon  thousands  of  voices  rent 
the  air  with  shouts  of  exultation  s.nd 
joy. 

Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  great 
staircase,  which  then  made  the  prin- 
cipal ascent  to  the  square  of  the 
Capitol,  the  procession  halted ;  and 
as  the  crowd  filled  up  that  vast  space 
in  front — adorned  and  hallowed  by 
many  of  the  most  majestic  columns 
of  the  temples  of  old — Rienzi  addressed 
the  Populace,  whom  he  hud  suddenly 
elevated  into  a  People. 

He  depicted  forcibly  the  servitude 
and  misery  of  the  citizens— -the  utter 
absence  of  all  law — the  want  even  of 
common  security  to  life  and  property. 
He  declared  that,  undaunted  by  the 
peril  he  incurred,  he  devoted  his  Life 
to  the  regeneration  of  their  common 
country;  and  he  solemnly  appealed 
to  the  people  to  assist  the  enterprise, 
and  at  once  to  sanction  and  consoli- 
<  Revolution  by  an  established 
code  of  law  and  a  Constitutional  As- 
sembly. He  then  ordered  the  chart 
and  outline  of  the  Constitution  he 
proposed,  to  be  read  by  the  Herald  to 
the  multitude. 

It  created, — or  rather  revived,  with 
new  privileges  and  powers, — a  Repre- 
sentative Assembly  (if  Councillors.  It 
proclaimed,  as  its  first  law,  one  that 
seems  simple  enough  to  our  happier 
times,  but  never  hitherto  executed  at 
Rome :  Every  wilful  homicide,  of 
whatever  rank,  was  to  be  punished  hy 
death.  It  enacted,  that  no  private 
noble  or  citizen  should  be  suffered  to 
maintain  fortifications  and  garrisons 
in  the  city  or  the  country:  that  the 
gates  and  bridges  of  the  State  Bhould 
be  under  the  control  of  «  boii 
should  be  elected  Chief  Magistrate, 
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It  forbade  ul!  harbour  of  brigands, 
mercenaries,  and  robbers,  on  payment 
of  a  thousand  marks  of  silver ;  and  it 
made  the  Barons  who  possessed  the 
neighbouring  territories  responsible 
for  the  safety  of  the  roads,  and  the 
transport  of  merchandise.  It  took 
under  the  protection  of  the  Stale  t  tie 
widow  and  the  orphan.  It  appointed, 
in  each  of  the  quarters  of  the  city,  an 
armed  militia,  whom  the  tolling  of 
the  bell  of  the  Capitol,  at  any  hour, 
was  to  assemble  to  the  protection  of 
[t  ordained,  that  in  each 
harbour  of  the  coast,  a  vessel  should 
ioned,  for  the  safeguard  of  com- 
merce. It  decreed  the  sum  of  one 
hundred  florins  to  the  heirs  of  everj 
man  who  died  in  the  defence  of  Rome; 
and  it  devoted  the  public  revenues 
to  the  service  and  protection  of  the 
State. 

Such,  moderate  at  once  and  effect  ual, 
was  the  outline  of  the  New  Constitu- 
tion ;  and  it  may  amuse  the  reader  to 
consider  how  great  must  have  been 
the  previous  disorders  of  the  city, 
when  the  common  and  elementary 
provisions  of  civilisation  and  security 
r  of  the  code  pro- 
posed, and  the  limit  of  a  popular 
revolution. 

The  most  rapturous  shouts  followed 
this  sketch  of  the  New  Constitution  : 
and,  amidst  the  clamour,  up  i 
huge  form    of    Cecco    del    V 

his  condition,  he  was  a  man 
of  great  importance  at  the  | 
crisis  :  hifl  zeal  and  his  courage,  and, 
perhaps,  still  more,  his  brute  passion 
and  stubborn  prejudice,  had  made 
him  popular.      The   lower  order  of 


mechanics  look.'!  to  liim  as  their 
head  and  representative;  out,  then, 
he  spake  loud  and  fearlessly, — speak 
ing  well,  because  his  mind  was  full  of 
had  to  say. 

"  Countrymen  and  Citizens! — This 
New  Constitution  meets  with  your 
approbation — so  it  ought.  But  what 
are  good  laws,  if  we  do  not  have  good 
men  to  execute  them  ?  Who  can 
execute  a  law  so  well  as  the  man  who 
designs  it]  If  you  ask  me  to  give 
you  a  notion  how  to  make  a  good 
shield,  and  my  notion  pleases  you, 
would  you  ask  me,  or  another  smith, 
to  make  it  for  you  1  If  you  ask 
another,  he  may  make  a  good  shield, 
1  ait  it  would  uot  be  the  same  as  that 
which  1  should  have  made,  and  the 
description  of  which  contented  you. 
Cola  di  llienzi  has  proposed  a  Code  of 
haw  that  shall  be  our  shield.  Who 
should  see  that  the  shield  become 
what  he  proposes,  but  Cola  di  Rienzil 
Romans  !  I  Buggest  that  Cola  di  Ricnzi 
be  intrusted  by  the  people  with  the 
authority,  by  whatsoever  name  he 
i  of  carrying  the  New  Consti- 
tution into  effect; — and  whatever  be 
the  means,  we,  the  People,  will  bear 
liim  harmless." 

"Long  life  to  Rienzi ! — long  liv 
Cecco  del  Vecchio  !  He  hath  spokes 
well  !  uone  but  the  Law-maker  shall 
be  the  Governor !  " 

Such  eclamations  which 

!    th"  ambitions  heart  of   the 

Scholar.      The    voice   of  the   people 

1  him  with  thesupreme  power. 

He   had  created  a  Commonwealth — 

to  become,  if  he  desired  it,  a  Despot 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


LOOKING   AFTEK   THE    HALTER   WHEN   THE   MARB   IS   8T0LEH. 


While  such  were  the  events  at 
Home,  a  servitor  of  Stephen  Colonna 
ras  already  on  his  way  to  Corneto. 
The  astonishment  with  which  the  old 
Baron  received  the  intelligence  may 
:>e  easily  imagined.  He  lost  not  a 
moment  in  convening  his  troop ;  and, 
while  in  all  the  bustle  of  departure,  the 
Knight  of  St.  John  abruptly  entered 
his  presence.  His  mien  had  lost  its 
usual  frank  composure. 

"  How  is  this  ? "  said  he,  hastily ; 
"  a  revolt  ? — Rienzi  sovereign  of  Rome  ? 
— can  the  news  be  believed  ?  " 

"  It  is  too  true  !  "  said  Colonna,  with 
a  bitter  smile.  "  Where  shall  we  hang 
him  on  our  return  ? " 

"Talk  not  so  wildly,  Sir  Baron," 
replied  Montreal,  discourteously  ; 
"  Rienzi  is  stronger  than  you  think 
for.  I  know  what  men  are,  and  you 
only  know  what  noblemen  are !  Where 
is  your  kinsman,  Adrian  ?  " 

"  He  is  here,  noble  Montreal,"  said 
Stephen,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
with  a  half-disdainful  smile  at  the 
rebuke,  which  he  thought  it  more 
prudent  not  to  resent, ;  "  he  is  here  ! 
— sec  h;m  enter ! " 

"You  have  heard  the  news?"  ex- 
claimed Montreal. 

"  I  have." 

"  And  despise  the  revolution  ? " 

"  I  foar  it  !  " 

"  Then  you  have  some  sense  in  you. 
But  this  is  none  of  my  affair:  1  will 
not  interrupt  your  consultations. 
Adieu  for  the  present!"  and,  ere 
Stephencould  prevent  him,  the  Knight 
bad  quitted  the  chamber. 

"What,  means  this  demagogue?" 
Montreal  muttered  to  himself.  "  Would 
he  trick  me] — has  be  got  rid  of  my 
presence  in  order  to  monopolise  all 


the  profit  of  the  enterprise?  I  fear 
me  so  ! — the  cunning  Roman  !  We 
northern  warriors  could  never  com- 
pete with  the  intellect  of  these  Italians 
but  for  their  cowardice.  But  what 
shall  be  done  ?  I  have  already  bid 
Rodolf  communicate  with  the  bri- 
gands, and  they  are  on  the  eve  of 
departure  from  their  present  lord. 
Well !  let  it  be  so  !  Better  that  I 
should  first  break  the  power  of  the 
Barons,  and  then  make  my  own  terras, 
sword  in  hand,  with  the  plebeian. 
And  if  I  fail  in  this, — sweet  Adeline! 
I  shall  see  thee  again  ! — that  is  some 
comfort ! — and  Louis  of  Hungary  will 
bid  high  for  the  arm  and  brain  of 
Walter  de  Montreal.  What,  bo ! 
Rodolf!  "he  exclaimed  aloud,  as  the 
sturdy  form  of  the  trooper,  half-armed 
and  half-intoxicated,  reeled  along  the 
court-yard.  "  Knave !  art  thou  drunk 
at  this  hour?" 

"  Drunk  or  sober,"  answered  Rodolf, 
bending  low.  "  I  am  at  thy  bidding." 

■'  Well  said! — are  thy  friends  ripe 
for  the  saddle  % " 

"  Eighty  of  them  already  tired  of 
idleness  and  the  dull  air  of  Rome,  will 
fly  wherever  Sir  W alter  de  Montreal 
wishes." 

"  Hasten,  then, — bid  them  mount; 
we  go  not  hence  with  the  Colonna — 
we  leave  while  they  are  yet  talking  ! 
Bid  my  squires  attend  me!" 

And  when  Stephen  Colonna  was  set- 
tling himself  on  his  palfrey,  be  heard, 
for  the  first  time,  that  the  Knight  of 
Provence,  Rodolf  the  trooper,  and 
eighty  of  the  stipendiaries,  had  already 
departed, — whither,  none  knew. 

"  To  precede  us  to  Rome !  gallant 
barbarian ! "  said  Colonna.  "  Sirs,  on ! " 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE    ATTACK THE    RETREAT — TUE   ELECTION — AND    THE   ADHESION. 


Arriving  at  Rome,  the  company  of 
the  Colonna  found  the  gates  barred, 
and  the  walls  manned.  Stephen  bade 
advance  his  trumpeters,  with  one  of 
his  captains,  imperiously  to  demand 
admittance. 

"  We  have  orders,"  replied  the  chief 
of  the  town-guard,  "  to  admit  none 
who  bear  arms,  flags,  or  trumpets. 
Let  the  Lords  Colonna  dismiss  their 
train,  and  they  are  welcome." 

"  Whose  are  these  insolent  man- 
dates 1 "  asked  the  captain. 

"  Those  of  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Orvi- 
etto  and  Cola  di  Rienzi,  joint  protec- 
tors of  the  Buono  Stato."* 

The  captain  of  the  Colonna  returned 
to  his  chief  with  these  tidings.  The 
rage  of  Stephen  was  indescribable. 
"  Go  back,"  he  cried,  as  soon  as  he 
could  summon  voice,  "  and  say,  that, 
if  the  gates  are  not  forthwith  opened 
to  me  and  mine,  the  blood  of  the  ple- 
beians be  on  their  own  head.  Aa  for  Rai- 
mond,  Vicars  of  the  Pope  have  high 
spiritual  authority,  none  temporal. 
Let  him  prescribe  a  fast,  and  he  shall 
be  obeyed ;  but,  for  the  rash  Rienzi, 
say  that  Stephen  Colonna  will  seek 
him  in  the  Capitol  to-morrow,  for  the 
■  of  throwing  him  out  of  the 
i  window." 

These  mi .--  igi  -  the  envoy  failed  not 
to  deliver. 

The  captain  of  the  Romans  was 
equally  stern  in  Lis  reply. 

'•  Declare  to  your  Lord,"  said  he, 

"  that  Rome  holds  him  and  his  as 

.Hid  traitors;  and  that  the  mo- 

i    your   troop,    our 

re  our  command  to  draw 

their  bows — in  the  name  of  the  Pope, 
the  City,  and  the  Liberator." 

This  threat  iras  executed  to  the 
letter;  and  ere  the  old  Baron  had  time 


to  draw  up  his  men  in  the  best  ar.  y, 
the  gates  were  thrown  open,  and  a 
well-armed,  if  undisciplined,  multitude 
poured  forth,  with  fierce  shouts,  clash- 
ing their  arms,  and  advancing  the 
azure  banners  of  the  Roman  State. 
So  desperate  their  charge,  and  so  great 
their  numbers,  that  the  Barons,  after 
a  short  and  tumultuous  conflict,  were 
driven  back,  and  chased  by  their  pur- 
suers for  more  than  a  mile  from  the 
walls  of  the  city. 

As  soon  as  the  Barons  recovered 
their  disorder  and  dismay,  a  hasty 
council  was  held,  at  which  various  and 
contradictory  opinions  were  loudly 
urged.  Some  were  for  departing  on 
the  instant  to  Palestrina,  which  be- 
longed to  the  Colonna,  and  possessed 
an  almost  inaccessible  fortress.  Others 
were  for  dispersing,  and  entering  peace- 
ably, and  in  detached  parties,  through 
the  other  gates.  Stephen  Colonna — 
himself  incensed  and  disturbed  from 
his  usual  Belf-command — was  unable 
to  preserve  his  authority;  Luca  di 
Savelli,*  a  timid,  though  treacherous 
and  subtle  man,  already  turned  his 
horse's  head,  and  summoned  his  men 
to  follow  him  to  his  castle  in  Romagna, 
when  the  old  Colonna  bethought  him- 
self of  a  method  by  « hich  to  keep 
his  band  from  a  disunion  that  he  had 
to  perceive  would  prove  fatal 
to  the  common  cause.  I  le  propo  ed 
that  they  should  at  once  repair  to 
Palestrina,  and  there  fortify  them- 
.•.  bile  one  of  the  chiefs  should 

bed  to  enter   Home  alone,  and 
ive,  to  examine  the 

b  of  Rienzi ;  and  with  the  dis- 
cretionary power  to  resist  it'  possible, 


*  Tin.-   mora  oorroot  orthography    wett 

Luca  'ti  Bavello,  but  the  one  in  the  text   In 

ore  fin  i  it  >  1 1   to  the  English 
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—or  to  make  the  best  terms  he  could 
for  the  admission  of  the  rest. 

"  And  who,"  asked  Savelli,  sneer- 
ingly,  "will  undertake  this  dangerous 
mission  1  Who,  unarmed  and  alone, 
will  expose  himself  to  the  rage  of  the 
fiercest  populace  of  Italy,  and  the  ca- 
price of  a  demagogue  in  the  first  tlush 
of  his  power  1 " 

The  Barons  and  the  Captains  looked 
at  each  other  in  silence.  Savelli 
laughed. 

Hitherto  Adrian  had  taken  no  part 
in  the  conference,  and  but  little  in  the 
previous  contest.  He  now  came  to 
the  Support  of  his  kinsman. 

"  Signers!"  said  he,  "I  will  under- 
take this  mission, — but  on  mine  own 
account,  independently  of  yours  ;— 
free  to  act  as  I  may  think  best,  for  the 
dignity  of  a  Roman  noble,  and  (lie  in- 
terests of  a  Roman  citizen  ;  free  to 
raise  my  standard  on  mine  own  tower, 
or  to  yield  fealty  to  the  new  estate." 

"  Well  said ! "  cried  the  old  Colonna, 
hastily.  "Heaven  forbid  we  should 
enter  Rome  as  foes,  if  to  enter  it  as 
friends  be  yet  allowed  us  !  What  say 
ye,  gentles'!" 

"  A  more  worthy  choiee  could  not 
be  selected,"  said  Savelli ;  "  but  I  should 
scarce  deem  it  possible  that  a  Colonna 
could  think  there  was  an  option  be- 
tween resistance  and  fealty  to  this 
upstart  revolution." 

"  Of  that,  Signor,  I  will  judge  for 
myself;  if  you  demand  an  agent  for 
yourselves,  choose  another.  I  announce 
to  ye  frankly,  that,  1  have  seen  enough 
of  other  states  to  think  the  recent 
condition  of  Rome  demanded  some 
redress.  Whether  Rienzi  and  Rai- 
mond  be  worthy  of  the  task  they  have 
assumed,  I  know  not." 

Savelli  was  silent.  The  old  Colonna 
seized  the  word. 

"  To  Palestrina,  then ! — are  ye  all 
agreed  on  this  1  At  the  worst,  or  at 
the  best,  we  should  not  be  divided  ! 
On  this  condition  alone  I  hazard  the 
B&fcty  of  my  kinsman  !  " 


The  Barons  murmured  a  little 
among  themselves; — the  expediency 
of  Stephen's  proposition  was  evident, 
and  they  at  length  assented  to  it. 

Adrian  saw  them  depart,  and  then 
attended  only  by  his  'squire,  slowly 
rode  towards  a  more  distant  entrance 
into  the  city.  On  arriving  at  the  gates, 
his  name  was  demanded — ho  gave  it 
freel\r. 

"  Enter,  my  Lord,"  said  the  warder, 
"our  orders  were  to  admit  ail  that 
came  unarmed  and  unattended.  But 
to  the  Lord  Adrian  di  Castello,  alone, 
we  had  a  special  injunction  to  give  the 
honours  due  to  a  citizen  and  a  friend." 

Adrian,  a  little  touched  by  this  im- 
plied recollection  of  friendship,  now 
rode  through  a  long  lino  of  armed 
citizens,  who  saluted  him  respectfully 
as  he  passed,  and.  as  ho  returned  the 
salutation  with  courtesy,  a  loud  and 
approving  shout  followed  his  horses 
steps. 

So,  save  by  one  attendant,  alone, 
and  in  peace,  the  young  patrician  pro- 
ceeded leisurely  through  the  long 
streets,  empty  and  deserted,  —  for 
nearly  one  half  ofthe  inhabitants  were 
asscmhled  at  the  walls,  and  nearly  the 
other  half  were  engaged  in  a  me.rc 
tl  duty,' — until,  penetrating 
the  interior,  the  wide  ami  elevated 
space  of  the  Capitol  broke  upon  his 
sight.  The  sun  was  slowly  setting 
over  an  immense  multitude  that  over- 
spread the  spot,  and  high  above  a 
scaffold  raised  in  the  centre,  shone,  to 
•the  western  ray,  the  great  Gonfalon  of 
Rome,  studded  with  silver  stars. 

Adrian  reined  in  his  steed.  "This," 
thought  he,  "  is  scarcely  the  hour  thus 
publicly  to  confer  with  Ricnzi ;  yet 
fain  would  I,  mingled  with  the  crowd, 
judge  how  far  his  power  is  supported, 
and  in  what  manner  it  is  borne." 
Musing  a  little,  he  withdrew  into  one 
of  the  obscurer  streets,  then  wholly 
deserted,  surrendered  his  horse  to  his 
'squire,  and,  borrowing  of  the  latter 
his  morion  and  long  mantle,  pasted 
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to  one  of  the  more  private  entrances 
of  the  Capitol,  and,  enveloped  in  his 
cloak,  stood — one  of  the  crowd — in- 
tent upon  all  that  followed. 

"  And  what,"  he  asked  of  a  plainly 
dressed  citizen,  "is  the  cause  of  this 
assembly  \" 

"  Heard  you  not  the  proclamation?" 
returned  the  other  in  some  surprise. 
"  Do  you  not  know  that  the  Council 
>f  the  City  and  the  Guilds  of  the 
Artisans  have  passed  a  vote  to  proffer 
to  Rienzi  the  title  of  kins:  of  Rome?" 

The  Knight  of  the  Emperor,  to 
whom  belonged  that  august  dignity, 
drew  back  in  dismay. 

"  And,"  resumed  the  citizen,  "this 
assembly  of  all  the  lesser  Barons, 
Councillors,  and  Artificers,  is  convened 
to  hear  the  answer." 

"  Of  course  it  will  be  assent  ? " 

"  I  know  not — there  are  strange 
rumours ;  hitherto  the  Liberator  has 
concealed  his  sentiments." 

At  thai  instant  a  loud  flourish  of 
martial  music  announced  the  approach 
->f  Rienzi.  The  crowd  fcnmultuously 
lii  ided,and  presently,  from  the  Palace 
of  the  Capitol  to  the  scaffold,  passed 
Rienzi,  still  in  complete  armour,  save 
the  helmet,  and  with  him,  in  all  the 
pomp  of  his  episcopal  robes,  Raimond 
n|  Orvietto. 

A     i  as  Rienzi  had  ascended  the 

platform,  and   was  thus  made  visible 

to  the  whole i irae,  no  words  can 

Buffic painl  the  enthusiasm  of  the 

scene — the  shouts,  the  gestures,  the 
tears,  the  sobs,  the  wild  laughter,  in 
which  the  sympat  by  of  those  lively  and 
susceptible  children  of  the  South  broke 

forth.      The  windows  and  balconies  of 

the  Pa!  thronged  with   the 

and    daughters  of  t|. 
Barons  and    more  opulent 
and  Adrian,  with  a  Blight  start,  beheld 
amongst    th  agit  ited 

tearful,  —the  lovely  feceofhis  Irene — a 
lace  th 

shone  all  present,  bul  For  one  by  her 
*id.:,  whose  beauty  the  emotion  of  the 


hour  only  served  to  embellish.  The 
dark,  large,  and  flashing  eyes  of  Nina 
di  Rasclli,  just  bedewed,  were  fixed 
proudly  on  the  hero  of  her  choice : 
and  pride,  even  more  than  joy,  gave  a 
richer  carnation  to  her  check,  and  the 
presence  of  a  queen  to  her  noble  and 
rounded  form.  The  setting  sun  poured 
its  full  glory  over  the  spot;  the  bared 
heads — the  animated  faces  of  the  crowd 
— the  grey  and  vast  mass  of  the  Capi- 
tol ;  and,  not  far  from  the  side  of 
Rienzi,  it  brought  into  a  strange  and 
startling  light  the  sculptured  form  of 
a  colossal  Lion  of  Basalt,*  which  gave 
its  name  to  a  staircase  leading  to  the 
Capitol.  It  was  an  old  Egyptian  relic, 
— vast,  worn,  and  grim  ;  some  symbol 
of  a  vanished  creed,  to  whose  face  the 
sculptor  had  imparted  something  of 
the  aspect  of  the  human  countenance. 
A  nd  this  producing  the  effect  probably 
sought,  gave  at  all  times  a  mystic, 
latural,  and  fearful  expression 
to  the  Stern  features. and  to  that 
and  hushed  repose,  which  is  so  pecu- 
liarly the  secret  of  Egyptian  sculpture. 
The  awe  which  this  colossal  and  frown- 
ing image  was  calculated  to  convey, 
,.  i  fell  yet  more  deeply  by  the  vulgar, 
because  "the  Staircase  of  the  Lion" 
was  the  wonted  place  of  the  state  exe- 
cutions, as  of  the  state  cerem 
And  seldom  did  the  stoutest  citizen 
forget  to  cross  himself,  or  feel  un- 
chilled  with  a  certain  terror,  whenever, 
passing  by  the  place,  he  caught,  sud- 
denly fixed  upon  him,  the  stony  gaze 
and  ominous  grin  of  that  old  monster 
from  the  cities  of  the  Nile. 

It  was  some  minutes  before  the  feel- 
bags  of  the  assembly  allowed  Rienzi  to 

*  Tin.-  existent  Capitol  Is  very  different 
from  the  building  at  th<-  time  of  Rienzi; 
mid  the  reader  muel  nol  suppose  tliat  the 
pn  .  Nt  itairoase,  designed  by  Michael  \  n 
...,■],,,  a<  ii"-  ba  e  "t  whi<  h  ire  two  marble 
loved  iiy  Plus  IV.  from  the  Church 
of  St.  Btephen  del  Caoeo,  was  the 
of  the  Lion  "f  Basalt,  whii 
:i  connexion  with  the  history  of  EttaoiL 
Thai  mule  witness  of  dark  deeds  i«  do  m..ro 
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bo  heard.  But  when,  at  length,  the 
last  shout  closed  with  a  simultaneous 
cry  of  "  Long  live  Rienzi !  Deliverer 
and  King  of  Home  1 "  he  raised  his 
hand  impatiently,  and  the  curiosity  of 
the  crowd  procured  a  sudden  silence. 

"  Deliverer  of  Rome,  my  country- 
men ! "  said  he.  "  Yes !  change  not  that 
title — I  am  too  ambitious  to  be  a  King ! 
Preserve  your  obedience  to  your  Pon- 
tiff— your  allegiance  to  your  Emperor 
— but  be  faithful  to  your  own  liber- 
ties. Ye  have  a  right  to  your  ancient 
constitution;  but  that  constitution 
needed  not  a  king.  Emulous  of  the 
name  of  Brutus,  I  am  above  the  titles 
of  a  Tarquin  !  Romans,  awake !  awake ! 
be  inspired  with  a  nobler  love  of  liberty 
than  that  which,  if  it  dethrones  the 
tyrant  of  to-day,  would  madly  risk  the 
danger  of  tyranny  for  to-morrow! 
Rome  wants  still  a  liberator — never 
an  usurper !—  Take  away  yon  bauble ! " 

Tliere  was  a  pause ;  the  crowd  were 
deeply  affected — but  they  uttered  no 
shouts ;  they  looked  anxiously  for  a 
reply  from  their  councillors,  or  popular 
leaders. 

"  Signor,"  said  Pandulfo  di  Guido, 
who  was  one  of  the  Caporioni,  "  your 
answer  is  worthy  of  your  fame.  But, 
in  order  to  enforce  the  law,  Rome 
must  endow  you  with  a  legal  title — 
if  not  that  of  King,  deign  to  accept 
that  of  Dictator  or  of  Consul." 

"  Long  live  the  Consul  Rienzi ! " 
cried  several  voices. 

Rienzi  waved  his  hand  for  silence. 

"  Pandulfo  di  Guido  !  and  you, 
honoured  Councillors  of  Rome !  such 
title  is  at  once  too  august  for  my 
merits,  and  too  inapplicable  to  my 
functions.  I  am  one  of  the  people — 
the  people  are  my  charge ;  the  nobles 
can  protect  themselves.  Dictator  and 
Consul  are  (he  appellations  of  patri 
cians.  "No,"  he  continued  after  a 
short  pause,  "if  ye  deem  it  nei 
lor  the  preservation  of  order,  that 
your  fellow-citizen  should  bo  intrusted 
with  a  formal  title  and  a  rec 


power,  be  it  so  :  but  let  it  be  such  as 
may  attest  the  nature  of  our  new  insti 
tutions,  the  wisdom  of  the  people,  and 
the  moderation  of  their  leaders.  Once, 
my  countrymen,  the  people  elected,  for 
the  protectors  of  their  rights  and  the 
guardians  of  their  freedom,  certain 
officers  responsible  to  the  people, — 
chosen  from  the  people, — provident 
for  the  people.  Their  power  was 
great,  but  it  was  delegated  :  a  dignity, 
but  a  trust.  The  name  of  these  officers 
was  that  of  Tribune.  Such  is  the 
title  that  conceded,  not  by  clamour 
alone,  but  in  the  full  Parliament  of 
the  people,  and  accompanied  by,  such 
Parliament,  ruling  icith  such  Parlia- 
ment,— such  is  the  title  I  will  grate- 
fully accept."* 

The  speech,  the  sentiments  of  Rienzi 
were  rendered  far  more  impressive  by 
a  manner  of  earnest  and  deep  sin- 
cerity ;  and  some  of  the  Romans, 
despite  their  corruption,  felt  a  mo- 
mentary exultation  in  the  forbearance 
of  their  chief.  "  Long  live  the  Tribune 
of  Rome ! "  was  shouted,  but  less  loud 
than  the  cry  of  "Live  the  King!" 
And  the  vulgar  almost,  thought  the 
revolution  was  incomplete,  because 
the  loftier  title  was  not  assumed.  To 
a  degenerate  and  embruted  people, 
liberty  seems  too  plain  a  thing,  if 
unadorned  by  the  pomp  of  the  very 
despotism  they  would  dethrone.  Re- 
venge is  their  desire,  rather  than 
Release ;  and  the  greater  the  new 
power  they  create,  the  greater  seems 
their  revenge  against  the  old.  Still  11 
that  was  most  respected,  intelligent, 
and  powerful  amongst  the  assembly, 


*  Gibbon  and  Sismondi  alike,  (neither  of 
whom  appears  t<>  have  consulted  with  much 
attention  the  original  documents  preserved 
by  Hocsemius,)  Bay  nothing  of  the  Represen- 
tative Parliament,  which  it  was  almost  lii- 
enzi'6  first  public  net  to  institute  or  model. 
six  days  from  the  memorable  19th  of  May, 
he  addressed  tin-  people  of  Viterbo  in  :i  let- 
tei  yet  extant  He  summons  them  to  elect 
and  send  two  syndics,  or  ambassadors,  to 
tin-  k>  nera'  Wwliament, 
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were  delighted  at  a  temperance  which 
they  foresaw  would  free  Rome  from  a 
thousand  dangers,  whether  from  the 
Kmperor  or  the  Pontiff.  And  their 
delight  was  yet  increased,  when  Rienzi 
added,  so  soon  as  returning  silence 
permitted— "  And  since  we  have  been 
equal  labourers  in  the  same  cause, 
whatever  honours  be  awarded  to  me, 
should  be  extended  also  to  the  Vicar 
of  the  Pope,  Raimond,  Lord  Bishop 
of  Orvietto.  Remember,  that  both 
Church  and  State  are  properly  the 
if  the  people,  only  because  their 
"  <  ire. — Long  live  the  first  Vicar 
of  a  Pope  that  was  ever  also  the 
■ator  of  a  State!  " 

Whether  or  not  Rienzi  was  only 
1  by  patriotism  in  his  modera- 
tion, certain  it  is,  that  his  .- 
was  at  least  equal  to  his  virtue ;  and 
perhaps  nothing  could  have  cemented 
the  revolution  more  strongly,  than 
thus  obtaining  for  a  colleague  the 
Vicar,  and  Representative  of  the 
Pontifical  power:  it  borrowed,  for  the 
time,  the  sanction  of  the  Pope  him- 
self— thus  made  to  -hare  the  responsi- 
bility of  the  revolution,  without  mo- 
nopolising the  power  of  the  State. 

While  the  crowd  hailed  the  propo- 
sition of  Rienzi;  while  their  shouts 
yet  filled  the  air;  while  Raimond, 
somewhat  taken  by  surprise,  sought 

once  his  gratitude  and   his  humility, 
the  Tribune  Elect, 
around,  percen  •  d  many  hithi 
tractcd  bj  curiosity,  and  whom,  from 
their  rank  and  weight,  it  wasdi 

i  beat  if  i  he  public 

■nihil   i 

Raimond  had  uttered  a  short  and 
pompous  harangue,— in  which  his 
eager  acceptance  of  the  honour  pro- 

i d  him  was  ludicrously  con 

by  his  embarrassed  desire  uol  to  in 
volve  himself  or  the  Pope  in  any  unto 
ward  <•■  thai  mighl  ensue, 

i  motioned  to  twohera 
itood  behind  upon  the  platform,  and 


one  of  these  advancing,  proclaimed — 
"  That  as  it  was  desirable  that  all 
hitherto  neuter  should  now  profess 
themselves  friends  or  foes,  so  they 
were  invited  to  take  at  once  the  oath 
of  obedience  to  the  laws,  and  subscrip- 
tion to  the  Buono  Stato." 

So  great  was  the  popular  fervour, 
ni  I  bo  much  had  it  been  refined  and 
deepened  in  its  tone  by  the  addri  sses 
of  Rienzi,  that  even  the  most  indif- 
ferent had  caught  the  contagion  :  and 
no  man  liked  to  be  seen  shrinking 
from  the  rest :  so  that  the  most  neu- 
tral, knowing  themselves  the  most 
marked,  were  the  most  entrapped  into 
allegiance  to  the  Buono  State.  The 
first  who  advanced  to  the  platform 
and  took  the  oath  was  the  Signer  di 
Raselli,  the  father  of  Nina. — Others  of 
■t  nobility  followed  his  exam  pie. 

The  presence  of  the  Pope's  Vicar 
induced  the  aristocratic;  the  fear  of 
the  people  urged  the  selfish;  the  en- 
ement  of  shouts  and  gratula- 
tions  excited  the  vain.  The  space 
between  Adrian  and  Rienzi  was  made 
'dear.  The  young  uoble  suddenly  felt 
the  eyes  of  the  Tribune  were  upon 
him  ;  he  foil  that,  tho  ognised 

and  called  upon  him — he  coloured — 
he  breathed  short.  The  noble  for- 
bearance of  Rienzi  had  touched  him 
to  the  heart; — the  applause  the 
pageanl  the  enthui  iasm  of  I  he  ci  ue, 
intoxicated     confused  him.     He  lifted 

and  saw  before  him  the 
of  the  Tribune— the  ladj  of  his  love! 
His  indecision  —  his  pause  —  con- 
tinued, v.  hen  Raimond,  oh  i  ■<.  •>  ing  him, 
and  obedienl  toa  whisper  from  Rienzi, 
an  fully  cried  aloud  •"  Room  for  the 
Lord  Adrian  di  Castello  !  a  Colonna ! 
Retreal  m  cul  off 
Mechanically,  and  a  if  in  a  dream, 
Adrian  ascended  to  the  platform:  and 
to  complete  the  triumph  of  the  Tribune, 
raj  bi  held  the  Bower  of 
the  Colonna     tl  id 

I  he   B  ir f  Romi      confe 

authoril  v,  and  subscribin 
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THE    FREEDOM    WITHOUT    LAW. 

"  Ben  furo  awonturosi  i  cavaliori 
Ch'  eraiio  a  quella  eta,  che  nei  valloni, 
Nelle  scure  spelonclie  e  bosclii  fieri, 
Tane  di  serpi,  d'  orsi  e  di  leoni, 
Trovavan  quel  che  nei  palazzi  altieri 
Appena  or  trovar  pon  giudiei  buoni; 
Donne  cbe  nella  lor  piii  fresca  etade 
Sien  degne  di  aver  titol  di  boltade." 

Ariosto,  Orl.  Fur.  can.  xlli.  L 


CHAPTER  L 


THE   RETURN    OF    WALTER    DE    MONTREAL   TO    HIS    FORTRESS. 


When  Walter  de  Montreal  and  his 
mercenaries  quitted  Corneto,  they 
made  the  best  of  their  way  to  Home  ; 
arriving  there,  long  before  the  Barons, 
Ih'-y  met  with  a  similar  reception  at 
the  gates,  but  Montreal  prudently 
forbore  all  attack  and  menace,  and 
contented  himself  with  sending  his 
trusty  Rodolf  into  the  city  to  seek 
Kien/.i,  and  to  crave  permission  to 
cuter  with  his  troop.  Rodolf  returned 
in  a  shorter  time  than  was  anticipated. 
"  Well,"  said  Montreal  impatiently, 
"  you  have  the  order  I  suppose.  Shall 
we  bid  them  open  the  gates '.'" 

"  Bid  them  open  ourgraves,"  replied 
the  Saxon,  bluntly.  "I  trust  my  next 
heraldry  will  be  to  a  more  fricudly 
court." 

"  How !  what  mean  you  1 " 

"  Briefly  this  ; — I  found  the  new 
governor,  or  whatevei  his  title,  in  the 
palace  of  the  Capitol,  surrounded  by 
guards  and  councillors,  and  in  a  suit 


of  the  finest  armour  I  ever  saw  out  of 
Milan." 

"  Pest  on  his  armour !  give  us  his 
answer." 

"  '  Tell  Walter  de  Montreal,'  said 
he,  then,  if  you  will  have  it,  '  that 
home  is  no  longer  a  den  of  thieves; 
tell  him,  that  if  he  enters,  he  must 
abide  a  trial '" 

"  A  trial ! "  cried  Montreal,  grinding 
his  teeth. 
*  "  'For  participation  in  the  evil  do- 
ings of  Werner  and  his  freebooters.'" 

"  Ha ! " 

"  '  Tell  him,  moreover,  that  Rome 
declares  war  against  all  robbers,  whe- 
ther in  tent  or  tower,  and  thai  we 
order  him  in  forty-eight  hours  to  quit 
the  territories  of  the  Church.'" 

"He  thinks,  then,  not  only  to 
deceive,  but  to  menace  me  1  Well, 
proceed." 

"  That  was  all  his  rejily  to  you  ;  to 
mo,  however,  he  vouchsafed  a  caution 
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still  move  obliging.    '  Hark  ye,  friend,'  ■ 
paid   He,    'for  every  German   bandit 
found  in  Rome  after  to-morrow,  our 
welcome   will   be   cord    and   gibbet ! 
Begone.' " 

"  Enough  !  enough  ! "  cried  Mon- 
treal, colouring  with  rage  and  shame. 
"  Rodolf,  you  have  a  skilful  eye  in 
(hese  matters,  how  many  Northmen 
would  it  take  to  give  that  same  gibbet 
to  the  upstart?" 

Rodolf  scratched  bis  huge  bead,  and 
seemed  awhile  lost  in  calculation ;  at 
length  he  said,  "You,  Captain,  must 
be  the  best  judge,  when  I  tell  you, 
that  twenty  thousand  Romans  are  the 
least  of  bis  force;  so  I  beard  by  the 
way  :  and  this  evening  he  is  to  accept 
the  crown,  and  depose  the  Emperor." 

"  Ila,  ha!"  laughed  Montreal,  "is 
he  so  mad  ?  then  he  will  want  not  our 
aid  to  hang  himself.  My  friends,  let 
as  waii  the  result.  At  present  neither 
barons  uor  people  seem  likely  to  fill 
our  coffers.  Let  us  across  the  country 
to  Terracina.  Thank  the  saints,"  and 
Montreal  (who  was  not  without  a 
strange  kind  of  devotion, —  indeed 
he  deemed  that  virtue  essential  to 
chivalry)  crossed  himself  piously,  "  the 
mpanions  are  never  long  with- 
out, quartei 

"  Hurrah  for  the  Knight  of  St. 
John!"  cried  the  mercenaries.  "And 
hurrah  for  fair  Provence  and  bold  <  ter- 
many ! "  added  the  Knight,  aa  he 
wave, I  bis  hand  on  high,  struck  spurs 
into  his  already  wearied  horse,  and, 
breaking  out  into  his  favourite 

■•  lli-s  steed  and  his  (word, 

And  liin  tad]  ."  -V'-., 

Montreal,  with  hi  troop,  struck  gal- 
lantly across  the  <  lampagna. 

The  Knight  of  St.  John  -non,  how- 
ever, fell  into  an  absorbed  and  moody 
:  and  hi-   followers   imitating 

of   their   chief,    in    a    few 

minutes  thedatter  of  their  arms  and 
tl  i.  jingle  of  thi  ir  spurs,  alone  dis 
turbed  the  Btillness  of  the  wide  and 


gloomy  plains  across  which  they  made 
towards  Terracina.  Montreal  was 
recalling  with  bitter  resentment,  his 
conference  with  Rienzi ;  and,  proud  of 
his  own  sagacity  and  talent  for  schem- 
ing, he  was  humbled  and  vexed  at  the 
discover}'  that  he  had  been  duped  by 
a  wilier  intriguer.  His  ambitious  de- 
signs on  Rome,  too,  were  crossed,  and 
even  crushed  for  the  moment,  by  the 
very  means  to  which  he  bad  looked 
for  their  execution.  He  had  seen 
enough  of  the  Barons  to  feel  assured 
that  while  Stephen  Colonna  lived,  the 
head  of  the  order,  he  was  not  likely  to 
obtain  that  mastery  in  the  state  which, 
if  leagued  with  a  more  ambitious  or 
a  less  timid  and  less  potent 
mighi  reward  his  vd  in  expelling 
Rienzi.  Under  all  circumstances,  he 
deemed  it  advisable  to  remain  aloof. 
Should  Rienzi  irrow  slromr.  Montreal 
might  make  the  advantageous  terms 
he  desired  with  the  Barons ;  should 
Rienzi's  power  decay,  his  pride,  neces- 
sarily humbled,  might  drive  him  to 
seek  the  assistance,  and  submit  to  the 
proposals,  of  Montreal.  The  ambition 
of  the  Provencal,  though  vast  and 
daring,  was  not  of  a  consistent  and 
persevering  nature.  Action  and  en- 
terprise were  dearer  to  him,  as  yet, 
than  the  rewards  which  they  proffered; 
and  if  baffled  in  one  quarter,  he 
turned  himself,  with  the  true  spirit  of 
the  knight-errant,  to  any  other  field 
for  his  achievements.  Louis,  king  of 
Hungary,  stern,  warlike,  implacable, 
seeking  vengeance  for  the  murder  of 
his  brother,  the  ill  fated  husband  of 
Joanna,  (the  beautiful  and  guiltj  I 
of  Naples  the  Mary  Stuart  of  Italy,) 
had  already  prepared  himself  to  snb- 
jeci  tli"  garden  of  Campania  to  the 
Hungarian  yoke.  Already  hi  baa 
tard    brother    had    entered    Italy — 

already  some  of  the  Neapolitan  stall's 

had  declared  in  bis  favour— alrefcij 
promises  had  been  held  out  'ny   *  • 
northern    monarch    to   tbe    catt%. 
Companies     and  a  He/at 


'.><] 


RIENZI, 


mercenaries  gathered  menacingly 
round  the  frontiers  of  that  Eden  of 
Italy,  attracted,  as  vultures  to  the  car- 
cass, by  the  preparation  of  war  and 
the  hope  of  plunder.  Such  was  the 
field  to  which  the  bold  mind  of  Mon- 
treal now  turned  its  thoughts;  and 
his  soldiers  had  joyfully  conjectured 
his  design  when  they  had  heard  him 
fix  Terracina  as  their  bourne.  Pro- 
vident of  every  resource,  and  refining 
his  audacious  and  unprincipled  valour 
by  a  sagacity  which  promised,  when 
years  had  more  matured  and  sobered 
his  restless  chivalry,  to  rank  him 
among  the  most  dangerous  enemies 
Italy  had  ever  known,  on  the  first  sign 
of  Louis's  warlike  intentions,  Mon- 
treal had  seized  and  fortified  a  strong 
castle  on  that  delicious  coast  beyond 
Terracina,  by  which  lies  the  celebrated 
pass  once  held  by  Fabius  against  Han- 
nibal, and  which  Nature  has  so  fa- 
voured for  war  as  for  peace,  that  a 
handful  of  armed  men  might  stop  the 
march  of  an  army.  The  possession  of 
such  a  fortress  on  the  very  frontiers  of 
Naples,  gave  Montreal  an  importance 
of  which  he  trusted  to  avail  himself 
with  the  Hungarian  king  :  and  now, 
thwarted  in  his  more  grand  and  aspir- 
ing projects  upon  Rome,  his  sanguine, 
active,  and  elastic  spirit  congratulated 
itself  upon  the  resource  it  had  secured. 
The  band  halted  at  nightfall  on  this 
side  the  Pontine  Marshes,  seizing 
without  scruple  some  huts  and  sheds, 
from  which  they  ejected  the  miserable 
tenants,  and  slaughtering  with  no 
greater  ceremony  the  swine,  cattle, 
md  poultry  of  a  neighbouring  farm. 
Shortly  aftersunrise they  crossed  those 
fatal  swamps  which  had  already  been 
partially  drained  by  Boniface  VIII. J 
and  Montreal,  refreshed  by  sleep, 
reconciled  to  his  late  mortification  by 
the  advantages  opened  to  him  in  the 
approaching  war  with  Naples,  and  re- 
joicingas  he  approached  a  home  which 
held  imc  who  alone  divided  hi 
with  ambition,  had  resumed  all  the! 


gaiety  which  belonged  to  his  Gaiiifl 
birth  and  his  reckless  habits.  j\na 
that  deadly  but  consecrated  roao, 
where  yet  may  be  seen  the  labours  of 
Augustus,  in  the  canal  which  baii 
witnessed  the  Voyage  so  humorously 
described  by  Horace,  echoed  with  me 
loud  laughter  and  frequent  snatches 
of  wild  song  by  which  the  barbarian 
robbers  enlivened  their  rapid  march 

It  was  noon  when  the  company  en- 
tered upon  that  romantic  pass  I  have 
before  referred  to — the  ancient  Lan- 
tulae.  High  to  the  left  rose  steep 
and  lofty  rocks,  then  covered  by  the 
prodigal  verdure,  and  the  countless 
flowers,  of  the  closing  May;  while  to 
the  right  the  sea,  gentle  as  a  lake,  and 
blue  as  heaven,  rippled  musically  at 
their  feet.  Montreal,  who  largely 
possessed  the  poetry  of  his  land, 
which  is  so  eminently  allied  with  a 
love  of  nature,  might  at  another  time 
have  enjoyed  the  beauty  of  the  scene  ; 
but  at  that  moment  less  external  and 
more  household  images  were  busy 
within  him. 

Abruptly  ascending  where  a  wind- 
ing path  up  the  mountain  offered  a 
rough  and  painful  road  to  their 
fei  i,  the  band  at  length  arrived 
before  a  strong  fortress  of  grey  si  one, 
whose  towers  were  concealed  by  the 
lofty  foliage,  until  they  emerged  sul- 
lenly and  suddenly  from  the  laughing 
verdure.  The  sound  of  the  bugle, 
the  pennon  of  the  knight,  the  rapid 
watchword,  produced  a  loud  shout  of 
welcome  from  a  score  or  two  of  grim 
soldiery  on  the  walls;  the  portcullis 
was  raised,  and  Montreal,  throwing 
himself  hastily  from  his  panting 
sprung  across  the  threshold  of  a  jut- 
ting porch,  and  traversed  a  huge  hall, 
when  a  lady — young,  fair,  and  richly 
dressed — met  him  with  a  step  equally 
swift,  ami  fell  breathless  ami  over- 
joyed into  his  arms. 

"My  Walter!  my  dear,  dear  Wal- 
ter ;  welcome — ten  thousand  wel- 
comes !" 
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"  Meliue,  nn  beautiful — niyadored 
— '1  b^^  thee  again ! " 

Such  were  the  greetings  inter- 
changed as  Montreal  pressed  his  ladj 
to  liis  heart,  kissing  away  her  tears,  and 
lifting  her  face  to  his,  while  hi 
on  its  delicate  bloom  with  all  the  wist- 
ful anxiety  of  affection  alter  absence. 

••  Fairest,*'  said  lie,  tenderly,  "thou 
hast  pined,  thou  hast  lost  roundness 
and  colour  since  we  parted.     Come, 


come,  thou  art  too  gentle,  or  too 
foolish,  for  a  soldier's  love." 

•'Ah,  Walter!"  replied  Adeline, 
clinging  to  him, "  now  thou  art  re- 
turned, and  I  shall  be  well.  Thou 
wilt  not  leave  me  again  a  long,  long 
time." 

"  Sweet  one,  no  ; "  and  flinging  his 
arm  round  her  waist,  the  lovers — for 
alas  !  they  were  not  wedded  ! — retired 
to  the  more  private  chambers  of  the 
castle. 


CHAPTER  II. 


TUfc    LIFE    OP    LOVE    ANL>    WAR — THE    MESSENGER    OF    PEACE — THE    JOUST. 


Cue;'  with  his  soldiery,  secure  in  his 
feudal  hold,  enchanted  with  the  beauty 
of  the  earth,  sky,  and  sea  around, 
tely  adoi'ing  his  Adeline, 
Montreal  for  awhile  forgot  all  his 
more  stirring  projects  and  his  ruder 
occupations.  His  nature  was  capable 
of  great  tenderness,  as  of  great  fero- 
city ;  and  his  heart  smote  him  when 
he  looked  at  the  fair  cheek  of  his 
lady,  and  saw  that  even  his  pn  en 
did  not  suffice  to  bring  back  I 
and  the  fresh  hues  of  old.  Often  he 
cursed  that  fatal  oath  of  his  knightly 
order  which  forbade  him  to  wed, 
though  with  one  more  than  hi 
•iiid  remorse  embittered  his  happiest 
hours.  That  gentle  lady  in  that  rob- 
ber hold,  severed  from  all  she  bad 
iilIii  most  to  prize — mother, 
d  iends,  and  fair  fame— only  loi  ed  her 
.-edneer  the  o  inly  the 

more  concenl  rated  upon  one  objeel  all 
I 

Bui  sin:  felt  h.-r  shame,  though  she 

Qceal  it,  and  a  3 

gnawing     giief    than     even     that     of 

i  to  i"''  ■■  upon  hei 
spirits  and    undermine    her 
Yet,  withal,   in    M 

Nn.  7 


she  was  happy,  even  in  regret ;  and  in 
her  declining  health  she  had  at  least, 
a  consolation  in  the  hope  to  die  while 
his  love  was  undiminished.  Some- 
times they  made  short  excursions,  for 
the  disturbed  state  of  the  country 
forbade  them  to  wander  far  from  the 
castle,  through  the  sunny  woods,  and 
he  glassy  sea,  which  make  the 
charm  of  that  delicious  scenery  ;  ami 
that  mixture  of  the  savage  with  the 
tender,    the   wild   escort,  the   tent   in 

Bomegreen  glade  in  the  woods  at a, 

f  Adeline,  with  the 
jrouped  and  listening  al 
the  distance,  might  havi 

of  Ariosto,  and  harmonised 
singularly  with   that  strange, 
der  id,  yet  chivalric  time,  in    w  hicb 
ac  South  bi  came  the 
rthern   Romance.    Still,  how- 
ever, Montreal  maintained  his  secret 
I.  i  he  I  i  nn  jarian  king, 
and,   plunged    in  new   projects,    wil- 
lingly forsook  for  the  pre  enl  all  his 
B  Yet  di  emed   he 

nbition   Mas 
only  delayed,  and,  bright  in  the  more 
■  ,  ln~  advent urons 

me   and 

shone  i  he  sceptr  oi  the  ( 'sesara 
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One  day,  as  Montreal,  with  a  small 
troop  in  attendance,  passed  on  horse- 
back near  the  walls  of  Terracina,  the 
gates  were  suddenly  thrown  open,  and 
a  numerous  throng  issued  forth,  pre- 
ceded by  a  singular  figure,  whose 
steps  they  followed  bareheaded  and 
with  loud  blessings ;  a  train  of  monks 
closed  the  procession,  chantingahymn, 
of  which  the  concluding  words  were 
as  follows  : — 

Beauteous  on  the  mountains — lo, 
The  feet  of  him  glad  tidings  gladly  briug- 

Tlie  flowers  along  his  pathway  grow,     [ing  ; 
And  voices,  heard  aloft,  to  angel  harps  are 

And  strife  and  slaughter  ee;ise        [singing  : 

Before  thy  blessed  way,  Young  Messenger  of 
Peace ! 
O'er  the  mount,  and  through  the  moor, 
Glide  thy  holy  steps  secure. 
Day  and  night  no  fear  thou  knowest, 
Lonely — but  with  God  thou  goest. 
Where  the  Heathen  rage  the  fiercest, 
Through  the  armed  throng  thou  piercest. 
For  thy  coat  of  mail,  bedight 
In  thy  spotless  robe  of  white. 
For  the  sinful  sword — thy  hand 
Bearing  bright  the  silver  wand  : 
Through  the  camp  and  through  the  court, 
Through  the  bandit's  gloomy  fort, 
On  the  mission  of  the  dove, 
Speeds  the  minister  of  love; 
By  a  word  the  wildest  taming, 
And  the  world  to  Christ  reclaiming  : 
While,  as  once  the  waters  trod 
By  the  footsteps  of  thy  God, 
War,  ami  wrath,  and  rapine  cease, 

Hush'd  round  thy  charmed  path,  O  Messen- 
ger of  l'eaee  ! 

The  stranger  to  whom  these  honours 
were  paid  was  a  young,  unbearded 
man,  clothed  in  white  wrought  with 
silver;  he  was  unarmed  and  bare- 
footed: in  his  hand  he  held  a  tall 
silver  wand.  Montreal  and  his  party 
halted  in  astonishment  and  wonder, 
ami  the  Knight,  spurring  his  horse 
toward  the  crowd,  confronted  the 
stranger. 

"  How,  friend,"  quoth  the  Pro- 
vencal, "  is  thine  a  new  order  of  pil- 
grims, or  what  especial  holiness  has 
won  thee  this  homage?" 

"  Hack,  back,"  cried  some  of  the 
boHjer   of  the  crowd,    "let  not   the 


robber  dare  arrest  the  Messenger  of 
Peace." 

Montreal  waved  his  hand  disdain- 
fully. 

"  I  speak  not  to  you,  good  sirs,  and 
the  worthy  friars  in  your  rear  know 
full  well  that  I  never  injured  hera.d 
or  palmer." 

The  monks,  ceasing  from  their 
hymn,  advanced  hastily  to  the  spot  ; 
and  indeed  the  devotion  of  Montreal 
had  ever  induced  him  to  purchase 
the  goodwill  of  whatever  monastery 
neighboured  his  wandering  home. 

"  My  son,"  said  the  eldest  of  the 
brethren,  "  this  is  a  strange  spectacle, 
and  a  sacred  :  and  when  thou  learnest 
all,  thou  wilt  rather  give  the  messenger 
a  passport  of  safety  from  the  unthink- 
ing courage  of  thy  friends  than  inter- 
cept his  path  of  peace." 

"Ye  puzzle  still  more  my  simple 
brain,"  said  Montreal,  impatiently, 
"let  the  youth  speak  for  himself;  I 
perceive  that  on  his  mantle  are  the 
arms  of  Rome  blended  with  other 
quarterings,  which  are  a  mystery  to 
me, — though  sufficiently  versed  in 
heraldic  art  as  befits  a  noble  and  a 
knight." 

"  S;mior,"  said  the  youth,  gravely, 
"  know  in  me  the  messenger  of  Cola 
di  Kienzi,  Tribune  of  Pome,  charged 
with  letters  to  many  a  baron  and 
prince  in  the  ways  between  Rome  and 
Naples.  The  arms  wrought  upon  my 
mantle  are  those  of  the  Pontiff  the 
City,  and  the  Tribune." 

"  linph ;  thou  must  have  bold 
nerves  to  traverse  the  Canipagna  with 
no  other  weapon  than  that  stick  of 
silver ! " 

"Thou  art  mistaken,  Sir  Knight," 
replied  theyouth,  boldly,  "andjudgest 
of  the  present  by  the  past ;  know 
that  not  a  single  robber  now  lurks 
within  the  Campagna,  the  arms  of 
the  Tribune  have  rendered  every  road 
around  the  city  as  secure  as  the  broad- 
est street  of  the  city  itself'.'' 
"  Thou  tellest  me  wonders." 
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"Through  the  forest — and  in  the 
fortress,  through  the  wildest  soli- 
tudes,—through  the  most  populous 
towns,— have  my  comrades  borne  this 
silver  wand  unmolested  and  unscathed; 
wherever  we  pass  along,  thousands 
hail  us,  and  tears  of  joy  bless  the 
ersof  him  who  hath  expelled 
the  brigand  from  his  hold,  the  tyrant 
from  his  castle,  and  ensured  the  gains 
of  the  merchant  and  the  hut  of  the 
peasant." 

"  Purdicu,"  said  Montreal,  with  a 
.-tern  smile,  "I  ought  to  he  thankful 
for  the  preference  shown  to  me ;  I 
have  not  yet  received  the  commands, 
nor  felt  the  vengeance,  of  the  Tribune ; 
yet,  methinks,  my  humble  castle  lies 
just  within  the  patrimony  of  St. 
Peter." 

••  Pardon  me,  Signor  Cavalier,"  said 

the   youth;  "but   do  I  address   the 

renowned  Knight  ofSt.  John,  warrior 

of  the  Cross,  yet  leader  of  banditti  .'" 

"'  Boy,  you  are  bold;  I  am  Walter 

■it  real." 
"  I  am  bound,  then,  Sir  Knight,  to 
your  castle." 

"  Take  care  how  thou  reach  it  before 
me,  or  thou  standest  a  fair  chance  of 
a  quiek  exit.  How  now,  my  friends  ! " 
seeing  that  the  crowd  at  these  words 
gathered  closer  round  the  met 
"  Think  ay  mate 

in  kings,  would  find  a  victim  in  an 
unarmed  boy  1  Pie!  Lrive  v. 
way.  Young  man.  follow  me  home- 
ward :  you  are  safe  in  my  cac 
your  mother's  arms."  So  saying,  Mon- 
treal, with  greal  dignity  and  deliberate 
gravity,  rude  slow  ly  towards  his  castle, 
•  tiers,  nrond  little  dis- 

iud  the  white-robed  mi 
following  with  the  crowd,  who  refused 
th.ir  enthu- 
d  to  the 
of  the  dreaded  castle,  and  in- 
withoul   until  the 
return  of  the  youth  assnn  d  th<  m  of 
fety. 

real,      who,     however 


elsewhere,  strictly  preserved  the  rights 
of  the  meanest  boor  in  his  immediate 
ueighbourhood,  and  rather  affected 
popularity  with  the  poor,  hade  the 
crowd  enter  the  court-yard,  ordered 
his  servitors  to  provide  them  with 
wine  and  refreshment,  regaled  the 
good  monks  in  his  great  hall,  and 
then  led  the  way  to  a  small  room, 
where  he  received  the  messenger. 

"  This."  said  the  youth,  '•  will  best 
explain  my  mission,"  as  he  placed  i 
k-tter  before  Montreal. 

The  Knight  cut  the  silk  with  his 
dagger,  and  read  the  epistle  with  great 
composure. 

••  Your  Tribune,"  said  be,  when  he 
had  finished  it,  "  has  learned  the 
laconic  style  of  power  very  soon,  lie 
orders  me  to  render  this  castle,  and 
vacate  the  Papal  Territory  within  ten 
!  le  is  obliging ;  I  must  have 
breathing  time  to  consider  the  pro- 
posal ;  be  seated,  I  pray  you,  young 
sir.  Forgive  me,  but  1  should  have 
d  that  your  lord  had  enough 
upon  his  hands  with  his  Roman 
barons,  to  make  him  a  little  more  in- 
dulged to  us  foreign  visitors.  Stephen 

Colonna " 

"  Is  returned  to  Koine,  and  has 
taken  the  oath  of  allegiance ;  the 
Savelli,  the  Orsini,  the  Frangipani, 
have  all  subscribi  d  their  submission  to 
the  Buono  6 

"  How  !  "  cried  Montreal,  in 
surpr 

"  Not  only  have  they  returned,  but 
they  have  submitted  to  the  dispersion 
of  all  their  □  and  the  dis- 

mantling of  all  their  fortifr 
The  iron  of  the  Orsini  palace  now 
barricades  the  Capitol,  and  thi 
work  of  the  Colonna  and  the  Savelli 
lias  added  new  battlemente  to  the 
and  St.  I.Mu- 
rence." 

"  Wonderful  man  !"  said  Montreal 
with  reluctanl  admiration.  "  By  what 

•    \   i  tern  ad  a    Lrong 

»  a 
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force  to  back  it.  At  the  firsl  sound 
of  the  great  bell,  twenty  thousand 
1  tomans  rise  in  arms.  What  to  such 
an  army  are  the  brigands  of  an  Orsini 
ov  a  Colonna  1 — Sir  Knight,  your  va- 
lour and  renown  make  even  Rome 
admire  you  ;  and  I,  a  Roman,  bid  you 
beware." 

"  Well,  I  thank  thee — thy  news, 
friend,  robs  me  of  breath.  So  the 
Barons  submit,  then  V 

"  Yes  :  on  the  first  day,  one  of  the 
Colonna,  the  Lord  Adrian,  took  the 
oath  ;  within  a  week,  Stephen,  assured 
of  safe  conduct,  left  Palestrina,  the 
Savelli  in  his  train  ;  the  Orsini  fol- 
lowed— even  Martino  di  Porto  has 
silently  succumbed." 

"The  Tribune — but  is  that,  his  dig 
nity  —  methought  he  was  to  be 
king " 

"  He  was  offered,  and  he  refused,  the 
title.  His  present  rank,  which  arro- 
gates no  patrician  honours,  went  far  to 
conciliate  the  nobles.'' 

"  A  wise  knave  ! — I  beg  pardon,  a 
sagacious  prince  ! — Well,  then,  the 
Tribune  lords  it  mightily,  I  suppose, 
over  the  great  Roman  names  1 " 

"  Pardon  me — he  enforces  impartial 
justice  from  peasant  or  patrician  ;  but 
he  preserves  to  the  nobles  all  their 
just  privileges  and  legal  rank." 

"Ha! — and  the  vain  puppets,  so 
they  keep  the  semblance,  scarce  miss 
the  substance — I  understand.  But 
this  shows  genius — the  Tribune  is 
unwed,  I  think.  Does  he  look  among 
the  Colonna  for  a  wife  ?" 

"  Sir  Knight,  the  Tribune  is  already 
married ;  within  three  days  after  his 
ascension  to  power,  he  won  and  bore 
home  the  daughter  of  the  Baron  di 
Raselli." 

"  Raselli !  no  great  name  ;  he  might 
have  done  better." 

"  But  it  is  said,"  resumed  the  youth, 
smiling,  "that  the  Tribune  will  shortly 
be  allied  to  the  Colonna,  through  his 
fair  sister  the  Signora  Irene.  The 
Baron  di  Cast  el  lo  woos  her." 


■•  What,  Adrian  Colonna!  Enough! 
you  have  convinced  me  that  a  man 
who  contents  the  people  and  awes  or 
conciliates  the  nobles  is  born  for  em- 
pire. My  answer  to  this  letter  I  will 
send  myself.  For  your  news,  Sir 
Messenger,  accept  this  jewel,"  and  the 
knight  took  from  his  finger  a  gem  of 
some  price.  "Nay,  shrink  not,  it 
was  as  freely  given  to  me  as  it  is  now 
to  thee." 

The  youth,  who  had  been  agreeably 
surprised,  and  impressed,  by  the  man- 
ner of  the  renowned  freebooter,  and 
who  was  not  a  little  astonished  him- 
self with  the  ease  and  familiarity  with 
which  he  had  been  relating  to  Fra 
Moreale,  in  his  own  fortress,  the  news 
of  Rome,  bowed  low  as  he  accepted 
the  gift. 

The  astute  Provencal,  who  saw  the 
evident  impression  he  had  made,  pcr- 
ceived  also  that  it,  might  be  of  advan- 
tage in  delaying  the  measures  he 
might  deem  it  expedient  to  adopt. 
"  Assure  the  Tribune,"  said  he,  on 
dismissing  the  messenger,  "  shouldst 
thou  return  ere  my  letter  arrive,  that 
I  admire  his  genius,  hail  his  power, 
and  will  not  fail  to  consider  as  favour- 
;  may  of  his  demand." 
"  Better,"  said  the  messenger, 
warmly  (he  was  of  good  blood,  and 
gentle  bearing), — "better  ten  tyrants 
for  our  enemy,  than  one  Montreal." 

"An  enemy!  believe  me,  sir,  1 
seek  no  enmity  with  princes  who 
know  how  to  govern,  or  a  people  that 
has  the  wisdom  at  once  to  rule  and  to 
obey." 

The  whole  of  that  day,  however,  Mon- 
treal remained  thoughtful  and  uneasy; 
he  despatched  trusty  messengers  to 
the  Governor  of  Aquila  (who  was  then 
in  correspondence  with  Louis  of  Hun- 
gary |,  to  Naples,  and  to  Rome  : — the 
hist  charged  with  a  letter  to  the  Tri- 
bune, which,  without  absolutely  com- 
promising himself,  affected  submis- 
sion, and  demanded  only  a  longer  lei- 
sure for  the  preparations  of  departure 
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But,  at  the  same  time,  fresh  forti- 
fications were  added  to  the  castle, 
ample  provisions  were  laid  in,  and, 
night  and  day,  spies  and  scouts  were 
stationed  along  the  pass,  and  in  the 
town  of  Terracina.  Montreal  was 
precisely  the  chief  who  prepared  most 
tor  war  when  most  he  pretended  peace. 
One  morning,  the  fifth  from  the 
appearance  of  the  Roman  messenger, 
Montreal,  after  narrowly  surveying 
his  outworks  and  his  stoics, and  feeling 
satisfied  that  he  could  hold  out  at 
least  a  month's  siege,  repaired,  with  a 
gayer  countenance  than  he  had  lately 
worn,  to  the  chamber  of  Adeline. 

The  lady  was  seated   by  the  case- 
nieiii  of  the  tower, from  which  mighl 
be    seen    the  glorious  landscape    of 
woods,  and  vales,  and   orange  groves 
-    a  -t  range  garden  for  such  a  palace  ! 
A-  she  leant  her  face  upon  her   hind, 
with    her  profile   slightly  turned    to 
,1,   there  was  something  inef 
f'ahly   graceful    in   the   bend   of   her 
neck, — the  small  head  so  expressive 
-with     the    locks 
parti  d  in  front  in  that  simple  fashion 
which  modern  times  have  so  happily 
revived.      But  the  expression    of  the 
half-averted  lace,  the  abstracted  in- 
-  of  the  gaze,  and  the  profound 
stillness  of  the  attil ude, 
and  mournful,  thai    Montreal's   pur- 
posed greeting  of  gallantry  and  glad- 
d    upon    his   lips,     lie    ap- 
i  d  in  silence,  and  laid  his  hand 
upon  her  shoulder. 

Adeline  turned,  and  taking  the 
hand  in  hers,  pressed  it  to  her  heart, 
and  Bmiled  away  all  her  sadness. 
"Dea  I  od  Montreal,  "  couldst 
th'iu  know  how  much  any  shadow  of 
grit  f  'in  thy  bright  lace  dai  I 

thou     would    t      i. 

Hut.  no  winder  thai  in  these  rude 
[mil  ranis  near 
thee,  aiol  Buch  mirth  as  Montreal  can 
summon  to  his  halls,  grating  to  thy 
ear  no  wonder  that  th 
t;,ec  "I   thy  choice." 


"Ah,  no — no,  Walter,  I  never  re 

pent.     I  did  but  think  of  our  child  as 

I  you  entered.     Alas  !  he  was  our  only 

child  !   How  fair  he  was,  Walter;  how 

he  resembled  thee  !  " 

"  Nay,  he  had  thine  eyes  and  brow,'' 
replied  the  Knight,  with  a  faltering 
voice,  and  turning  away  his  head. 

"Walter,"  resumed  the  lady,  sigh- 
ing, "do  you  remember? — this  is  his 
birthday.  Ife  is  ten  years  old  to-day. 
We  have  loved  each  other  eleven  years 
and  thou  hast  not  tired  yet  of  thy 
poor  Adeline." 

"  As  well  might  the  saints  weary  ol 
paradise,"  replied  Montreal,  with  an 
enamoured  tenderness,  which  changed 
into  softness  the  whole  character  of 
his  heroic  countenance. 

"Could  I  think  so,  I  should  indeed 
he  blest!  "  answered  Adeline.  "  But 
a  little  while  longer,  and  the  few 
charms  I  yel  possess  must  fade;  and 
what  other  claim  have  I  on  thee.'" 

"  All  claim  ; — the  memory  of  thy 
first  blushes  thy  first  kiss — of  thy 
devoted  sacrifices — of  thy  patieni 
wanderings — of  thy  uncomplaining 
love  !  Ah,  Adeline,  we  are  of  Pro- 
vence, not,  of  Italy;  and  when  did 
Knight  of  Provence  avoid  his  foe,  or 
his  love  '  Bui  enough,  d<  an  t, 
of  home  ami  melancholy  for  to-day. 
to  hid  thee  forth.     I  have  sent 

on  the  servitors  to  pitch  our  tent  be- 
side the  sea,  wewillenjoj  the  orange 
0.8  while  we  may.  Ereanot  er 
week  pass  over  us,  we  may  have 
sterner  pastime  and  closer  confines." 

■■  How,  di  n  t  Walter !  thou  dost 
not  apprehend  danger? " 

■•  Thou   spcakest,   lady-bird, 
Montreal,   laughing,   "as  if   danger 

wen;  novelty  ;   mcthiuks  by  this  time, 
thou  shouldst   know  it  as   the  atino- 

ithe." 

"  All,     Walter,    is    this    to    I 

I  III  i.     an     now    rich    and     re- 
nowned ;  canst  thou  not  abandon  thin 

I       ••!!       lli.-',       Adeline 
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What  are  riches  and  renown  but  the 
means  to  power  !  And  for  strife,  the 
shield  of  warriors  was  my  cradle — 
pray  the  saints  it  be  my  bier !  These 
wild  and  wizard  extremes  of  life — 
from  the  bower  to  the  tent — from  the 
cavern  to  the  palace — to-day  a  wan- 
dering exile,  to-morrow  the  equal  of 
kings — make  the  true  element  of  the 
chivalry  of  my  Norman  sires.  Nor- 
mandy taught  me  war,  and  sweet 
Provence  love.  Kiss  me,  dear  Ade- 
line ;  and  now  let  thy  handmaids 
attire  thee.  Forget  not  thy  lute,  sweet 
one.  We  will  rouse  the  echoes  with 
the  songs  of  Provence." 

The  ductile  temper  of  Adeline 
yielded  easily  to  the  gaiety  of  her 
lord  ;  and  the  party  soon  sallied  from 
the  castle  towards  the  spot  in  which 
Montreal  had  designed  their  resting- 
place  during  the  heats  of  day.  But 
already  prepared  for  all  surprise,  the 
castle  was  left  strictly  guarded,  and 
'"■-ides  the  domestic  servitors  of  the 
castle,  a  detachment  of  ten  soldiers, 
completely  armed,  accompanied  the 
lovers.  Montreal  himself  wore  his 
corselet,  and  his  'squires  followed  with 
his  helmet  and  lance.  Beyond  the 
narrow  defile  at  the  base  of  the  castle, 
the  road  at.  that  day  opened  into  a 
broad  patch  of  verdure,  circled  on  all 
sides,  save  thai  open  to  the  sea,  by 
wood,  interspersed  with  myrtle  and 
orange,  and  a  wilderness  of  odorous 
shrubs.  In  this  space,  and  sh 
by  the  broad-spreading  and  classic 
fagus  (so  improperly  translated  into 
the  English  beech),  a  gay  pavilion  was 
prepared,  which  commanded  the  view 
of  the  sparkling  sea: — shaded  from 
the  sun,  but  open  to  the  gentle  breeze. 
This  was  poor  Adeline's  favourite 
recreation,  if  recreation  it  might  he 
called.  She  rejoiced  to 
the  gloomy  walls  of  hi  r  castellated 
prison,  and  to  enjoy  the  sunshine  and 
the  sweets  of  that  voluptuous  climate 
without  the  fatigue  which  of  late 
all  exercise  occasioned  hor.     If    was  a 


gallantry  on  the  part  of  Montreal, 
who  foresaw  how  short  an  interval 
might  elapse  before  the  troops  of 
Kienzi  besieged  his  walls;  and  who 
was  himself  no  less  at  home  in  the 
bower  than  in  the  field. 

As  they  reclined  within  the  pavi- 
lion— the  lover  and  his  lady, — of  the 
attendants  without/some  lounged  idly 
on  the  beach ;  some  prepared  the 
awning  of  a  pleasure-boat  against  the 
decline  of  the  sun;  some,  in  a  ruder 
tent,  out  of  sight  in  the  wood,  ar- 
ranged the  mid-day  repast ;  while  the 
strings  of  the  lute,  touched  by  Mon- 
|  treal  himself  with  a  careless  skill,  gave 
their  music  to  the  dreamy  stillness  of 
!  the  noon. 

While  thus  employed,  one  of  Mon- 
treal's scouts  arrived  breathless  and 
heated  at  the  tent. 

"  Captain  "  said  he,  "a  company  of 
thirty  lances  completely  armed,  with 
a  long  retinue  of  'squires  and  pages, 
have  just  quitted  Terracina.  Their 
banners  bear  the  two-fold  insignia  of 
Koine  and  the  Colonna." 

"  Ho  ! "  said  Montreal,  gaily, "  such 
a  troop  is  a  welcome  addition  to  our 
company  ;  send  our  'squire  hither." 
'i'lie  'squire  appeared. 
"  Hie  I  lice  on  tin  steed  towards  the 
procession  thou  wilt  meet  with  in  the 
pass,  (nay,  sweet  lady  mine,  noforbid- 
dal  .')  seek  the  chief,  and  say  that  (be 
good  Knight  Walter  de  Montreal 
sends  him  greeting,  and  prays  him,  in 
passing  our  proper  territory,  to  resi 
awhile  with  us  a  welcome  guest  ;  and 
— stay, — add,  that  it"  to  while  an  hour 
or  so  in  gentle  pastime  be  acceptable 
to  him,  Walter  de  Montreal  would 
rejoice  ti>  break  a  lance  with  him,  or 
any  knight  in  bis  train,  in  honour  of 
our  respective  ladies.  Hie  theequick!" 
"  Walter,  Walter,"  began  Adeline, 
who  had  that  keen  and  delicate  sensi- 
fo  her  situation,  which  her 
reckless  lord  often  wantonly  forgol  : 
•'  Walter,  dear  Walter,  cansttbou  think 
it  honour  to " 
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"Hush  thee,  sweet  Fleur  de  lis! 
Thou  hast  not  seen  pastime  this  many 
u  day :  I  long  to  convince  thee  that 
thou  art  still  the  fairest  lad}'  in  Italy 
— ay.  and  of  Christendom.  But  these 
Italians  arc  craven  knights,  and  thou 
needst  not  fear  that  my  proffer  will 
he  accepted.  But  in  truth,  lady  mine, 
e  for  graver  objects,  that  chance 
throws  a  Roman  noble,  perhaps  a 
Colonna,  in  my  way  ; — women  under- 
stand not  these  matters;  and  aught 
concerning  Home  touches  us  home  at 
this  moment." 

With  that  the  Knight  frowned,  as 
was  his  wont  in  thought,  and  Adeline 
ventured  to  say  no  more,  but  retired 
to  the  interior  division  of  the  pavilion. 

.Meanwhile  the  'squire  approached 
the  procession  that  had  now  reach  d 
the  middle  of  the  pass.  And  a  stately 
and  gallant  company  it  was: — if  the 
complete  harness  of  the  soldiery 
seemed  to  attest  a  warlike  purpi 
was  con  o  the  other  hand  by 

a  numerous  train  of  unarmed  'squires 
and  pages  gorgeously  attired,  while 
lendid  blazon  of  two   heralds 
og  the  standard-bearers,  pro- 
I  their  object  as  peaceful,  and  | 
their  path  as  sacred.     It  required  but 
a  glance  at  the  company  to  tell  the 
Arrayed  in  a  bre  tsl  plate  of 
-ie  I.    wrought    profusely   with   gold 
arabesques,  over  which  was  a  mantle 
of  dark  £reen  velvet,  bordered  with 
pearls,   while   above   his    long   dark 
locks  waved  a  black  ostrich  plume  in 
n   high  Macedonian  cap 
I*  lievc,   is  now  worn  by  thi 

r  of  St.  <  lonstan- 

tine,  rude  in  the  fronl  of  the  party,  a 

young  '■.-!',  alier,  distinguished  from  his 

partly  by   his 

and  partly  by  his 

splendid  dr 

quire  approached  respectfully, 
and  dismounting,  delivered  himself  of 
his  *•  1 1 

The  dier  smiled,  at  he 

b  <k  i"  Sir  Walter 


de  Montreal  the  greeting  of  Adrian 
Colonna,  Baron  di  Castcllo,  and  say, 
that  the  solemn  object  of  my  present 
journey  will  scarce  permit  me  to  en- 
counter the  formidable  lance  of  so 
celebrated  a  knight ;  and  I  regret 
this  the  more,  inasmuch  as  I  may  not 
yield  to  any  dame  the  palm  of  my 
liege  lady's  beauty.  I  must  live  in 
hope  of  a  happier  occasion.  For  the 
rest,  I  will  cheerfully  abide  for  some 
few  hours  the  guest  of  so  courteous  a 
host." 

The  'squire  bowed  low.  "  My  mas- 
ter," said  he,  hesitatingly,  "  will  grieve 
much  to  miss  so  noble  an  opponent. 
But  my  message  refers  to  all  this 
knightly  ami  gallant  train  ;  and  if  the 
Lord  Adrian  di  Castcllo  deems  him- 
self forbidden  the  joust  by  the  object 
of  his  present  journey,  surely  one  of 
his  comrades  will  be  his  proxy  with 
my  master." 

Out  and  quickly  spoke  a  young 
noble  by  the  side  of  Adrian,  Riccardo 
Annibaldi,  who  afterwards  did  good 
service  both  to  the  Tribune  and  to 
Rome,  and  whose  valour  brought  him, 
in  later  life,  to  an  untimely  end. 

"  By  tin;  Lord  Adrian's  permission," 
cried  he,  "  I  will  break  a  lance 
with " 

'•  Hush  !  Annibaldi,"  interrupted 
Adrian.  "  And  you,  Sir  'Squire, 
know,  that.  Adrian  di  Castello  per- 
mits no  proxy  in  arms  Avis,-  th- 
Knight  of  St,.  John  that  we  accept 
his  hospitality,  and  if,  after  some  con- 
\  rse  "I,  graver  matters,  lie  should 
Till  desire  bo  lighl  an  entertainment, 
I  will  forget  that  I  am  the  ambassador 
to  Naple  .  and  remember  only  that  I 
am  a  Knight  of  the  Empire.  You 
mr  answer." 

Tie-  b   much  per 

made  his  obeisance,  remoui  U  d  his 
steed,  and  returned  in  a  h  ilf-gallop  to 

hi      in  I 

me,  dear  Annibaldi,"  said 
Adrian,  "  thai  I  balked  your  valour ; 
and  believe  me   that    I    uevi  r   more 
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longed  to  break  a  lance  against  any 
man  tli  m  I  do  against  this  boasting 
Frenchman.  But  bethink  you,  that 
though  to  us,  brought  up  in  the 
dainty  laws  of  chivalry,  Walter  de 
Montreal  is  the  famous  Knight  of 
Provence,  to  the  Tribune  of  Rome, 
whose  grave  mission  we  now  fulfil,  lie 
is  but  the  mercenary  captain  of  a 
Free  Company.  Grievously  in  his 
eyes  should  we  sully  our  dignity  by  so 
wanton  and  irrelevant  a  holiday  con- 
flict with  a  declared  and  professional 
brigand." 

"  For  all  that,"  said  Annibaldi, 
"  the  brigand  ought  not  to  boast  that 
a  Roman  knight  shunned  a  Provencal 
lance." 

"  Cease,  I  pray  thee! "  said  Adrian, 
impatiently.  In  fact,  the  young  Co- 
lonna,  already  chafed  bitterly  against 
his  discreet  and  dignified  rejection  of 
Montreal's  proffer,  and  recollecting 
with  much  pique  the  disparaging 
manner  in  which  the  Provencal  had 
spoken  of  the  Roman  chivalry,  as 
well  as  a  certain  tone  of  superiority, 
which  in  all  warlike  matters  Montreal 
had  assumed  over  him, — he  now  felt 
his  cheek  burn,  and  his  lip  quiver. 
Highly  skilled  in  the  martial  accom- 
plishments of  his  time,  he  had  a  na- 
tural and  excusable  desire  to  prove 
that  he  was  at  least  no  unworthy  an- 
tagonist even  of  the  best  lance  in 
Italy  :  and,  added  to  this,  the  gallantry 
of  the  age  made  him  feel  it  a  sort  of 
treason  to  his  mistress  to  forego  any 
means  of  asserting  her  perfections. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  considerable 
irritation  that  Adrian,  as  the  pavilion 
of  Montreal  became  visible,  perceived 
the  'squire  returning  to  him.  And  j 
the  reader  will  judge  how  much  Ibis 
was  increased  when  the  latter,  once 
more  dismounting,  accosted  him  i  bus  : 

"My  master,  the  Knight  of  St. 
John,  on  hearing  (lie  courteous  answer 
of  the  Lord  Adrian  di  Castello,  bids 
me  say,  that  lest  the  graver  converse 
the  Lord  Adrian  refers  to  should  mar 


gentle  and  friendly  sport,  he  ventures 
respectfully  to  suggest,  that  the  tilt 
should  preface  the  converse.  The  sod 
before  the  tent  is  so  soft  and  smooth, 
that  even  a  fall  could  be  attended  with 
no  clanger  to  knight  or  steed." 

"  By  our  Lady  !  "  cried  Adrian  and 
Annibaldi  in  a  breath,  "  but  thy  last 
words  are  discourteous ;  and "  (pro- 
ceeded Adrian,  recovering  himself) 
"  since  thy  master  will  have  it  so,  let 
him  look  to  his  horse's  girths.  I  will 
not  gainsay  his  fancy." 

Montreal,  who  had  thus  insisted 
upon  the  exhibition,  partly,  it  may  1  >e, 
from  the  gay  and  ruffling  bravado, 
common  still  amongst  his  brave  coun- 
trymen ;  partly  because  he  was  curious 
of  exhibiting  before  those  who  might 
soon  be  his  open  foes  his  singular  and 
unrivalled  address  in  arms,  was  yet 
more  moved  to  it  on  learning  the 
name  of  the  leader  of  the  Roman 
Company;  for  his  vain  and  haughty 
spirit,  however  it  had  disguised  re- 
sentment at  the  time,  had  by  no 
means  forgiven  certain  warm  expres- 
sions of  Adrian  in  the  palace  of  Ste- 
phen Colonna,  and  in  the  unfortunate 
journey  to  Corneto.  While  Adrian, 
halting  at  the  entrance  of  the  defile, 
aided  by  his  'squires,  indignantly,  but 
carefully,  indued  the  rest  of  bis 
armour,  and  saw,  himself,  to  the 
girths,  stirrup-leathers,  and  various 
buckles  in  the  caparison  of  his  noble 
charger,  Montreal  in  great  glee  kissed 
his  lady,  who,  though  too  soft  to  be 
angry,  was  deeply  vexed,  (and  yei  her 
vexation  half  forgotten  in  fear  for  his 
safety,)  snatched  up  her  scarf  of  blue, 
which  he  threw  over  his  breastplate, 
and  completed  his  array  with  the 
indifference  of  a  man  certain  of  vic- 
tory, lie  was  destined,  however,  to 
one  disadvantage,  and  that  the  great- 
est ;  his  armour  and  lance  had  been 
broughl  from  the  castle — not  his  war- 
horse.  His  palfrey  was  too  slight  to 
bear  the  great  weight  of  bis  armour, 
nor  amongsl  bis  troop  was  there  one 
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horse  that  for  power  and  bone  could 
match  with  Adrian's.  He  chose,  how- 
ever, the  strongest  that  was  at  hand, 
and  a  loud  shout  from  his  wild  follow- 
ers testified  their  admiration  when  he 
sprung  unaided  from  the  ground  into 
the  saddle — a  rare  and  difficult  feat  of 
agility  in  a  man  completely  arrayed 
in  the  ponderous  armour  which  issued 
at  that  day  from  the  forges  of  Milan, 
and  was  worn  far  more  weighty  in 
Italy  than  any  other  part  of  Europe. 
While  both  companies  grouped  slowly, 
and  mingled  in  a  kind  of  circle  round 
the  green  turf,  and  the  Roman  her- 
alds, with  bustling  importance,  at- 
tempted to  marshal  the  spectators  into 
order,  Montreal  rode  his  charger  round 
the  sward,  forcing  it  into  various  cara- 
coles, and  exhibiting,  with  the  vanity 
that  belonged  to  him,  his  exquisite 
and  practised  horsemanship. 

At  length,  Adrian,  his  visor  down, 
rode  slowly  into  the  green  space, 
amidst  the  cheers  of  his  party.  The 
two  Knights,  at  either  end,  gravely 
fronted  each  other ;  they  made  the 
courtesies  with  their  lances,  which,  in 
friendly  and  sportive  encounters,  were 
customary ;  and,  as  they  thus  paused 
for  the  signal  of  encounter,  the  Ita- 
lians trembled  for  the  honour  of  their 
chief:  Montreal's  stately  height  and 
girth  of  chest  forming  a  strong  con- 
trast, even  in  armour,  to  the  form  of 
hie  "I'ponent,  which  was  rather  under 
the  middle  standard,  and  though 
firmly  knit,  slightly  and  slenderly  built. 
But  to  that  perfection  was  skill  in 
arms    brought   in   those    tin 

trength  and  size  were  far  from 
being  either  the  absolute  requisites, 
or  even  the  usual  attributes,  of  the 
more  celebrat  :  in  fact,  bo 

much  was  effected  by  the  power  and  the 

menl  of  the  Btced,  thai 
weight  in  the  rider  was  often  rather 
to  his  advantage  than  his  prejudice : 
and,  even  at  a  later  period,  <! 
accomplished  victors  in  the  tourney, 
the  French  Bayard  and   the   English 


Sydney,  were  far  from  remarkable 
either  for  bulk  or  stature. 

Whatever  the  superiority  of  Mon- 
treal in  physical  power,  was,  in  much, 
counterbalanced  by  the  inferiority  of 
his  horse,  which,  though  a  thick-built 
and  strong  Calabrian.  had  neither  the 
blood,  bone,  nor  practised  discipline 
of  the  northern  charger  of  the  Roman. 
The  shining  coat  of  the  latter,  coal 
black,  was  set  off  by  a  scarlet  cloth 
wrought  in  gold ;  the  neck  and  shoul- 
ders were  clad  in  scales  of  mail ;  and 
from  the  forehead  projected  a  long 
point,  like  the  horn  of  an  unicorn, 
while  on  its  crest  waved  a  tall  plume 
of  scarlet  and  white  feathers.  As  the 
mission  of  Adrian  to  Naples  was  that 
of  pomp  and  ceremony  to  a  court 
of  great  splendour,  so  his  array  and 
retinue  were  befitting  the  occasion 
and  the  passion  for  show  that  belonged 
to  the  time ;  and  the  very  bridle  of 
his  horse,  which  was  three  inches 
broad,  was  decorated  with  gold,  and 
even  jewels.  The  Knight  himself  was 
clad  in  mail,  which  had  tested  the 
finest  art  of  the  celebrated  Ludovico 
of  Milan  ;  and,  altogether,  his  appear- 
ance was  unusually  gallant  and  splen 
did,  and  seemed  still  more  so  beside 
the  plain  but  brightly  polished  and 
artfully  flexile  armour  of  Montreal, 
(adorned  only  with  his  lady's  scarf,) 
and  the  common  and  rude  mail  of  his 
This  contrast,  however,  was 
not  welcome  to  the  Provencal,  whose 
vanity  was  especially  indulged  in  war- 
like equipments;  and  who,  had  h« 
foreseen  the  "pastime"  that  awaited 
him,  would  have  outshone  even  the 
Colonna. 

The  trumpeters  of  cither  parly 
liort  blast  the  Knights  re- 
mained erect  u  a  of  iron;  a 
second,  and  each  slightly  bent  ovei 
Idle  bow  ;  a  third,  and  with 
ickened  rein-,   and 

at    full   speed,  on  they  rushed,  and 

fiercely  they  mel  midway.     With  the 

which  belonged  to 


RiENZl. 


hiw,  Montreal  had  imagined,  that  at 
the  first  touch  of  his  lance  Adrian 
would  have  been  unhorsed;  but  to  his 
great  surprise  the  young  Roman  re- 
mained firm,  and  amidst  the  shouts  of 
his  party,  passed  on  to  the  other  cud 
of  the  lists.  Montreal  himself  was 
rudely  shaken,  but  lost  neither  seat 
uor  stirrup. 

"  This  can  be  no  carpet  knight," 
muttered  Montreal  between  his  teeth, 
as,  this  time,  he  summoned  all  his 
skill  for  a  second  encounter ;  while 
Adrian,  aware  of  the  great  superiority 
of  his  charger,  resolved  to  bring  it  to 
bear  against  his  opponent.  Accord- 
ingly, when  the  Knights  again  rushed 
forward,  Adrian,  covering  himself  well 
with  his  buckler,  directed  his  care 
less  against  the  combatant,  whom  he 
felt  no  lance  wielded  by  mortal  hand 
was  likely  to  dislodge,  than  against 
the  less  noble  animal  he  bestrode. 
The  shock  of  Montreal's  charge  was 
like  an  avalanche — his  lance  shivered 
into  a  thousand  pieces,  Adrian  lost 
both  stirrups,  and  but  for  the  strong 
iron  bows  which  guarded  the  saddle 
in  front  and  rear,  would  have  been 
fairly  unhorsed  ;  as  it  was,  he  was 
almost  doubled  back  by  the  encounter, 
and  his  ears  rung  and  his  eyes  reeled, 
so  that  for  a  moment  or  two  he  almost 
lost  all  consciousness,  But  his  steed 
had  well  repaid  its  nurture  and  dis- 
cipline. Just  as  the  combatants 
closed,  the  animal,  rearing  on  high, 
pressed  forward  with  its  mighty  crest 
against  its  opponent  with  a  force  mi 
irresistible  as  to  drive  back  Montreal's 
horse  several  paces:  while  Adrian's 
lance,  poised  with  exquisite  skill, 
striking  against  the  Provencal's  hel- 
met, somewhat  rudely  diverted  the 
Knight's  attention  for  the  moment 
from  his  rein.  Montreal,  drawing 
the  curb  too  tightly  in  the  suddenness 
of  his  recovery,  the  horse  reared  on 
end  ;  and,  receiving  at  that  instant, 
full  upon  his  breastplate,  the  sharp 
In  nil  and    mailed   crest   of  Adrian's 


charger — fell  back  over  its  rider  iij  011 
the  sward.     Montreal  disencumbered 

himself  in  great  rage  and  shame,  a.- 
a  faint  cry  from  his  pavilion  reached 
his  ear,  and  redoubled  his  mortifica- 
tion, lie  ruse  with  a  lightness  which 
astonished  the  beholders  ;  for  so  heavy 
was  the  armour  worn  at  that  day,  1  li ; t 
tew  knights  once  stretched  upon  the 
ground  could  rise  without  assistance; 
and  drawing  his  sword,  cried  out 
fiercely — "  On  foot,  on  foot ! — the  fall 
was  not  mine,  but  this  accursed  beast  's, 
that  I  must  needs  tor  my  sins  raise  to 
the  rank  of  a  charger.   Come  on " 

"  Nay,  Sir  Knight,"  said  Adrian, 
drawing  off  his  gauntlets  and  un- 
buckling his  helmet,  which  he  threw 
on  the  ground.  "  1  come  to  thec  a 
guest  and  a  friend  ;  but  to  fight  on 
foot  is  the  encounter  of  mortal  foes« 
Did  I  accept  thy  offer,  my  defeat 
would  but  stain  thy  knighthood." 

Montreal,  whose  passion  had  be- 
guiled him  for  the  moment,  sullenly 
acquiesced  in  this  reasoning.  Adrian 
hastened  to  soothe  his  antagonist. 
"  For  the  rest,''  said  he,  "  1  cannot 
pretend  to  the  prize.  Your  lance 
lost  me  my  stirrups — mine  left  you 
unshaken.  You  say  right;  the  defeats 
if  any,  was  that  of  your  steed." 

"  We  may  meet  again  when  I  am 
more  equally  horsed,"  said  Montreal, 
still  chafing. 

"Now,  our  Lady  forbid!"  ex- 
claimed Adrian,  with  so  devout  an 
earnestness  that  the  bystanders  could 
not  refrain  from  laughing;  and  even 
Montreal  grimly  and  half  reluctantly, 
joined  in  the  merriment.  The  courtesy 
of  his  foe,  howevc'-,  conciliated  and 
touched  the  more  trauk  ami  soldierly 
qualities  of  his  nature,  and  composing 
himself,  he  replied  : — 

"  Signor  di  Castello,  I  rest  your 
debtor  for  a  courtesy  that  1  have  but 
little  imitated.  liowbeit,  if  thou 
wouldsi  hind  me  to  thee  for  ever,  thou 
wilt  suffer  me  to  send  for  my  own 
charger,  and   afford   me  a    chance  t>. 
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retrieve  mine  honour.  With  that 
steed,  or  with  one  equal  to  thine, 
which  seems  to  me  of  the  English 
breed,  1  will  gage  all  I  possess,  lands, 
castle,  and  gold,  sword  and  spurs,  to 
maintain  this  pass,  one  by  one,  against 
all  thy  train." 

Fortunately,  perhaps,  for  Adrian, 
ore  he  could  reply,  Riccardo  Anni- 
baldi  cried,  with  great,  warmth,  "  Sir 
Knight,  1  have  with  me  two  steeds 
well  practised  in  the  tourney;  take 
thy  choice,  and  accept  in  me  a  cham- 
pion of  the  Koman  against  the  French 
chivalry  ; — there  is  my  gage." 

"  Signor,"  replied  Montreal,  with 
ill-suppressed  delight,  "  thy  proffer 
shows  so  gallant  and  tree  a  spirit,  that 
it  were  foul  sin  in  me  to  balk  it.  I 
thy  gage,  and  whichever  of  thy 
steeds  thou  rejectest,  in  God's  name 
bring  it  hither,  and  let  us  waste  no 
words  before  action." 

Adrian,  who  felt  that  hitherto  the 
Romans  had  been  more  favoured  by 
fortune  than  merit,  vainly  endeavoured 
to  prevent  this  second  hazard.  But 
Annibaldi  was  greatly  chafed,  and  his 
high  rank  rendered  it  impolitic  in 
Adrian  to  offend  him  by  peremptory 
prohibition  ;  the  Colonna  reluctantly, 
therefore,   yielded    his    assent    to    the 

□lent.  Annibaldi's  steeds  were 
led  to  the  Bpot,  the  one  a  noble  roan, 
the  other  a  bay,  of  somewhat  less 
breeding  and  bone,  but  still  of  great 

h  and  price.  Montreal  finding 
the  choice  pressed  upon  him,  gallantly 
selected  the  latter  and  leSB  excellent. 
Annibaldi  tvas  Boon  arrayed  for  the 
encounter,  and  Adrian  gave  the  word 
to  the  trumpeters.     The  Roman  was 

iture  almosf  equal  to  that  of 
Montreal,  ami    though 

■-,  seemed,  in  his  armour,  nearly 

of  the  same  thews   and   girth,  BO  that 

the  present  antagonists  appeared  at 


the  first  glance  more  evenly  matched 
than  the  last.  But  this  time  Mon 
treal,  well  horsed,  inspired  to  the 
utmosf  by  shame  and  pride,  felt  him- 
self a  match  for  an  army  ;  ami  he  met 
the  young  Baron  with  such  prowess, 
that  while  the  very  plume  on  his 
casque  seemed  scarcely  stirred,  the 
Italian  was  thrown  several  paces  from 
his  si ecd,  and  it  was  not  till  some 
moments  alter  his  visor  was  removed 
by  his  'squires  that  he  recovered  his 
senses.  This  event  restored  .Montreal 
to  all  his  natural  gaiety  of  humour, 
and  effectually  raised  the  spirits  of 
his  followers,  who  had  felt  much 
humbled  by  the  previous  encounter. 

lie  himself  assisted  Annibaldi  to 
rise  with  great  courtesy,  and  a  profu- 
sion of  compliments,  which  i  he  proud 
Roman  took  in  stern  silence,  and  then 
led  the  way  to  the  pavilion,  loudly 
ordering  the  banquet  to  be  spread. 
Annibaldi,  however,  loitered  behind, 
and  Adrian,  who  penetrated  his 
thoughts,  and  who  saw  that,  over  their 
cups  a  quarrel  between  the  Provencal 
and  his  friend  was  likely  to  ensue, 
drawing  him  aside,  said  : — "  Methinks, 
dear  Annibaldi,  it  would  lie  better  if 
you,  with  the  chief  of  our  following, 
were  to  proceed  onward  to  Fondi, 
where  I  will  join  you  at  sunset.  My 
'squires,  and  some  eight  Ian.'-',-,  will 
suffice  for  my  safeguard  here  ;  and,  to 
-ay  truth,  1  desire  a  few  private  words 
with    our   Btrange    hot.    in    the   hops 

.  induced  to 
withdraw  from  hence  without  the 
help  of  our  Roman  troops,  who  have 
enough  elsewhere  to  feed  their  valour." 
Annibaldi  pressed  hit  companion's 
hand:  "  1  understand  thee,"  he  i' 
plied  with  a  slight  blush,  "and  b 
I  could  but  ill  brook  the  complacent 
triumph   of  the-   barbarian       1  accept 

thy  offer." 


los 
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CHAPTER  IIL 


THE    CONVERSATION    BETWEEN    THE    ROMAN    AND    THE    PROVENCAL ADELINE  i 

HISTORY — THE    MOON-LIT    SEA — THE    LUTE  AND    THE    SONG. 


As  soon  as  Annibaldi,  with  the 
greater  part  of  the  retinue,  was  gone, 
Adrian,  divesting  himself  of  his  heavy 
greaves,  entered  alone  the  paviliorj  of 
the  Knight  of  St.  John.  Montreal 
had  already  doffed  all  his  armour, 
save  the  breastplate,  and  he  now 
stepped  forward  to  weleome  his  guest 
with  the  winning  and  easy  grace 
which  better  suited  his  birth  than  his 
orofession.  lie  received  Adrian's  ex- 
cuses for  the  absence  of  Annibaldi 
and  the  other  knights  of  his  train 
with  a  smile  which  seemed  to  prove 
how  readily  he  divined  the  cause,  and 
conducted  him  to  the  other  and  more 
private  division  of  the  pavilion  in 
which  the  repast  (rendered  acceptable 
by  the  late  exercise  of  guest  and  host) 
was  prepared  ;  and  here  Adrian  for 
the  first  time  discovered  Adeline. 
Long  inurement  to  the  various  and 
roving  life  of  her  lover,  joined  to  a 
certain  pride  which  she  derived  froa 
conscious,  though  forfeited,  rank, 
gave  to  the  outward  manner  of  that 
beautiful  lady  an  ease  and  freedom 
which  often  concealed,  even  from 
Montreal,  her  sensitiveness  to  her 
unhappy  situation.  At  times,  indeed, 
when  alone  with  Montreal,  wham  she 
loved  with  all  the  devotion  of  romance, 
she  was  sensible  only  to  the  charm  of 
a  presence  which  consoled  her  for  all 
:  but  in  his  frequent  absence, 
or  on  the  admission  of  any  stranger, 
the  illusion  vanished  —  the  reality 
returned,  l'oor  lady!  Nature  had 
not  formed,  education  had  not  reared, 
habit  had  not  reconciled,  her  to  the 
breath  of  shame  ! 

TheyoungColonnawasmucb  Btruck 
by  her  beauty,  ami  more  by  hi  r 
and  high-born  grace.     Like   her  lord 


she  appeared  younger  than  she  was  ; 
time  seemed  to  spare  a  bloom  which 
an  experienced  eye  might  have  told 
was  destined  to  an  early  grave  ;  and 
there  was  something  almost  girlish  in 
the  light  ness  of  her  form — the  braided 
luxuriance  of  her  rich  auburn  hair, 
and  the  colour  that  went  and  came, 
not  only  with  every  moment,  but 
almost  with  every  word  The  contrast 
between  her  and  Montreal  became 
them  both — it  was  the  contrast  of 
devoted  reliance  and  protecting 
strength  :  each  looked  fairer  in  the 
presence  of  the  other  :  ami  as  Adrian 
sate  down  to  the  well-laden  board,  he 
thought  he  had  never  seen  a  pair 
more  formed  for  the  poetic  legend*- 
of  their  native  Troubadours. 

Montreal  conversed  gaily  upon  a 
thousand  matters — pressed  the  wine 
flasks— and  selected  for  his  guest  the 
most  delicate  portions  of  tie-  delicious 
of  the  neighbouring  sea,  and 
the  rich  flesh  of  the  wild  boar  of  the 
Pontine  Marshes. 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Montreal,  as  their 
hunger  was  now  appeased — "  tell  me, 
noble  Adrian,  how  fares  your  kins- 
man, Signor  Stephen  !  A  brave  old 
man  for  his  years." 

"  He  bears  him  as  the  youngest  of 
us,"  answered  Adrian. 

"  Late  events  must  have  shocked 
him  a  little,"  said  Montreal,  with  an 
arch  smile.  "Ah,  you  look  grave — 
yet  commend  my  foresighl  ; — I  was 
the  first  who  prophesied  to  thy  kins- 
man the  rise  of  Cola  di  Uienzi :  he 
seems  a  great  man — nevermore  great 
than  in  conciliating  the  Colonna  and 
the  Orsini." 

"  The  Tribune,"  returned  Adrian, 
evasively,"  is  certainly  a  man  of  extra 
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ordinary  genius.  And  now,  6eeing 
him  command,  my  only  wonder  is 
how  he  ever  brooked  to  obey — majesty 
seems  a  very  part  of  him." 

"  Men  who  win  power,  easily  put 
on  its  harness,  dignity,"  answered 
Montreal ;  "  and  if  I  hear  aright — 
(pledge  me  to  your  lady's  health) — 
the  Tribune,  if  not  himself  nobly 
born,  will  soon  be  nobly  connected." 

"  He  is  already  married  to  a  Ka- 
selli,  an  old  Roman  house,"  replied 
Adrian. 

"  You  evade  my  pursuit, — Le  doy^x 
s'l/i/iir!  le  donlx  soupir!  as  the  old 
Cabestan  has  it"— said  Montreal, 
laughing.  "  Well,  you  have  pledged 
me  one  cup  to  your  lady,  pledge 
another  to  the  fair  Irene,  the  Tri- 
bune's sister — always  provided  they 
two  are  notone. — You  smile  and  shake 
your  head." 

"  I  do  not  disguise  from  you,  Sir 
Knight,"  answered  Adrian,  "  that 
when  my  present  embassy  is  over,  I 
tragi  the  alliance  between  the  Tribune 
and  a  Colonna  will  go  far  towards  the 
benefit  of  both." 

"  I  have  heard  rightly,  then,"  said 
.Montreal,  in  a  grave  and  thoughtful 
tone.  "  Rienzi's  power  must,  indeed, 
be  great." 

"Of  that  my  mission  is  a  proof. 
Are  you  aware,  Signor  de  Montreal, 
that  Louis,  KiiiLr  of  Hungary " 

•'  How  !  what  of  him  I" 

"Hi     i   '  am  d  the  decision  of  the 
feud  between  himself  and  Joanna  of 
the  death  of  her 
royal  Bpouae,  bis  brother,  to  the  fiat 
of  the  Tribune  I  This  is  the  first  time, 
methinks,  Bince  the  death   of  Con 
Btantine,  that  so  great  a  confidence 
bigh   a  charge  were  • 
i  to  a  Soman  ! " 

"  By  all  the  saints  In  the  calendar," 
cried  Montreal, en  If,  "this 

news  is  indeed  amazing  !    The  fierce 
Louis  of  I  Inn  -  try  waive  the  i 
the   sword,  and   choose  other  umpire 
than  the  field  of  battle  !  " 


"  And  this,"  continued  Adrian,  in 
a  significant  tone,  "this  it,  was  which 
induced  me  to  obey  your  courteous 
summons.  I  know,  brave  Montreal, 
that  you  hold  intercourse  with  Louis. 
Louis  has  given  to  the  Tribune  the 
best  pledge  of  his  amity  and  alliance  ; 
will  you  do  wisely  if  you " 

"  Wage  war  with  the  Hungarian's 
ally,"  interrupted  Montreal.  "This 
you  were  about  to  add;  the  same 
thought  crossed  myself.  My  Lord,  par- 
don me — Italians  sometimes  invent 
whal  they  wish.  On  the  honour  of  a 
Knight  of  the  Empire,  these  tidings 
are  the  naked  truth?" 

"  By  my  honour,  and  on  the  Cross," 
answered  Adrian,  drawing  himself  up; 
"and  in  proof  thereof,  I  am  now  bound 
to  Naples  to  settle  with  the  Queen  the 
preliminaries  of  the  appointed  trial." 

"  Two  crowned  heads  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  a  plebeian, -and  one  a  defend- 
ant against  the  charge  of  murthcr  !" 
muttered  Montreal ;  "  the  news  might 
well  amaze  me  !" 

He  remained  musing  and  silent  a 
little  while,  till  looking  up,  he  caught 
Adeline's  tender  gaze  fixed  upon  him 
with  that  deep  solicitude  with  which 
she  watched  the  outward  effect  of 
schemes  and  projects  she  was  too  soft 
to  desire  to  know,  and  too  innocent  fo 
share. 

"  Lady  mine,"  said   the  Provencal, 

fondly,  "how  sayest  thou?  must  we 

abandon    our    mountain    castle,  and 

.  Id  woodland  ^r<-i\i^t  for  the 

dull  walls  'if  a  city  I     I  fi  ar  me  so. — 

The    Lady    Adeline,"   he  continued, 

turning  to  Adrian,  "  is  of  a  Bingular 

i_\  crowds  of  streets 

ami    thoroughfares,   and  esteems  no 

palace  like  the  Bolitary  outlaw's  hold. 

Y'-t,  methinks,  Bhe  might  outshine  all 

of  Italy,—  thy  mistress,  Lord 

ted." 

"It  is  an  exception  whicb  only  a 
-  ,i  betroth  d  lover, 
would  dare  to  make,"  replied  Adrian, 
gallantly. 


no 
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"Nay,"  said  Adeline,  in  a  voir,  sin- 
gularly sweet  and  clear,  "  nay,  I  know 
well  at  what  price  to  value  my  lord's 
flattery,  and  Signor  di  Castello's 
courtesy.  But  you  are  bound,  Sir 
Knight,  to  a  court,  that,  if  fame  speak 
true,  boasts  in  its  Queen  the  very 
miracl3  and  mould  of  beauty." 

"  It  is  some  years  since  I  saw  the 
Queen  of  Naples,"  answered  Adrian  ; 
"  and  I  little  dreamed  then,  when  I 
gazed  upon  that  angel  face,  that  I 
should  live  to  hear  her  accused  of  the 
foulest  murthcr  that  ever  stained  even 
Italian  royalty." 

"  And,  as  if  resolved  to  prove  her 
guilt,"  said  Montreal,  "ere  long  be 
sure  she  will  marry  the  very  man  who 
did  the  deed.  Of  this  I  have  certain 
proof." 

Tims  conversing,  the  Knights  wore 
away  the  daylight,  and  beheld  from 
the  open  tent  the  sun  cast  his  setting 
glow  over  the  purple  sea.  Adeline 
had  long  retired  from  the  board,  and 
they  now  saw  her  seated  with  her 
handmaids  on  a  mound  by  the  beach; 
while  the  sound  of  her  lute  faintly 
reached  their  ears.  As  Montreal 
caught  the  air,  he  turned  from  the 
converse,  and  sighing,  half  shaded  his 
face  with  his  hand.  Somehow  or  other 
the  two  Knights  had  worn  away  all 
the  little  jealousy  or  pique  which  they 
had  conceived  against  each  other  at 
Rome.  Both  imbued,  with  the  soldier- 
like spirit  of  the  age,  their  contest  in 
the  morning  had  served  to  inspire 
them  with  that  strange  kind  of  respect, 
anil  even  cordiality,  which  one  brave 
man  even  still  (how  much  more  at 
that  day!)  feels  for  another,  whose 
e  ho  has  proved  while  vindicat- 
ing his  own.  It  is  like  the  discover} 
of  a  congenial  sentiment  hitherto 
latent ;  and,  in  a  life  of  camps,  oil  en 
establishes  sudden  and  lasting  friend 
ship  in  the  very  lap  of  enmity.  This 
feeling  had  been  ripened  by  Hi 
sequent  familiar  intercourse;  and  was 
increased  on  Adrian's  side  by  the  fear- 


ing, that  in  convincing  Montreal  of 
the  policy  of  withdrawing  from  the 
Roman  territories,  he  had  obtained 
an  advantage  that  well  repaid  what- 
ever danger  and  delay  he  had  under- 
gone. 

The  sigh,  and  the  altered  manner  of 
Montreal,  did  .not  escape  Adrian,  and 
he  naturally  connected  it  with  some- 
thing relating  to  her  whose  music  had 
been  its  evident  cause. 

"  Yon  lovely  dame,"  said  he,  gently, 
"touches  the  lute  with  an  exquisite 
and  fairy  hand,  and  that  plaintive  air 
seems  to  my  ear  as  of  the  minstrelsy 
of  Provence." 

"It  is  the  air  I  taught  her,"  said 
Montreal,  sadly,  "  married  as  it  is  to 
indifferent  words,  with  which  I  first 
wooed  a  heart  that  should  never  have 
given  itself  to  me !  Ay,  young  Co- 
lonna,  many  a  night  has  my  boat  been 
moored  beneath  the  starlit  Sorgia  that 
washes  her  proud  father's  halls,  and 
my  voice  awaked  the  stillness  of  the 
waving  sedges  with  a  soldier's  sere- 
nade. Sweet  memories  !  bitter  fruit!" 

"  Why  bitter?  ye  love  each  other 
still." 

"  But  I  am  vowed  to  celibacy,  and 
Adeline  de  Courval  is  leman  where 
she  should  be  wedded  dame.  Mcthinks 
I  fret  at  that  thought  even  more  than 
she, — dear  Adeline  !  " 

"  Your  lady,  as  all  would  guess,  is 
then  nobly  born?" 

"She  is,"  answered  Montreal,  with 
a  deep  and  evident  feeling  which,  save 
in  love,  rarely,  if  ever,  crossed  his 
hardy  breast.  "  She  is!  our  tale  is  a 
brief  one : — wc  loved  each  other  as 
children  :  Her  family  was  wealthier 
than  mine  :  Wc  were  separated.  I  was 
given  to  understand  that  she  aban- 
doned me.  I  despaired,  and  in  de- 
spair I  took  the  cross  of  St.  John. 
Chance  threw  us  again  together.  I 
learned  that  her  love  was  undecayed. 
Foor  child  ! — she  was  even  then,  sir, 
but  a  child  !  I,  wild— reckless— and 
not  unskilled,    perhaps,   in  the   arta 
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that  woo  and  win.  She  could  not 
resist  my  suit  or  her  own  affection  ! — 
We  fled.  In  those  words  you  see  the 
thread  of  my  after  history.  My  sword 
and  my  Adeline  were  all  my  fortune. 
Society  frowned  on  us.  The  Church 
threatened  my  soul.  The  Grand  Mas- 
ter  my  life.  I  heeame  a  knight  of 
fortune.  Fate  and  my  tight  hand 
favoured  me.  I  have  made  those  who 
bcorned  me  tremble  at  my  name.  That 
name  shall  yet  blaze,  a  star  or  a  me- 
teor, in  the  front  of  troubled  nations, 
and  1  may  yet  win  by  force  from  the 
Pontiff  the  dispensation  refused  to  my 
prayers.  On  the  same  day,  I  may 
oiler  Adeline  the  diadem  and  the 
ring.  —  Eno'  of  this;— you  marked 
Adeline's  cheek  ! — Seems  it  not  deli- 
cate1? I  like  not  that  changeful  Hush, 
—  and  she  moves  languidly, — Jier  step 
that  was  so  blithe  !" 

"  Change  of  scene  and  the  mild 
south  will  soon  restore  her  health," 
said  Adrian;  "and  in  your  peculiar 
life  she  is  so  little  brought  in  contact 
with  others,  especially  of  her  own  sex, 
that  1  trust  .-die  is  but  seldom  made 
aware  of  whatever  is  painful  in  her 
situation.  And  woman's  love,  .Mont- 
real, as  we  both  have  learned,  is  a  robe 
that  wraps  her  from  many  a  storm  !" 

"  You  speak  kindly,"  returned  the 
Knight;  "but  you  know  not  all  our 
cause  of  grief.  Adeline's  father,  a 
proud  sieur,  died,  —  they  said  of  a 
broken   heart,  —  but   old   men   die  of 

many  another  disease  than  that '  The 
mother,  a  dame  who  boasted  her  de- 
scent from  princes,  bore  the  matter 

rnly  than  the  -ire;  clai 
for  revenge,— which  was  odd,  for  Bhe 
is  ;ts  religion-  at  a  Dominican,  and 

is  not  Christian  in  a  woman, 
though    LI    a   knightly   in   a  mail  ' 
Well,  my  Lord,  we  bad  one  boy,  our 
only  child  :  lie  wa-  Adelini  'a  solace  in 
my  ab 

worth  the  world  to  her '     SI 
him   so,   that,    but   he    had  hi 
Hid    looked    like    her  when   he 


I  should  have  been  jealous  !  He  grew 
up  in  our  wild  life,  strong  and  comely ; 
the  young  rogue,  he  would  have  been 
a  brave  knight!  My  evil  stars  led  me 
to  Milan,  where  I  had  business  with 
the  Visconti.  One  bright  morning  in 
June,  our  boy  was  stolen ;  verily  that 
June  was  like  a  December  to  us  !" 

"  Stolen  ! — how  1 — by  whom "!- " 

"  The  first  question  is  answered 
easily, — the  hoy  was  with  his  nurse  in 
the  court-yard,  the  idle  wench  left  him 
for  but  a  minuteortwo — so  she  avers 
— to  fetch  him  some  childish  toy  ; 
when  she  returned  he  was  gone ;  not 
a  trace  left,  save  his  pretty  cap  with 
the  plume  in  it!  Poor  Adeline,  many 
a  time  have  1  found  her  kissing  that 
relic  till  it  was  wet  with  tears !" 

"  A  strange  fortune,  in  truth.  But 
what  interest  could " 

"  I  will  tell  you,"  interrupted  Mont- 
real, "  the  only  conjecture  I  could 
form  ; — Adeline's  mother,  on  learning 
we  had  a  son,  sent  to  Adeline  a  letter, 
that  well  nigh  broke  her  heart,  re- 
proaching her  for  her  love  to  me,  and 
so  forth,  as  if  that  had  made  her  the 
vilest  of  the  sex.  She  bade  her  take 
compassion  on  herchild,and  not  bring 
him  up  to  a  robber's  life,  —so  was  she 
pleased  to  style  the  hold  career  of 
Walter  do  Montreal.  She  offered  to 
rear  the  child  in  her  own  dull  halls, 
and  lit  him,  DO  doubt,  for  a  shaven 
pate  and  a  monk's  cowl.  She  chafed 
much  that  a  mother  would  not  part 
with  her  treasure  !  She  alone,  partly 
_'c,  partly  in  Billj  compat  sion 
for  Adeline's  child,  partly,  it  may  be, 
from  Borne  pious  fanaticism, could, it  so 
seemed  tome,  have  robbed  usofourboy. 
( in  inquiry,  I  learned  from  the  n 
who,  bul  thai  he  v. 
as  Adeline,  Bhould  have  tasted  my 
thai  in  their  walks,  a  woman 
of  advanced  years,  but  seemingly  ol 

humble  rank,  (that  might  lie  disguise!) 
had  often  Btopped,  and  caressed  and 
admired  the  child.  I  repaired 
to  franco,  -ought  the  old  Castle  of  l>o 
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Courval ; — it  had  passed  to  the  next 
heir,  and  the  old  widow  was  gone,  none 
knew  whither,  but,  it  was  conjectured, 
to  take  the  veil  in  some  remote  con- 
vent." 

"  And  you  never  saw  her  since  1 " 

"  Yes,  at  Rome,"  answered  Mont- 
real, turning  pale ;  "  when  last  there 
I  chanced  suddenly  upon  her ;  and 
then  at  length  I  learned  my  boy's  fate, 
and  the  truth  of  my  own  surmise;  she 
confessed  to  the  theft — and  my  child 
was  dead  !  I  have  not  dared  to  tell 
Adeline  of  this ;  it  seems  to  me  as  if 
it  would  be  like  plucking  the  shaft 
from  the  wounded  side  —  and  she 
would  die  at  once,  bereft  of  the  un- 
certainty that  rankles  within  her.  She 
has  still  a  hope  —  it  comforts  her ; 
though  my  heart  bleeds  when  I  think 
on  its  vanity.  Let  this  pass,  my 
Colonna." 

And  Montreal  started  to  his  feet  as 
if  he  strove,  by  a  strong  effort,  to  shake 
off  the  weakness  that  had  crept  over 
him  in  his  narration. 

"  Think  no  more  of  it.  Life  is  short 
— its  thorns  are  many — let  us  not 
neglect  any  of  its  flowers.  This  is 
piety  and  wisdom  too ;  Nature  that 
meant  me  to  struggle  and  to  toil,  gave 
mc,  happily,  the  sanguine  heart  and 
the  elastic  soul  of  France  ;  and  I  have 
lived  long  enough  to  own  that  to  die 
young  is  not  an  evil.  Come,  Lord 
Adrian,  let  us  join  my  lady  ere  you 
part,  if  part  you  must ;  the  moon  will 
be  up  soon,  and  Fondi  is  but  a  short 
journey  hence.  You  know  that  though 
I  admire  not  your  Petrarch,  you  with 
more  courtesy  laud  our  Provencal  bal- 
lads, and  you  must  hear  Adeline  sing 
one  that  you  may  prize  them  the 
more.  The  race  of  the  Troubadours 
.8  dead,  but  the  minstrelsy  survives 
the  minstrel  !" 

Adrian,  who  scarce  knew  what  com- 
fort to  administer  d>  the  affliction  of 
bin  companion,  was  somewhat,  relieved 
by  the  change  in  his  mood,  though 
Uis  more  crave  and  sensitive  nature 


was  a  little  startled  at  its  suddenness. 
But,  as  we  have  before  seen,  Montreal's 
spirit  (and  this  made  perhaps  its  fasci- 
nation) was  as  a  varying  and  change- 
ful sky ;  the  gayest  sunshine,  and  the 
fiercest  storm  swept  over  it  in  rapid 
alternation ;  and  elements  of  singular 
might  and  grandeur,  which,  properly 
directed  and  concentrated,  would  have 
made  him  the  blessing  and  glory  of 
his  time,  were  wielded  with  a  boyish 
levity,  roused  into  war  and  desolation, 
or  lulled  into  repose  and  smoothness, 
with  all  the  suddenness  of  chance,  and 
all  the  fickleness  of  caprice. 

Sauntering  down  to  the  beach,  the 
music  of  Adeline's  lute  sounded  more 
distinctly  in  their  ears,  and  involun- 
tarily they  hushed  their  ps  upon 
the  rich  and  odorous  turf,  as  in  a  voice, 
though  not  powerful,  marvellously 
sweetand  clear, and  well  adapted  to  the 
simple  fashion  of  the  words  and  me- 
lody, she  sang  the  following  stanzas : — 

LAY  OF  THE  LADY  OF  PROVENCE. 

I. 

All,  why  art  thou  sad,  my  heart  ?    Why 

Darksome  and  lonely  ? 
Frowns  the  face  of  the  happy  sky 
Over  thee  only  ? 

Ah  me,  ah  me  1 
Kcndcr  to  joy  the  earth  ! 
Grief  shuns,  not  envies,  Mirth; 
Hut  leave  one  quiet  spot. 
Where  Mirth  may  enter  not. 
To  sigh,  Ah  me  ! — 
Ah  me 
2. 
As  a  bird,  though  the  sky  be  clear, 

Feels  the  storm  lower; 
My  soul  bodes  the  tempest  near 
In  the  sunny  hour  ; 

Ah  me,  ah  me  '. 
He  glad  while  yet  we  may  I 
I  bid  thee,  my  heart,  be  gay; 
And  still  I  know  not  why, — 
Thou  answeivst  with  a  sigh, 
(Fond  heart !)    Ah  mo  !— 
Ah  me ! 
3. 
As  this  twilight  o'er  the  skies, 

Ooubt  brings  the  sorrow; 
Who  knows  when  the  daylight  dies, 

'IT'    W? 

All  me,  «b  me! 
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Be  blithe,  be  blithe,  my  lute, 
Thy  strings  will  soon  be  mute  ; 
Be  blithe — hark  !  while  it  dies, 
The  note  forewarning,  sighs 
Its  last — Ah  me  I 
Ah  me  I 

"  My  own  Adeline — my  sweetest 
night-bird,"  half-whispered  Montreal, 
and  softly  approaching,  he  threw 
himself  at  his  holy's  feet — "''thy  song 
is  too  sad  for  this  golden  eve." 

"  No  sound  ever  went  to  the  heart," 
said  Adrian,  "whose  arrow  was  not 
feathered  by  sadness.  True  sentiment, 
Montreal,  is  twin  with  melancholy, 
though  not  with  gloom." 

The  lady  looked  softly  and  approv- 
ingly up  at  Adrian's  face  ;  she  was 
pleased  with  its  expression  ;  she  was 
pleased  yet  more  with  words  of  which 
women  rather  than  men  would  acknow- 
ledge the  truth.  Adrian  returned  the 
look  with  one  of  deep  and  eloquent 
sympathy  and  respect;  in  fact,  the 
ory  he  had  heard  from  Mon- 
treal had  interested  him  deeply  in 
her  :  and  never  to  the  brilliant  queen, 
to  whose  court  he  was  bound,  did  his 
manner  wear  so  chivalric  and  earnest 
as  it  'lid  to  that  lone  and 
ill  fated  holy  on  the  twilight  shoresof 
Terracina. 

Adeline  blushed  slightly  and  sighed; 
and  then,  to  break  the  awkwardness 
of  a  pause  which  had  stolen  over 
them,  as  Montreal, unheeding  the  last 
remark  of  Adrian,  was  tuning  the 
Btrings  of  the  lute,  she  -aid — "Of 
3  gnor  di  <  lastello  shares 
the  universal  enthusiasm  for  Pe 
trarch  .'  " 

"  Ay,"  cri>-d  Montreal;  "my  lady 
pch    mad,    like    the 
them:  but  all  I  know    is,  thai 
did  belted  knight  and    honest  lover 
woo  in  :.d   tortured 

"In  Italy," answer  d  Adrian,  "com- 
mon language  is  exaggeration  ; — but 
even  your  own    Troubadour 
might  i' . 

A'o.  !\. 


a  new  language  of  its  own,  cannot  but 
often  run  into  what  to  all  but  lovers 
seems  distortion  and  conceit." 

"  Come,  dear  Signor,"  said  Mon- 
treal, placing  the  lute  in  Adrian's 
hands,  "let  Adeline  be  the  umpire 
between  us,  which  music — yours  or 
mine — can  woo  the  more  blandly." 

"Ah,"  said  Adrian,  laughing;  "  I 
fear  me,  Sir  Knight,  you  have  already 
bribed  the  umpire." 

Montreal's  eyes  and  Adeline's  met 
and  in  that  gaze  Adeliue  forgot  al. 
her  sorrows. 

With  a  practised  and  skilful  hand 
Adrian  touched  the  strings ;  and 
selecting  a  song  which  was  less  ela- 
borate than  those  mostly  in  vogue 
amongst  his  countrymen,  though  still 
conceived  in  the  Italian  spirit,  and  in 
accordance  with  the  sentiment  he  had 
previously  expressed  to  Adeline,  he 
sang  as  follows: — 


LOVE'S  EXCUSE  FOR  SADNESS. 

Chide  not,  beloved,  if  oft  with  thee 

I  feel  nut  rapture  wholly  ; 
For  aye  the  heart  that'*  fill'd  with  love, 

Huns  o'er  in  melancholy. 
To  streams  that  glide  in  noon,  the  shade 

From  summer  skies  is  given  ; 
Su,  if  my  breast  reflects  the  cloud, 

TiS  but  the  cloud  of  heavun  ! 
Thine  image  glass'd  within  my  soul. 

So  wall  the  mirror  kecpeth  ; 
That,  chide  me  not,  if  with  the  light 

The  shadow  also  sleepeth. 

"  And  now,"  said  Adrian,  as  he  con- 
cluded, "the  lute  is  to  you:  I  but  pre- 
lude your  prize." 

The  Provencal  laughed,  and  shook 

!       "  With  any  other  umpire, 
1    had    had    my    lute    broken   on    my 

own  head,  for  my  conceit  in  provol  ing 
Buch  a  rival ;  hut  1  must  not  shrink 
from  a  contest  1  have  myself  pro- 
voked, even  though  in  one  da 

I."      And  with  thai,   in  B  deep 

and  exquisitely  melodious  voice, 
which  wanted  only  more  scientifio 
culture   to   have  challenged  any  COST 
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petition,  the  Knight  of  St.  John  poured 
forth 

THE  LAY  OP  THE  TROUBADOUR. 
Gentle  river,  the  moonbeam  is  hush'd  on  thy 

tide, 
On  thy  pathway  of  light  to  my  lady  I  glide. 
My  boat,  where  the  stream  laves  the  castle, 

I  moor, — 
All  at  rest  save  the  maid  and  her  young 
Troubadour ! 
As  the  stars  to  the  waters  that  bore 

My  bark,  to  my  spirit  thou  art ; 
Heaving  yet,  see  it  bound  to  the  shore, 
So  moor'd  to  thy  beauty  my  heart, — 
Bel'  amie,  bel'  amie,  bel'  amie ! 

2. 
Wilt  thou  fly  from  the  world?     It  hath 

wealth  for  the  vain ; 
Rut  Love  breaks  his  bond  when  there's  gold 

in  the  chain ; 
Wilt  thou  fly  from  the  world  ?  It  hath  courts 

for  the  proud; — 
Rut  Love,  born  in  caves,  pines  to  death  in 
the  crowd. 
Were  this  bosom  thy  world,  dearest  one, 
Thy  world  could  not  fail  to  be  bright ; 
For  thou  shouldst  thyself  be  its  sun, 
And  what  spot  could  be  dim  in  thy 
light- 
en' amie,  bel'  amie,  bel'  amie  ? 


The  rich  and  the  great  woo  thee  dearest ; 

and  poor, 
Though  his  fathers  were  princes,  thy  yotfelg 

Troubadour ! 
Rut  his  heart  never  quail'd  save  to  thee,  his 

adored, — 
There's  no  guile  in  his  lute,  and  no  stain  on 
his  sword. 
Ah,  I  reck  not  what  sorrows  I  know, 
Could  I  still  on  thy  solace  confide  ; 
And  I  care  not,  though  earth  be  my  foe, 
If  thy  soft  heart  be   found  by  my 
side, — 

Bel'  amie,  bel'  amie,  bel'  amie  I 


The  maiden  she  blush'd,  and  the  maiden 

she  sighed, 
Not  a  cloud  in  the  sky,  not  a  gale  on  the 

tide  ; 
Rut  though  tempest  had  raged  on  the  wavo 

and  the  wind, 
That  castle,   met  h  inks,  had  been  still  left 

behind  1 
Sweet  lily,  though  bow'd  by  the  blast, 

(To  this  bosom  transplanted)  since 
then. 


Wouldst  thou  change,  could  we  call 
the  past, 
To  the  rock  from  thy  garden  again— 
Bel'  amie,  bel'  amie,  bel'  attiie  I 


Thus  they  alternated  the  time  with 
converse  and  song,  as  the  wooded  hills 
threw  their  sharp,  long  shadows  over 
the  sea;  while  from  many  a  mound  of 
waking  flower?*,  and  many  a  copse  tA 
citron  and  orange,  relieved  by  the 
dark  and  solemn  aloe,  stole  the  sum- 
mer breeze,  laden  with  mingled  odours: 
and,  over  the  seas,  coloured  by  the 
slow-fading  hues  of  purple  and  rose, 
that  the  sun  had  long  bequeathed  to 
the  twilight,  flitted  the  gay  fire- 
flies that  sparkle  along  that  enchanted 
coast.  At  length,  the  moon  slowly 
rose  above  the  dark  forest-steeps, 
gleaming  on  the  gay  pavilion  and 
glittering  pennon  of  Montreal, — on 
the  verdant  sward, — the  polished  mai 
of  the  soldiers,  stretched  on  the  grass 
in  various  groups,  half-shaded  by  oaks 
and  cypress,  and  the  war-steeds  graz- 
ing peaceably  together — a  wild  mix- 
ture of  the  Pastoral  and  the  Iron 
time. 

Adrian,  reluctantly  reminded  of  hia 
journey,  rose  to  depart, 

"  I  fear,"  said  he  to  Adeline,  "  that 
I  have  already  detained  you  too  late 
in  the  night  air :  but  selfishness  is 
little  considerate." 

"  Nay,  you  see  we  are  prudent,"  said 
Adeline,  pointing  to  Montreal's  man- 
tle, which  his  provident,  hand  had  long 
since  drawn  around  her  form ;  "but 
if  you  must,  part,  farewell,  and  success 
attend  you ! " 

"  We  may  meet  again,  T  trust,"  said 
Adrian. 

Adeline  sighed  gently;  and  the 
Colonna,  gazing  on  her  face  by  the 
moonlight,  to  which  it  was  slightly 
raised,  was  painfully  struck  by  its  al- 
most transparent  delicacy.  Moved  by 
his  compassion,  ere  he  mounted  his 
steed,  he  drew  Montreal  aside, — "  For- 
give me  if  I  seem  presumptuous,"  said 
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no  ;  "  bul  to  one  so  noble  this  wild 
life  is  scarce  a  fitting  career.  I  know 
that,  in  our  time,  War  consecrates  all 
bis  children ;  but  surely  a  settled  rank 
in  the  court  of  tbc  Emperor,  or  an 
Honourable  reconciliation  with  your 
knightly  brethren,  were  better " 

••  Than  a  Tartar  camp,  and  a  bri- 
gand's castle."  interrupted  Montreal, 
with  some  impatience.  "  This  you 
w.  re  about  to  Bay — you  are  mistaken. 
Society  thrust  me  from  her  bosom  ; 
let  society  take  the  fruit  it  hath  sown. 
'  A  fixed  lank.'  say  you  !  some  subal- 
tern office,  to  fighl  at  other  men's 
command!  You  know  me  not :  Walter 
de  Montreal  was  no!  formed  to  <  bey. 
War  when  r will,  and  rest  when  I  list,, 
is  the  motto  of  my  escutcheon.  .Amid 
tion  proffers  mc  rewards  you  wol  not 
of;  and  i  am  of  the  mould  as  of  the 
race  of  those  whose  swords  have  con- 
quered thrones.  For  the  rest,  your 
F  tbc  alliance  of  Louis  of  Hun- 
gary with  your  Tribune  makes  it 
try  for  the  friend  of  Louis  to 
withdraw  from  all  feud  with  Rome. 
Ere  the  week  expire,  the  owl  and  tin- 
bat  may  seek  refuge  in  yon  grey 
turret-.'' 

"  But  your  lady  V 

"la  inured  to  change. — God  help 


her.  and  temper  the  rough  wind  to 
the  lamb  !" 

"  Enough,  Sir  Knight :  but  should 
you  desire  a  sure  refuge  at  Home  for 
one  so  gentle  and  so  highborn,  by  the 
right  hand  of  a  knight,  I  promise  a 
safe  roof  and  an  honoured  home  to  tho 
Lady  Adeline." 

Montreal  pressed  the  offered  hand 
to  his  heart  ;  then  plucking  his  own 
hastily  away,  drew  it  across  his  eyes, 
and  joined  Adeline,  in  a  silence  that 
showed  he  dared  no)  trust  himself  to 
speak.  In  a  few  moments  Adrian  and 
his  train  were  on  the  march  ;  but  still 
Qg  Colonna  turned  back,  to 
"■aze  once  more  on  his  wild  bust,  and 
thai    lovely   lady,   as    they   themselves 

lingered  on  the  moonlit  sward,  while 
the  sea  rippled  mournfully  on  their 
ears. 

It  was  not  many  months  after  that 
date, that  the  nameofFra  Moreale  scat- 
tered terror  and  dismay  throughout 
the  fair  Campania.  The  right  band  of 
the  Hungarian  king,  in  his  invasion  of 
,  be  ivas  chosen  afterwards  vicar 
(or  vice-Cerent)  of  Louis  in  Aversa; 
and  fame  and  fate  seemed  to  lead  him 
triumphantly  along  that  ambitious 
career  which  he  had  elected,  whether 
bounded  by  the  scaffold  or  the  throne. 
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BOOK  IV. 


THE  TRIUMPH  AND  THE  POMP. 

"  Altera  fama  e  paura  di  si  buono  reggimento,  passa  in  ogni  terra." — Vita  dl  Cola 
di  Rienzi,  lib.  i.  cap.  21. 

1  Then  the  fame  and  the  fear  of  that  so  good  government  passed  into  every  land." — Life  \f 
Cola  di  Rienzi 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE    BOY    ANGELO — THE    BREAM    OF    NINA    FULFILLED. 


The  thread  of  my  story  transports 
us  back  to  Rome.  It  was  in  a  small 
chamber,  in  a  ruinous  mansion  by  the 
base  of  Mount  Aventine,  that  a  young 
boy  sate,  one  evening-,  with  a  woman 
of  a  tall  and  stately  form,  but  some- 
what bowed  both  by  infirmity  and 
years.  The  boy  was  of  a  fair  and 
comely  presence  ;  and  there  was  that 
in  his  bold,  frank,  undaunted  carriage, 
which  made  him  appear  older  than 
he  was. 

The  old  woman,  seated  in  the  re- 
cess of  the  deep  window,  was  appa 
rently  occupied  with  a  Bible  that  lay 
open  on  her  knees  ;  but  ever  and  anon 
she  lifted  her  eyes,  and  gazed  on  her 
young  companion  with  a  sad  and 
anxious  expression. 

"  Dame,"  said  the  boy,  who  was 
busily  employed  in  hewing  out  a  sword 
of  wood,  "  I  would  you  had  seen  the 
show  to  -day.  Why,  every  day  is  a  show 
at  Rome  now  !  It  is  show  enough  to 
see  the  Tribune  himself  on  his  while 
steed — (oh,  it  is  so  beautiful !) — with 
his  white  robes  all  studded  with  jewels. 
But  to-day.  as  I  have  just  been  telling 
you,  the    Lady  Nina   took    m 


me,  as  I  stood  on  the  stairs  of  the 
Capitol :  you  know,  dame,  I  had 
donned  my  best  blue  velvet  doublet." 

"  And  she  called  you  a  fair  boy, 
and  asked  if  you  would  be  her  little 
page ;  and  this  has  turned  thy  brain, 
silly  urchin  that  thou  art " 

'•  But  the  words  are  the  least  j  if 
yon  saw  the  Lady  Nina,  you  would 
own  that  a  smile  from  her  might  turn 
-t.  head  in  Italy.  Oh,  how  I 
should  like  to  serve  the  Tribune!  All 
the  lads  of  my  age  are  mad  for  him. 
I  low  they  will  stare,  and  envy  me  at 
school  to  morrow  !  You  know  too, 
dame,  that  though  1  was  not  always 
brought  up  at  Rome,  1  am  Roman. 
Every  Roman  loves  Rienzi." 

"  Ay,  for  the  hour  .  the  cry  will  soon 
This  vanity  of  thine,  Angelo, 
\e\es  my  old  heart.  I  would  thou 
wert  humbler." 

"Bastards  have  their  own  name  to 
win."  said  the  hoy,  colouring  deeply. 
'•  They  twit  me  in  the  teeth,  because  I 
cannot  say  who  my  father  and  mother 
were." 

"Theyneed  not,"  returned  the  dame, 
hastily    "Thou  eomest  of  noble  blood 
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and  long  descent,  though,  as  I  have 
told  thee  often,  I  know  not  the  exact 
names  of  thy  parents.  But  what  art 
thou  shaping  that  tough  sapling  of 
oak  into  ]" 

"  A  sword,  dame,  to  assist  the  Tri- 
bune against  the  robbers." 

"  A  las !  I  fear  me,  like  all  those 
who  seek  power  in  Italy,  he  is  more 
likely  to  enlist  robbers  than  to  assail 
them." 

"  Why,  la  you  there,  you  live  so 
shut  up,  that  you  know  and  hear  no- 
thing, or  you  would  have  learned  that 
even  that  fiercest  of  all  the  robbers, 
Fra  Moreale,  has  at  length  yielded  to 
the  Tribune,  and  fled  from  his  castle, 
like  a  rat  from  a  falling  house." 

"  How,  how ! "  cried  the  dame ;  "  what 
say  you  ?  Has  this  plebeian,  whom  you 
call  the  Tribune— has  he  boldlythrown 
the  gage  to  that  dread  warrior'!  and  has 
Montreal  left  the  Roman  Territory  1" 

'•Ay,  it  is  the  talk  of  the  town. 
But  Fra  Moreale  seems  as  much  a 
bugbear  to  you  as  to  e'er  a  mother 
in  Rome.  Did  he  ever  wrong  you, 
dame  ? " 

"  Yes  !"  exclaimed  the  old  woman, 
with  so  abrupt  a  fierceness,  that  even 
that  hardy  boy  was  startled. 

"  I  wish  I  could  meet  him,  then," 
saiil  he,  after  a  pause,  a-  he  flourished 
his  mimic  w< 

Heaven  forbid  '  He  is  a  man 
ever  to  be  shunned  bj  thee,  whether 
for  peace  or  war.   Bay  again  th 
Tribune  holds  no  term-  with  the  Free 
Lane 

i  d — why  all  Rome  knows 
it." 

"He  is  pious,   too,    I    have    heard; 

and  they  do   bruit,    it,  that    b 

and  is  comforted  from  above," 

siid  the  woman,  speaking  to  herself. 

Then    tnrnii.  o,    she   con- 

timi'-d,     '•  Thou  wouldsl  like 

t  the  Lad]  Nina'.-  proffer  I" 
"All,  that  I   -hoiild,  dame,   if  you 

could  spare  me." 

!    the    lint ron.    ho 


lcmuly,  "  my  sand  is  nearly  run,  and 
my  wish  is  to  see  thee  placed  with  one 
who  will  nurture  thy  young  years,  and 
save  thee  from  a  life  of  licence.  That 
done,  I  may  fulfil  my  vow,  and  devote 
the  desolate  remnant  of  my  years  to 
God.  I  will  think  more  of  this,  my 
child.  Not  under  such  a  plebeian's 
roof  shouldst  thou  have  lodged,  nor 
from  a  stranger's  board  been  fed  :  but 
at  Rome,  my  last  relative  worthy  of 
the  trust  is  dead; — and  at  the  worst, 
obscure  honesty  is  better  than  gaudy 
crime.  Thy  spirit  troubles  me  already. 
Back,  my  child;  I  must  to  my  closet, 
and  watch  and  pray." 

Thus  saying,  the  old  woman,  repel- 
ling the  advance,  and  silencing  the 
muttered  and  confused  words,  of  the 
boy — half  affectionate  as  they  were, 
yet  half  tetchy  and  wayward — glided 
from  the  chamber. 

The  boy  looked  abstractedly  at  the 
door,  and 'then  said  to  himself 
-  "Thedame  is  always  talking  riddles: 
I  wonder  if  she  know  more  of  me  than 
she  tells,  or  if  she  is  any  way  akin  to 
me.  I  hope  not,  for  I  don't  love  her 
much;  nor,  for  that  matter,  anything 
else.     I  wish  she  would  place  me  with 

the  Tribune's  lady,  and  then  we'll  sec 
who  among  the  lads  will  call  Angelo 
Yillani  bastard." 

With  that  the  boy  fell  to  work  again 
at  his  sword  with  redoubled  vigour. 
old  manner  of  this  female, 
bis  sole  nurse,  companion,  substitute 
tor  parent,  had  repelled  his  affections 
without   Bubduing  his   temper;   and 
though  qoI  originally  of  evil  disposi- 
tion, Angelo  Villuni  was  already  inso- 
aning, and  revengeful;  but  not, 
on   lie-  other  hand,  n ithout  a  quick 
■  affront, 
a   natural  acuteness  of    understand- 
i  a  ■■  real  indifference  tof  it. 
Brought  up  in  quiet  affluence  rather 
than  luxury,  and  living  much  with  bis 
protector,  whom  he  knew  but  by  the 

Ursula,  hi-  beai u 
lul.  and  his  air  that  oi  the  well  burn. 
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And  it,  was  liis  carriage,  perhaps, 
rather  than  his  countenance,  which, 
though  handsome,  was  more  distin- 
guished for  intelligence  than  beauty, 
which  had  attracted  the  notice  of  the 
Tribune's  bride.  His  education  was 
that  of  one  reared  for  some  scholastic 
profession.  He  was  not  only  taught 
to  read  and  write,  but  had  been  even 
instructed  in  the  rudiments  of  Latin. 
He  did  not,  however,  incline  to  these 
studies  half  so  fondly  as  to  the  games 
of  his  companions,  or  the  shows  or 
riots  in  the  street,  into  all  of  which  he 
managed  to  thrust  himself,  and  from 
which  he  had  always  the  happy  dex- 
terity to  return  safe  and  unscathed. 

The  next  morning  Ursula  entered 
the  young  Angelo's  chamber.  "  Wear 
again  thy  blue  doublet  to-day,"  said 
she;  "  I  would  have  thee  look  thy 
best.  Thou  shalt  go  with  me  to  the 
palace." 

"  What,  to-day?"  cried  the  boy  joy- 
fully, half  leaping  from  his  bed.  "Dear 
dame  Ursula,  shall  I  really  then  be- 
long to  the  train  of  the  great  Tribune's 
lady?" 

"Yes;  and  leave  the  old  woman 
to  die  alone  !  Your  joy  becomes  you, 
— but  ingratitude  is  in  your  blood.  In- 
gratitude! Oh,  it  has  burned  my 
heart  into  ashes — and  yours,  boy, 
can  no  longer  find  a  fuel  in  the  dry 
crumbling  cinders." 

"  Dear  dame,  you  are  always  so 
biting.  You  know  you  said  you  wished 
to  retire  into  a  convent,  and  I  was  too 
troublesome  a  charge  for  you.  But 
you  delight,  in  rebuking  me,  justly  or 
unjustly." 

"  My  task  is  over,"  said  Ursula,  w  ith 
a  deep-drawn  sigh. 

The  boy  answered  not ;  and  the  old 
woman  retired  with  a  heavy  step,  and, 
it  may  be,  a  heavier  heart.  When  he 
joined  her  in  their  common  apart- 
ment, he  observed  what  his  joy  had 
previously  blinded  him  to — that  Ur- 
sula did  not  wear  her  usual  plain  and 
sober  dress.     The  gold  chain,  rarely 


assumed  then  by  women  not  of  noble 
birth — though,  in  the  other  sex,  af- 
fected also  by  public  functionaries  and 
wealthy  merchants — glittered  upon  a 
robe  of  the  rich  flowered  stuffs  of 
Venice,  and  the  clasps  that  confined 
the  vest  at  the  throat  and  waist  were 
adorned  with  jewels  of  no  common 
price. 

Angelo's  eye  was  struck  by  the 
change,  but  he  felt  a  more  manly  pride 
in  remarking  that  the  old  lady  became 
it  well.  Her  air  and  mien  were  in- 
deed those  of  one  to  whom  such  gar- 
ments were  habitual;  and  they  seemed 
that  day  more  than  usually  austere  and 
stately. 

She  smoothed  the  boy's  ringlets, 
drew  his  short  mantle  more  grace- 
fully over  his  shoulder,  and  then  placed 
in  his  belt  a  poniard  whose  handle 
was  richly  studded,  and  a  purse  well 
filled  with  florins. 

"  Learn  to  use  both  discreetly,"  said 
she ;  "  and,  whether  I  live  or  die,  you 
will  never  require  to  wield  the  poniard 
to  procure  the  gold." 

"  This,  then,"  cried  Angclo,  en- 
chanted, "is  a  real  poniard  to  light 
the  robbers  with!  Ah,  with  tins  I 
should  not  fear  Fra  Moreale,  who 
wronged  thee  so.  I  trust  I  may  yet 
avenge  thee,  though  thou  didst  rate 
me  so  just  now  for  ingratitude." 

"  I  am  avenged.  Nourish  not  such 
thoughts,  my  son,  they  arc  sinful  ;  at 
least  I  fear  so.  Draw  to  the  board 
and  eat ;  we  will  go  betimes,  as  peti- 
tioners should  do." 

Angelo  had  soon  finished  his  morn- 
ing meal,  and  sallying  with  Ursula  to 
the  porch,  he  saw,  to  his  surprise,  four 
of  those  servitors  who  then  usually  at- 
tended persons  of  distinction,  and  who 
were  to  be  hired  in  every  city,  for  the 
convenience  of  strangers  or  the  holy- 
day  ostentation  of  the  gayer  citizens. 

'•  How  grand  we  are  to-day  !"  said 
he,  clapping  his  hands  with  an 
eagerness  which  Ursula  failed  not  to 
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It  isnol  for  vain  show,"  she  added, 
"which  true  nobility  can  welldispense 

with,  but  that,  we  may  the  more 
readily  gain  admittance  t<>  the  palace. 
These  princes  of  yesterday  are  not 
easy  of  audience  to  the  over  humble." 

••  i  >li  1  but  you  are  wrong  this  time,"  [ 
.aid  the  boy.  "The  Tribune  gives 
audience  to  all  men,  the  poorest  as  the 
richest.  Nay,  there  is  uo1  a  ragged 
boor,  or  a  bare-footed  friar,  who  does 
not  H  in  access  to  him  sooner  than  the 
proudestbarou.  That'swhy  thepeople 
love  him  so.  And  he  devotes  one  day 
of  the  week  to  receiving  the  widows 
and  the  orphans;  —  and  you  know, 
dame,  I  am  an  orphan." 

Ursula,  already  occupied  with  her 
own  thoughts,  'lid  not  answer,  and 
scarcely  heard,  the  boy ;  but  leaning 
on  his  young  arm,  and  preceded  by 
the  footmen  to  clear  the  way.  passed 
slowly  towards  the  palace  of  the 
Capitol. 

A  wonderful  thing  would  it  have 
been  to  a  more  observant  eye,  to  note 
change  which  two  or  three  short 
months  of  tin-  Btern  but  salutary  and 
wise  rule  of  the  Tribune  had  effected 
in  the  streets  of  Koine.  You  no  longer 
beheld  the-  gaunt  and  mail-clad 
forms  of  foreign  mercenaries  stalking 
through  the  vistas,  or  grouped  in  lazy 
insolence  before  tie-  embattled  porches 
of  some  gloomy  palace.    The  Bhops, 

that  in  many  quarters  had  hern  closed 
tin  open,  glittering 
with  wares  and  bustling  with  trade. 
The   thoroughfares,   formerly    either 
silent  as  death,  or  crossed  b; 
affrighted  and  Military  passenger  with 
[uick  Bteps,  and  eyes  that  searched 
nr  resounding  with  the 
roar  "I  a  pauper  rabble,  "r  the  open 
feuds  .if  savage  nobles,  now  exhibited 
ular.  and  wholesome,  ami  min- 
gled streams  of  civilized  life,  whether 
bound  to   pleasure    nr  (■•    '"imnercc. 
(.'art-  and   ffaggOnS   lad' n  with   goods 

which   had   pas  ed    in    nfi  ty  by  the 

mantled  holds  ot  the  robber.-  of  the 


Campagna,  rattled  eheerfully  over  ( lie 
pathways.  "Never,  perhaps," — to  use 
the  translation  adapted  from  the  Ita- 
lian authorities,  by  a  modern  and  by 
nomeansa  partial  historian* — "Never, 
perhaps,  has  the  energy  and  effect  of 
a  single  mind  been  more  remarkably 
felt  than  in  the  sudden  reformation  of 
Home  by  the  Tribune  Itienzi.  Aden 
of  robbers  was  converted  to  the  dis- 
cipline  of  a  camp  or  convent.  '  In 
this  time,'  says  the  historian,  t  'did  the 
woods  1  tegi  n  to  r<  tjoice  that  they  were  no 
longer  infested  with  robbers;  the  oxen 
began  to  plough;  the  pilgrims  visited 
the  sanctuaries; J  the  roads  and  inns 
were  replenished  with  travellers :  trade, 
plenty,  and  good  faith,  were  restored 
in  the  markets ;  and  a  purse  of  gold 
might  be  exposed  without  danger  in 
the  midst  of  the  highways.'  " 

Amidst  all  these  evidences  of  com 
fort  and  security  to  the  people — some 
dark  and  discontented  countenances 
might  be  seen  mingled  in  the  crowd, 
and  whenever  one  who  wore  the  livery 
of  the  Colonna  or  the  Orsini  felt  him- 
self jostled  by  the  throng,  a  fierce 
hand  moved  involuntarily  to  the 
sword-belt,  and  a  half  suppressed  oath 
was  ended  with  an  indignant  sigh. 
Here  and  there  too, — contrasting  the 
redecorated,  refurnished,  and  smiling 

heaps  of  rubbish  before  the 
gate  of  smiie  haughty  mansion  testi 
Bed  the  abasement  of  fortifications 
.'. Iiii'h  the  owner  impotently  n 

rilege.    Through  Bucb 
and   Buch   throngs  did  the  party  we 
accompany  trend  their  way,  till  they 
found  thi  amidst  crowds  as 

sembled  before  tli'    entrance  of  the 
The  officers  there  stationed 
kept,  however,  so  discreet  and  dexter- 

order,  that  they  were  not,  long 
detained  :  ami  now  in  the  broad  place 

*  Ofbbon. 

t  Vita  'ii  Cola  'li  U).  ii/.i.  tiii  I,  o.  '.>■ 

m:  the  word*  in   tlio  original  an 

,  .     ,         i    <>rr    lit    . .  ,  CO 
l,rr  in  s  i  nluai  ia." 
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or  ^ourL  of  that  memorable  building, 
they  saw  the  open  doora  of  the  great 
justice-hall,  guarded  but  by  a  single 
sentinel,  and  in  which,  for  six  hours 
daily,  did  the  Tribune  hold  his  court, 
for  "  patient  to  hear,  swift  to  redress, 
inexorable  to  punish,  his  tribunal  was 
always  accessible  to  the  poor  and 
stranger."  * 

Not,  however,  to  that  hall  did  the 
party  bend  its  way,  but  to  the  en- 
trance which  admitted  to  the  private 
apartments  of  the  palace.  And  here 
the  pomp,  the  gaud,  the  more  than 
regal  magnificence,  of  the  residence  of 
the  Tribune,  strongly  contrasted  the 
patriarchal  simplicity  which  marked 
his  justice  court. 

Even  Ursula,  not  unaccustomed,  of 
yore,  to  the  luxurious  state  of  Italian 
and  French  principalities,  seemed 
roused  into  surpriseat  tbe  hall  crowded 
with  retainers  in  costly  liveries,  the 
marble  and  gilded  columns  wreathed 
with  flowers,  and  the  gorgeous  banners 
wrought  with  the  blended  arms  of  the 
Republican  City  and  the  Pontifical 
See,  which  blazed  aloft  and  around. 

Scarce  knowing  whom  to  address 
in  such  an  assemblage,  Ursula  was 
relieved  from  her  perplexity  by  an 
officer  attired  in  a  suit  of  crimson  and 
gold,  who,  with  a  grave  and  formal  de- 
corum, which  indeed  reigned  through- 
out the  whole  retinue,  demanded,  re- 
spectfully, whom  she  sought?  "The 
Signora  Nina  !"  replied  Ursula,  draw- 
ing up  her  stately  person,  witlj  a 
natural,  though  somewhat  antiquated, 
dignity.  There  was  something  foreign 
in  the  accent,  which  influenced  the 
officer's  answer. 

"To-day,  madam,  I  four  that  the 
Signora  receives  only  the  Roman 
ladies.  To-morrow  is  thai  appointed 
for  all  foreign  dames  of  distinction.'' 

Ursula,  with  a  slight  impatience  of 
tone,  replied — 

"  My  business  is   of    that    nature 

«  Gibbon. 


which,  is  welcome  on  any  day,  at 
palaces.  I  come,  Signor,  to  lay  certain 
presents  at  the  Signora's  feet,  which  1 
trust  she  will  deign  to  accept." 

"  And  say,  Signor,"  added  the  boy, 
abruptly,  "  that  Angelo  Villani,  whom 
the  Lady  Nina  honoured  yesterday 
with  her  notice,  is  no  stranger  but  a 
Roman  ;  and  comes,  as  she  bade  him, 
to  proffer  to  the  Signora  his  homage 
and  devotion." 

The  grave  officer  could  not  refrain 
a  smile  at  the  pert,  yet  not  ungraceful, 
boldness  of  the  boy. 

"  I  remember  me,  Master  Angelo 
Villani,"  he  replied,  "  that  the  Lady 
Nina  spoke  to  you  by  the  great  stair- 
case. Madam,  I  will  do  your  errand. 
j  Please  to  follow  me  to  an  apart- 
ment more  fitting  your  sex  and  seem- 
ing." 

With  that  the  officer  led  the  way 
across  the  hall  to  a  broad  staircase  of 
white  marble,  along  the  centre  of 
which  were  laid  those  rich  Eastern 
carpets  which  at  that  day,  when 
rushes  strewed  the  chambers  of  an 
English  monarch,  were  already  com- 
mon to  the  greater  luxury  of  Italian 
palaces.  Opening  a  door  at  the  first 
flight,  he  ushered  Ursula  and  her 
young  charge  into  a  lofty  ante-cham- 
ber, hung  with  arras  of  wrought  vel- 
vets; while  over  the  opposite  door, 
through  which  the  officer  now  va- 
nished, were  blazoned  the  armorial 
bearings  which  the  Tribune  so  con- 
stantly introduced  in  all  his  pomp, 
not  more  from  the  love  of  show,  than 
from  his  politic  desire  to  mingle  with 
the  keys  of  the  Pontiff  the  heraldic 
insignia,  of  the  Republic. 

"  Philip  of  Valois  is  not  housed 
like  this  man!"  muttered  Ursula. 
"  If  this  last.  I  shall  have  done  better 
tor  my  charge  than  I  recked  of." 

The  officer  soon  returned,  and  led 
them  across  an  apartment  of  vast 
extent,  which  was  indeed  the  great 
reception  chamber  of  the  palace. 
Four-and- twenty  columns  of  the  Ori- 
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ental  alabaster  which  had  attested  the 
spoils  of  the  later  emperors,  and  had 
been  disinterred  from  forgotten  ruins, 
to  grace  the  palace  of  the  Keviver 
of  the  old  Republic,  supported  the 
light  roof,  which,  half  Gothic,  half 
classic,  in  its  architecture,  was  inlaid 
with  gilded  and  purple  mosaics.  The 
tesselated  floor  was  covered  in  the 
centre  with  cloth  of  gold,  the  walls 
were  clothed,  at  intervals,  with  the 
same  gorgeous  hangings,  relieved  by 
panels  freshly  painted  in  the  most 
glowing  colours,  with  mystic  and  sym- 
bolical designs.  At  the  upper  end  of 
this  royal  chamber,  two  steps  ascended 
to  the  place  of  the  Tribune's  throne, 
above  which  was  the  canopy  wrought 
A-ith  the  eternal  armorial  bearings  of 
the  Pontiff  and  the  City. 

Traversing  this  apartment,  the 
officer  opened  the  door  at  its  extre- 
mity, which  admitted  to  a  small 
chamber,  crowded  with  pages  in  rich 
dresses  of  silver  and  blue  velvet. 
There  were  few  amongst  them  elder 
than  Angelo;  and,  from  their  general 
.  they  seemed  the  very  flower 
and  blossom  of  the  city. 

Short  time  had  Angelo  to  gaze  on 
his  comrades  that  were  to  be : — 
another  minute,  and  he  and  his  pro- 
tectress were  in  the  presence  of  the 
Tribune's  bride. 

The  chamber  was  not  large — but  it 
was  large  enough  to  prove  that  the 
beautiful  daughter  of  Easelli  had 
realised  her  visions  of  vanity  and 
splendour. 

It   was  an  apartment  that  mocked 

description — it  seeim  d  a  cabinet  for 

me  of  the  world.     The  daylight, 

Bhaded  by  high  and  deep  Bel  casements 

of  stained  glass,  streamed  in  a  purple 

ami  mellow  hue  over  all  that  the  art 

■  I   that  ila\  ;  t,  precious,  or 

ixurj    held   most  dear.    The 

t  the  silver  workmanship 

of  Florence;  the  carpets  and 

the  Gael  :  the  draperice  of  Venice  and 

Qenoa;  paintings  like  tip  illuminated 


missals,  wrought  in  gold,  and  those 
lost  colours  of  blue  and  crimson  ; 
antique  marbles,  which  spoke  of  the 
bright  days  of  Athens  ;  tables  of  dis- 
interred mosaics,  their  freshness 
preserved  as  by  magic ;  censers  of 
gold  that  steamed  with  the  odours  of 
Araby,  yet  so  subdued  as  not  to 
deaden  the  healthier  scent  of  flowers, 
which  blushed  in  every  corner  from 
their  marble  and  alabaster  vases ;  a 
small  and  spirit-like  fountain,  which 
seemed  to  gush  from  among  wreaths 
of  roses,  diffusing  in  its  diamond 
and  fairy  spray,  a  scarce  felt  coolness 
to  the  air; — all  these,  and  such 
as  these,  which  it  were  vain  work  to 
detail,  congregated  in  the  richest 
luxuriance,  harmonised  with  the  most 
exquisite  taste,  uniting  the  ancient 
arts  with  the  modern,  amazed  and 
intoxicated  the  sense  of  the  beholder. 
It  was  not  so  much  the  cost,  nor  the 
luxury,  that  made  the  character  of  tlie 
chamlfcr ;  it  was  a  certain  gorgeous 
and  almost  sublime  phantasy, — so  that 
it  seemed  rather  the  fabled  retreat  of 
an  enchantress,  at  whose  word  genii 
ransacked  the  earth,  and  fairies  ar- 
ranged the  produce,  than  the  grosser 
splendour  of  an  earthly  queen.  Behind 
the  piled  cushions  upon  which  Nina 
half  reclined,  stood  four  girls,  beautiful 
its  nymphs,  with  fans  of  the  rarest 
feathers,  .and  at  her  feet  lay  one  older 
than  the  vest,  whose  lute,  though  now 
silent,  attested  her  legitimate  occn 
pation. 

But,  had  the  room  in  itself    1 1  med 

somewhat    too    fantastic    ami    ovcr- 

!    in   its   prodigal   ornaments, 

M    and    lace    of    Nina     would 

at  once  have  rendered  all  appropriate  ; 

s mpletelj  did  -he  .-rem  i  he  Datuial 

Spirit  of  the  Placi  :  so  wonderfully 
did  her  beauty,  elated  as  it  qow  was 
with  content*  d  love,  gratified  vanity, 
ezultanl  hope,  body  forth  the  bright- 
e-t  vision  that  ever  floated  before  the 
TaSBO,  H  hen  he  u  roughl  into 
one  immortal  shape  the  glory  of  the 
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Enchantress  with  the  allurements  of  truth,  admit  him  of  your  household! 
the  Woman.  He  will  not  dishonour  your  protection 

Nina  half  rose  as  she  saw  Ursula,    hy   his   Wood,   nor,    I   trust,   b^   his 
whose  sedate  and  mournful  features    bearing." 

involuntarily  testified  her  surprise  and  "  I  would  take  his  face  for  his  gua- 
admiration  at  a  loveliness  so  rare  and  rantee,  madam,  even  without  so  dis- 
striking,  but  who,  undazzled  by  the  tinguished  a  recommendation  as  your 
splendour  around,  soon  recovered  her  own.  Is  he  Roman  1  His  name  then 
wonted  self-composure,  and  seated  must  be  known  to  me." 
herself  on  the  cushion  to  which  Nina  "Pardon  me,  lady,"  replied  Ursula  : 
pointed,  while  the  young  visitor  re-  "  he  bears  the  name  of  Angclo  Villain 
mained  standing,  and  spell-bound  by  — not  that  of  his  sire  or  mother.  The 
childish  wonder,  in  the  centre  of  the  honour  of  a  noble  house  for  evei 
apartment.  Nina  recognised  him  with  demns  his  parentage  to  rest  unknown, 
a  smile.  j  He  is  the  offspring  of  a  love  unsanc- 

"  Ah,  my  pretty  boy,  whose  quick    tioned  by  the  church." 
eye  and  bold  air  caught   my   fancy,      "He  is  the  more  to  l>e  loved,  then, 
yesterday!     Have  you  come  to  accept   and  to  be  pitied — victim  of  sin  not 
my  offer'.'     Is  it  you,   madam,  who    his  own  !"  answered  Nina,  with  moist- 
claim  this  fair  child  .'  "  ened  eyc^,  as   she  saw   the  deep  ami 

"Lady,"  replied  Ursula,  "my  busi-  burning  blush  that  covered  the  boy's 
ness  here  is  brief:  by  a  train  of  cheeks.  "With  the  Tribune's  reign 
events,  needless  to  weary  you  with  ;  commences  a  new  era  of  nobility, 
narrating,  this  boy  from  his  infancy  when  rank  and  knighthood  shall  lie 
fell   to    my   charge- 


-a  weighty  and 
anxious  trust  to  one  whose  thoughts 
We  beyond  the  barrier  of  life.  I  have 
reared  him  as  became  a  youth  of 
gentle  blood  ;  for  on  both  sides,  lady, 
he  is  noble,  though  an  orphan,  mother- 
less and  sircless." 

"  Poor  child  !  "  said  Nina,  compas- 
sionately. 

"  Growing  now,"  continued  Ursula, 
"  oppressed  by  years,  and  desirous 
only  to  make  my  peace  with  Heaven, 
I  journeyed  hither  some  months  since, 
in  the  design  to  place  tin:  boy  with  a 
relation  of  mine  ;  and,  that  trust  ful- 
filled, to  take  the  vows  in  the  City  of 
the  Apostle.  Alas!  I  found  my  kins- 
man dead,  and  a  baron  of  wild  and 
dissolute  character  was  his  heir.  I  lore 
remaining,  perplexed  and  anxious,  it, 
seemed  to  me  the  voice  of  Providence 
when,  yester-evening,  the  child  told 
me  you  had  been  pleased  to  honour 
him  with  your  notice.  Like  the  rest 
of  Rome,  he  has  already  learned  enthu- 
siasm for  the  Tribune  -devotion  to 
the   Tribune's    bride.      Will    you,    in 


won  by  a  man's  own  merit — not  thai 
of  his  ancestors.  Fear  not,  ma. lam  : 
in  my  house  he  shall  know  no  slight." 

Ursula  was  moved  from  her  pride 
by  the  kindness  of  Nina:  she  ap- 
proached with  involuntary  reverence, 
and  kissed  the  Signora's  hand — 

"Maj  our  Lady  reward  your  noble 
heart !  "  said  she  :  "  and  now  my  mis 
sion  is  ended,  and  my  earthly  goal  is 
won.  Add  only,  lady,  to  your  ines- 
timable favours  one  more.  These 
jewels" — and  Ursula  drew  from  her 
robe  a  casket,  touched  the  spring, 
and  the  lid  Hying  back,  discovered 
jewels  of  great  size  and  the  most 
brilliant  water, — "  these  jewels,"  sin: 
continued,  laying  the  casket  at  Nina's 
feet,  "once  belonging  to  the  princely 
house  of  Thoulouse,  are  valueless  to 
me  and  mine.  Suffer  mc  to  think 
that  they  are  transferred  to  one  whose 
queenly  brow  will  give  them  a  lustre 
it-  cannot  borrow." 

•'  I  low  !  "  said  Nina,  colouring  very 
deeply;  "think  you,  madam,  my 
kindness    can    be    bought?      Wha' 
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woman's  kindness  ever  was  !  Nay,  nay 
—  take  back  the  gifts,  or  i  shall  pray 
you  to  take  back  your  boy." 

Ursula  was  astonished  and  con- 
founded :  to  her  experience  such  ab- 
stinence was  a  novelty,  and  she 
scarcely  knew  how  to  meet  it.  Nina 
perceived  her  embarrassment  with  a 
haughty  and  triumphant  smile,  and 
then,  regaining  her  former  courtesy 
of  demeanour,  said,  with  a  grave 
sweet  ness — 

"  The  Tribune's  hands  are  clean, — 
the  Tribune's  wife  must  not  be  sus- 
pected. Rather,  madam,  should  I 
press  upon  you  some  token  of  ex- 
change *'jr  the  fair  charge  you  have 
committed  to  me.  -Tour  jewels  here- 
after may  profit  the  bey  in  his  career  : 
reserve  them  for  one  who  needs 
them." 

"No,  lady,"  said  Ursula,  rising  and 
1 0  heaven  ; — "  they 
shall  buy  masses  for  his  mother's  soul ; 
for  him  I  shall  reserve  a  competence 
when  his  years  require  it.  Lady, 
accept  the  thanks  of  a  wretched  and 
desolate  heart.     Fare  you  well!  " 

She  turned  to  quit  the  room,  but 
with  so  faltering  and  weak  a  step, 
that,  Nina,  touched  and  affected, 
up,  and  with  her  own  hand 
guided  i In-  old  woman  across  the 
room,  whispering  comfort  and  sooth- 
ing i"  her ;  while,  as  they  reached 
the  door,  the  boy  rushed  forward,  and, 
ila'a  robe,  sobbed  wx\  - 

l  '■  r  dame,  noi  one  farewell  for  your 
little-  Angelo !     Forgive   him  all  he 

has  i  you  :    Now,  lor  the  first  lime, 

F  feel  how  waj  ward  and  than!  '        I 
have  been." 
Tie-  ..id  woman  caught  him  in  ber 
tad  kissed  him    pa  isionately  ; 
when  tJ  ii  a  thought  sud- 

denly .-iruek  him,  drew  forth  the 
jiiir-e  she  bad  given  him,  and  -aid,  in 

a  eh. iked  and  Bcaroe  articulate  voice, 

— "  A  ml  lei   ' 

in  for  my  poor  father's  soul  ;  for 

he  is  dead    '<»>,  yon  know  '  " 


These  words  seemed  to  freeze  at 
once  all  the  tenderer  emotions  of 
Ursula.  She  put  back  the  boy  with 
the  same  chilling  and  stern  severity 
of  aspect  and  manner  which  had  so 
often  before  repressed  him  :  and  reco- 
vering her  self-possession,  at  once 
(piitted  the  apartment  without  saying 
another  word.  Nina,  surprised,  but 
still  pitying  her  sorrow  and  respecting 
her  age,  followed  her  steps  across  the 
pages'  ante-room  and  the  reception- 
chamber,  even  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs, 
— a  condescension  the  haughtiest  prin- 
cess of  Home  could  not  have  won 
from  her ;  and  returning,  saddened 
and  thoughtful,  she  took  the  boy's 
hand,  and  affectionately  kissed  his 
forehead. 

"  I'oor  boy  !  "  she  said,  "it  seems  as 
if  IV>\  idence  had  made  me  select  thee 
yesterday  from  the  crowd,  and  thus 
conducted  thee  to  thy  proper  refuge. 
For  to  whom  should  come  the  friend- 
less anTl  the  orphans  of  Rome,  but  to 
the  palace  of  Rome's  first  Magis- 
trate?" Turning  then  to  her  attend- 
ants, she  gave  them  instructions  as 
to  the  personal  comforts  of  her  new 
charge,  which  evinced  that,  if  power 
had  ministered  to  her  vanity,  it  had 
noi  ti '  I'd  ber  beart.  Angelo  Villani 
lived  to  repay  her  »•<  //  / 

She  retained  the  boy  in  her  (.re- 
el conversing  with  him  fami- 
liarly, she  was  more  and  more  pleased 
with  his  bold  spirit  and  frank  man- 
ner. Their  conversation  washowever 
interrupted,  as  the  day  advanced,  U 
the  arrival  of  several  ladies  of  the 
Roman  nobility.  And  then  ii  was 
that  Nina'-  \  LrtueE  reci  ded  into  shade, 

ami  Inr  faults  appeared,     sin- i.i 

i   the  woman's  t riumph  ov<  r 
w  ho    now 
cringed  in  homage  where  thi 

d     wiili     disdain.        She 

affected  the  manner  of,  she  demanded 

.■I,  due  to.  a  queen.     And  by 
many  of  those  do:  which 

11,  Bhe  contrived  to 
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render  her  very  courtesy  a  humiliation 
to  her  haughty  guests.  Her  command- 
ing beauty  and  her  graceful  intellect 
saved  her,  indeed,  from  the  vulgar 
insolence  of  the  upstart ;  but  yet  more 
keenly  stung  the  pride,  by  forbidding 
to  those  she  mortified  the  retaliation 
of  contempt.  Hers  were  the  covert 
taunt — the  smiling  affront — the  sar- 
casm in  the  mask  of  compliment — 
the  careless  exaction  of  respect  in 
trifles,  which  could  not  outwardly  be 
resented,  but  which  could  not  inly  be 
forgiven. 

"  Fair  day  to  the  Signora  Colonna," 
said  she  to  the  proud  wife  of  the  proud 
Stephen ;  "  we  passed  your  palace  yes- 
terday. How  fair  it  now  seems,  re- 
lieved from  those  gloomy  battlements 
which  it  must  often  have  saddened 
you  to  gaze  upon.  Signora,  (turning 
to  one  of  the  Orsini),  your  lord  has 


high  favour  with  the  Tribune,  who 
destines  him  to  great  command.  His 
fortunes  are  secured,  and  we  rejoice  at 
it ;  for  no  man  more  loyally  serves  the 
state.  Have  you  seen,  fair  Lady  of 
Frangipani,  the  last  verses  of  Petrarch 
in  honour  of  my  lord  ] — they  rest 
yonder.  May  we  so  far  venture  as  to 
request  you  to  point  out  their  beauties 
to  the  Signora  di  Savelli  ?  We  re- 
joice, noble  Lady  of  Malatesta,  to 
observe  that  your  eyesight  is  so  well 
restored.  The  last  time  we  met, 
though  we  stood  next  to  you  in  the 
revels  of  the  Lady  Giulia,  you  seemed 
scarce  to  distinguish  us  from  the  pillar 
by  which  we  stood  ! " 

"  Must  this  insolence  be  endured  !" 
whispered  the  Signora  Frangipani  to 
the  Signora  Malatesta. 

"Hush,  hush;  if  ever  it  be  our 
day  again ! " 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE    BliSSaiNO   OP   A  COUNCILLOR  WHOSE  INTERESTS  AND   HEART  ARE    OUR  OWN. — 
THE  STRAWS  THROWN  UPWARD, DO  THEY  PORTEND  A  STORM. 


It  was  later  that  day  than  usual, 
when  Rienzi  returned  from  his  tri- 
bunal to  the  apartments  of  the 
palace.  As  he  traversed  the  recep- 
tion hall,  his  countenance  was  much 
flushed ;  his  teeth  were  set  firmly, 
like  a  man  who  has  taken  a  strong 
resolution  from  which  he  will  not  be 
moved;  and  his  brow  was  dark  with 
that  settled  and  fearful  frown  which 
the  describers  of  his  personal  appear- 
ance have  not  failed  to  notice  as  the 
characteristic  of  an  anger  I  h 
deadly  because  invariably  jnst.  Close 
at  his  heels  followed  the  Bishop  of 
Orvietto  and  the  aged*  Stephen  Co- 
louna.  "  1  tell  you,  my  Lords,"  said 
Kicnzi,  "that  yc  plead  in  vain.  Rome 
knows  no  distinction  between  ranks. 


The  law  is  Mind  to  the  agent — lynx- 
eyed  to  the  deed." 

"  Yet,"  said  Raimond,  hesitatingly, 
"bethink  thee.  Tribune  :  the  nephew 
of  two  cardinals,  and  himself  once  a 
senator." 

Rienzi  halted  abruptly,  and  faced 
his  companions.  "  My  1  ord  Bishop," 
said  he,  "  does  not  this  make  the  crime 
more  inexcusable  1  Look  you,  thus  it 
reads: — A  vessel  from  Avignon  to 
Naples,  charged  with  the  revenues  of 
Provence  to  Queen  Joanna,  on  whose 
cause,  mark  yon,  we  now  hold  solemn 
council,  is  wrecked  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Tiber  j  with  that,  Martino  di 
Porto — a  noble,  as  yon  say — the 
bolder  of  that  fortress  whence  he 
derives   bfr  title, — doubly  bound  by 
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gentle  blood  and  by  Immediate  neigh- 
bourhood to  succour  the  oppressed — 
falls  upon  the  vessel  with  his  troops 
(what  hath  the  rebel  with  armed ! 
troops?) — and  pillages  the  \essel  like 
a  common  robber.  He  is  apprehended 
— brought  to  my  tribunal — receives 
fair  trial — is  condemned  to  die.  Such 
is  the  law ; — what  more  would  ye 
have  ! " 

•'  .Mercy,"  said  the  Colonna. 

Rienzi  folded  his  arms,  and  laughed 

disdainfully.      "I    never  heard    my 

olonna plead  for  mercy  when  a 

peasant  had  stolen  the  bread  that  was 

to  feed  bis  famishing  children." 

■■  Between  a  peasant  and  a  prince, 
Tribune,  /,  for  one,  recognise  a  dis- 
tinction : — the  bright  blood  of  an 
Orsini  is  not  to  be  shed  like  that  of  a 
base  plebeian " 

"  Which,  I  remember  me,"  said 
Rienzi,  in  a  low  voice,  "you  deemed 
small  matter  enough  when  iny  boy- 
brother  fell  beneath  the  wanton  spear 
of  your  proud  son.  AVake  not  that 
memory,  I  warn  you ;  let  it  sleep. — 
For  shame,  old  Colonna — for  shame ; 
so  near  the  Lrrave,  where  the  worm 
levels  all  llc.-h.  and  preaching,  with 
gray  hairs,  the  uncharitable  dis- 
tinction between  man  and  man.  Is 
there  not  distinction  enough  at  the 
1 1  me  wear  purple,  and 

the  other  ragsl  Bath  not  one  ease, 
and  the  other  toil  .'  Doth  no! 
banquet  while  the  other  Btarvi  !  Do  1 
nourish  any  mad  Bcheme  to  level  the 
ranks  which  society  r<  nders  a  n<  ces- 
sary  evil  !  No.  I  war  do  d 
Hives  than  .'.itli  Lazarus.  But  befor< 
Man'.- j 

Lazarus  and   Dives  are  made  equal. 
No  more." 

Colonna  drew  his  robe  round  him 
with  great  1  .  and  bit  his  lip 

Raimond  u 

"All  this  is  true,  Tribune,  lint," 
and  he  drew  Rienzi  aside,  "you  know 
we  must  be  politic  as  well  as  just. 
Nephew  to  two  Cardinals,  what  en- 


mity  will  not  this  provoke  at  Avig- 
non 1 " 

"  Vex  not  yourself,  holy  Raimond,  I 
will  answer  it  to  the  Pontiff."  While 
they  spoke  the  bell  tolled  heavily  and 
loudly. 

Colonna  started. 

"  Great  Tribune,"  said  he,  with  a 
slight  sneer,  "  deign  to  pause  ere  it  be 
too  late.  I  know  not  that  I  ever  befor€ 
bent  to  you  a  suppliant;  and  I  ask 
you  now  to  spare  mine  own  foe.  Ste- 
phen Colonna  prays  Cola  di  Rienzi 
to  spare  the  life  of  an  Orsini." 

"  I  understand  thy  taunt,  old  Lord," 
said  Rienzi,  calmly,  "but  I  resent 
it  not.  You  are  foe  to  the  Orsini,  yet 
you  plead  for  him — it  sounds  gene- 
rous ;  but  hark  you, — you  are  more  a 
friend  to  your  order  than  a  foe  to 
your  rival.  You  cannot  bear  that  one, 
great  enough  to  have  contended  with 
you,  should  perish  like  a  thief,  i 
give  full  praise  to  such  noble  forgive- 
ness ;  but  I  am  no  noble,  and  I  do  not 
sympathize  with  it.  One  word  more  : 
—  if  this  were  the  sole  act  of  fraud 
and  violence  that  this  bandit  baron  had 
committed,  your  prayers  should  plead 
for  him  ;  but  is  not  his  life  notorious  ' 
lias  he  H"i  been  from  boyhood  the 
terror  and  disgrace  of  Rome?  How 
many  matrons  violated,  merchants 
pillaged,  peaceful  men  Btilett 
the  day-light,  rise  in  dark  witness 
i  .'  And  for  Buch  a 
man  do  I  live  to  hear  an  aged  prince 
and  a  pope  -  t  icar  plead  for  mi 
Fie,  fie !  Bui  I  will  be  even  withy. 
'Ilie-  next,  poor  man  whom  the  law 
deal  h,  for  your  sake  will 
1  pardon." 

Raimond  again  drew  aside  the  Tri- 
bune, while  ('olonna  struggled  t"  up 

'•  M  v  friend,"  -aid  the  Bishop,  "  the 
nobles  v.  ill  feel  this  as  an  insult  to  their 
wle.ie  order;  the  very  pleading  of 
Orsini's  worst  foe  must  convin 

of     this.        Martin"  -     blood     u  ill     .-.  .d 

their  reconciliation  with  each  other. 
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and  they  will  be  as  one  man  against 
thee." 

"  Be  it  so  :  with  God  and  the  People 
on  my  side,  I  will  dare,  though  a 
Roman,  to  be  just.  The  bell  ceases 
— -you  are  already  too  late."  So  saying, 
Rienzi  threw  open  the  casement ;  and 
by  the  staircase  of  the  Lion  rose  a 
gibbet  from  which  swung  with  a  creak- 
ing sound,  arrayed  in  his  patrician 
robes,  the  yet  palpitating  corpse  >f 
Martino  di  Porto. 

"  Behold !  "said  the  Tribune,  sternly, 
"  thus  die  all  robbers.  For  traitors, 
the  same  law  has  the  axe  and  the 
scaffold  ! " 

Raimond  drew  back  and  turned 
pale.  Not  so  the  veteran  noble.  Tears 
of  wounded  pride  started  from  his 
eyes ;  he  approached,  leaning  on  his 
staff,  to  Rienzi,  touched  him  on  his 
shoulder,  and  said, — 

"  Tribune,  a  judge  has  lived  to  envy 
his  victim ! " 

Rie-azi  turned  with  an  equal  pride 
to  the  Baron. 

"  We  forgive  idle  words  in  the 
aged.  My  Lord,  have  you  done  with 
us  ! — we  would  be  alone." 

"  Give  me  thy  arm,  Raimond,"  said 
Stephen.  "Tribune — farewell.  For- 
get that  the  Colonna  sued  thee, — an 
easy  task,  methinks  ;  for,  wise  as  you 
are,  you  forget  what  every  one  else 
can  remember." 

"  Ay,  my  Lord,  what  ? " 

"  Birth,  Tribune,  birth — that 'sail!" 

"  The  Signor  Colonna   has    taken 

up  my  old  calling,  and  turned  a  wit," 

returned  Rienzi,  with  an  indifferent 

and  easy  tone. 

Then  following  Raimond  and  Stc- 
phen  with  his  eyes,  (ill  the  door  closed 
upon  them,  he  muttered,  "  Insolent ! 
were  it  not  for  Adrian,  thygrej  beard 
should  not,  bear  thee  harmless.  Birth: 
what  Colonna  would  not  boast  him- 
self, if  he  could,  the  grandson  of  an 
emperor  '( — Old  man,  there  is  danger 
in  thee  which  must  be  watched." 
With  that  he  turned  musingly  towards 


the  casement,  and  again  that  grieslj 
spectacle  of  death  met  his  eye.  The 
people  below,  assembled  in  large  con- 
course, rejoiced  at  the  execution  of 
one  whose  whole  life  had  been  infamy 
and  rapine — but  who  had  seemed  be- 
yond justice — with  all  the  fierce  cla- 
mour that  marks  the  exultation  of  the 
rabble  over  a  crushed  foe.  And  where 
Rienzi  stood,  he  heard  their  shouts 
of  "Long  live  the  Tribune,  the  just 
judge,  Rome's  liberator !  "  But  at 
that  time  other  thoughts  deafened 
his  senses  to  the  popular  enthusiasm. 
"  My  poor  brother !  "  he  said,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  "  it  was  owing  to  this 
man's  crimes — and  to  a  crime  almost 
similar  to  that  for  which  he  has  now 
suffered — that  thou  wert  entrained  to 
the  slaughter ;  and  they  who  had  no 
pity  for  the  lamb,  clamour  for  com- 
passion to  the  wolf!  Ah,  wert  thou 
living  now,  how  these  proud  heads 
would  bend  to  thee ;  though  dead, 
thou  wert  not  worthy  of  a  thought 
God  rest  thy  gentle  soul,  and  keep  my 
ambition  pure  as  it  was  when  we 
walked  at  twilight,  side  by  side  toge- 
ther ! " 

The  Tribune  shut  the  casement, 
and  turning  away,  sought  the  cham- 
ber of  Nina.  On  hearing  his  step 
without,  she  had  already  risen  from 
the  couch,  her  eyes  sparkling,  her 
bosom  heaving;  and  as  he  entered, 
she  threw  herself  on  his  neck,  and 
murmured  as  she  nestled  to  his  breast, 
— "  Ah,  the  hours  since  we  parted  !  " 

It  was  a  singular  thing  to  see  that, 
proud  lady,  proud  of  her  beauty,  her 
Station,  her  new  honours; — whose 
gorgeous  vanity  was  already  the  talk 
of  Rome,  and  the  reproach  to  Rienzi, 
— how  suddenly  and  miraculously  she 
seemed  changed  in  his  presence .' 
Blushing  and  timid,  all  pride  in  her- 
self seemed  merged  in  her  proud  love 
for  him.  No  woman  ever  loved  to 
the  full  extent  of  the  passion,  who  did 
not  venerate  where  she  loved,  and 
who  did  not  feel  humbled  (delighted 
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In  that  humility)  by  her  exaggerated 
and  overweening  estimate  of  the 
superiority  of  the  object  of  her  wor- 
ship. 

And  it  might  be  the  consciousness 
of  this  distinction  between  himself 
and  all  other  created  things,  which 
continued  to  increase  the  love  of  the 
Tribune  to  his  bride,  to  blind  him  to 
her  failings  towards  others,  and  to  in- 
dulge her  in  a  magnificence  of  parade, 
which,  though  to  a  certain  point  poli- 
tic to  assume,  was  carried  to  an  extent 
which  if  it  did  not  conspire  to  pro- 
duce his  downfal,  has  served  the 
Romans  with  an  excuse  for  their  own 
cowardice  and  desertion,  and  histo- 
rians with  a  plausible  explanation  of 
causes  they  had  not  the  industry  to 
fathom.  l>ienzi  returned  his  wile's 
caresses  with  an  equal  affection,  and 
bending  down  to  her  beautiful  face, 
the  sight  was  sufficient  to  chase  from 
his  brow  the  emotions,  whether  severe 
or  sad,  which  had  lately  darkened  its 
d  expanse. 

"Thou  hast  not  been  abroad  this 
morning,  Nina  !  " 

"  No,  the  heat  was  oppressive.  But 
nevertheless,  Cola,  I  have  not  lacked 
company-— half  the  matronage  of 
Rome  has  crowded  the  palace." 

"  Ah.  I  warrant  it. —  But  yon  hoy, 
is  he  doI  a  new  face  .'" 

"  Hush,  ('ola.  speak  to  him  kindly, 
I  entreat  :  of  his  Btory  anon, 
approach.     Von  see  your  new  master, 
the  Tribuni  of  Rome." 

lo  approached  with  a  timidity 
not  bis  wont,  for  an  air  of  majesty  was 
at  all  times  natural  to  Bienzi,  and 
Bine  lii-  power  LI  had  naturally  taken 
a  graver  and  austerer  aspect,  which 

impressed  th —  ■■•  bo  appr shed  him, 

l 'is  of  princes,  with 
ii  involuntary  awe.  The  Tri- 
bune smiled  at  the  effeel  he  saw  he 
had  pi  iduo  1.  and  being  by  temper 
fund  of  children,  and  aflabl 
but  the  great,  he  hastened  tod 

.   the  child    affectionately  in 


his  arms,  kissed  him,  and  bade  him 
welcome. 

"May  we  have  a  son  as  fair!"  he 
whispered  to  Nina,  who  blushed,  and 
turned  away. 

"  Thy  name,  my  little  friend  1 " 

"  Angelo  Villani." 

"  A  Tuscan  name.  There  is  a  man 
of  letters  at  Florence,  doubtless  writ- 
ing our  annals  from  hearsay  at  this 
moment,  called  Villani.  Perhaps  akin 
to  thee  ] " 

"  I  have  no  kin,"  said  the  boy, 
bluntly  ;  "and  therefore  I  shall  the 
better  love  the  Signora  and  honour 
you,  if  you  will  let  me.  I  am  1  to- 
man —  all  the  Roman  boys  honour 
Rienzi." 

"  I  >o  they,  my  brave  lad  V  said  the 
Tribune,  colouring  with  pleasure; 
"  that  isagood  omen  of  my  continued 
prosperity."  He  put  down  the  boy, 
and  threw  himself  on  the  cushions, 
while  Nina  placed  herself  on  a  kind  of 
low  stool  beside  him. 

"  Let  us  be  alone,"  said  he  ;  and 
Nina  motioned  to  the  attendant. 
maidens  to  withdraw. 

"  Take  my  new  page  with  you,"  said 
she;  "he  is  yet,  perhaps,  too  fresh 
from  home  to  enjoy  the  company  of 
his  giddy  brethren." 

When  they  were  alone.  Nina  pro- 
ceeded  to  nan-ate  to  Rienzi  the  adven 
ture  of  the  morning  ;  bul  though  he 
seemed  oul wardly  to  listen,  his  gaze 
was  on  vacancy,  and  hewas  evidently 
■  d     and     self-absorbed.     At 

!    ii ■■■  Ii.    as    she     concluded,      he     said, 

■•  Well,  Nina,  you  have  acted  as  ever, 
kindly  and  nobly.  Let  us  to  other 
ilciiies.      I  am  in  daiieyr." 

•■  Danger!"  echoed  Nina,  turning 
pale. 

"  Why,   the  word    must,     not    appal 

you — you  have  a  spirit  like  mine,  that 

BCOniB     fear;    and,     for    that     r 
Nina,  in  all    Home   you  are   m\    only 

confidant     It    was  uo(   only   to  •  lad 

Kui  to  cheer  me 

with  thy  counsel,  to  Bupporl  me  with 
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thy  valour,  that  Heaven  gave  me  thee 
as  a  helpmate." 

"  Now,  our  Lady  bless  thee  for  those 
words  ! "  said  Nina,  kissing  the  hand 
that  hung  over  her  shoulder ;  "  and  if 
I  started  at  the  word  danger,  it  was 
hut  the  woman's  thought  of  thee, — an 
unworthy  thought,  my  Cola,  for  glory 
ami  danger  go  together.  And  I  am 
as  ready  to  share  the  last  as  the  first. 
If  the  hour  of  trial  ever  come,  none  of 
thy  friends  shall  be  so  faithful  to  thy 
side  as  this  weak  form  but  undaunted 
heart." 

"  I  know  it,  my  own  Nina  ;  I  know 
it,"  said  Rienzi,  rising,  and  pacing  the 
chamber  with  large  and  rapid  strides. 
"  Now  listen  to  me.  Thou  knowest 
that  to  govern  in  safety,  it  is  my  po- 
licy as  my  pride  to  govern  justly.  To 
govern  justly  is  an  awful  thing,  when 
mighty  barons  are  the  culprits.  Nina, 
for  an  open  and  audacious  robbery, 
our  court  has  sentenced  Martin  of  the 
Orsini,  the  Lord  of  Porto,  to  death. 
His  corse  swings  now  on  the  Staircase 
of  the  Lion." 

"A  dreadful  doom!"  said  Nina, 
shuddering. 

"  True ;  but  by  his  death  thousands 
of  poor  and  honest  men  may  live  in 
peace.  It  is  not  that  which  troubles 
me :  the  Barons  resent  the  deed,  as 
in  insult,  to  them  that.  law  should 
touch  a  noble.  They  will  rise — they 
will  rebel.  I  foresee  the  storm — not 
the  spell  to  allay  it." 

Nina  paused  a  moment, — "  They 
have  taken,"  she  then  said,  "a  solemn 
oath  on  the  Eucharist  not  to  bear 
arms  against  thee." 

"  Perjury  is  a  light  addition  to  theft 
and  murder,"  answered  Rienzi,  with 
his  sarcastic  smile. 

"  But  the  people  are  faithful." 

"  Yes,  but  in  a  civil  war  (which  the 
saints  forefend  !)  those  combatants  are 
the  stanchest  who  have  no  home  but 
their  armour,  no  calling  bu1  the  sword. 
The  trader  will  not  leave  his  trade 
at  the   toll  of  a  bell  every  day;   but 


'  the  Barons'  soldiery  are  ready  at  all 

i  hours." 

"  To  be  strong,"  said  Nina, — who, 

]  summoned  to  the  councils  of  her  lord, 

;  shewed  an  intellect  not  unworthy  of 

!  the  honour, — "to  be  strong  in  dan- 
gerous times,  authority  must  s<  em 
strong.    By  shewing  no  fear,  you  may 

i  prevent  the  cause  of  fear." 

"My    own     thought!"     returned 

!  Rienzi,  quickly.  "  You  know  that 
half  my  power  with  these  Barons  is 
drawn  from  the  homage  rendered  to 

J  me  by  foreign  states.  When  from 
every  city  in  Italy  the  ambassadors  of 
crowned  princes  seek  the  alliance  of 
the  Tribune,  they  must  veil  their  re- 
sentment at  the  rise  of  the  Plebeian. 

i  On    the    other    hand,    to    be  strong 

I  abroad  I  must  seem  strong  at  home  : 
the  vast  design  I  have  planned,  and, 
as  by  a  miracle,  begun  to  execute,  will 

(  fail  at  once  if  it  seem  abroad  to  be  in- 
trusted to  an  unsteady  and  fluctuat- 
ing power.  That  design  (continued 
Rienzi,  pausing,  and  placing  his  hand 

i  on  a  marble  bust  of  the  young  Augus- 
tus) is  greater  than  his,  whose  pro- 
found yet  icy  soul  united  Italy  in 
subjection, — for  it  would  unite  Italy 
dom  :—  yes!  could  we  but  form 
one  great  federative  league  of  all  the 
States  of  Italy,  each  governed  by  its 
own  laws,  but  united  tor  mutual  and 
common  protection  against  the  At- 
bilaa  of  the  North,  with  Rome  for 
their  Metropolis  and  their  Mo* her, 
this  age  and  this  brain  would  have 
wrought  an  enterprise  which  men 
should  quote  till  the  sound  of  the  last 
trump  !  " 

"  1  know  thy  divine  scheme,"    said 

Nina,  catching  his  enthusiasm  ;  "and 

there  be  danger  in  attaining 

it  '   I  lave  we  not  mastered  the  greatest 

danger  in  the  first  step  1 " 

"  Right,  Nina,  right !  Heaven  (and 
tin  Tribune,  who  ever  recognised,  in 
his  own  fortunes,  the  agency  of  the 
hand  above,  crossed  himself  reve- 
rently) will  preserve  him  to  whom  it 
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nut.  vouchsafed  such  lofty  visions  of 
the  f.iture  redemption  of  the  Land  of 
the  true  Church,  and  the  liberty  and 
advancement  of  its  children  !  This  1 
trust  :  already  many  of  tin-  cities  of 
Tuscany  have  entered  into  treaties  for 
the  formation  of  this  league  ;  nor  from 
a  single  tyrant,  save  John  di  Vieo, 
have  1  received  aught  hut  fair  words 
and  flattering  promises.  The  time 
seems  ripe  fur  the  grand  stroke  of 
all." 

''And  what  is  that!"  demanded 
Nina,  wonderingly. 

"  Defiance  to  all  foreign  interfer- 
ence. By  what  right  does  a  synod  of 
stranger  princes  give  Rome  a  king  in 
some  Teuton  Emperor  !  Rome's  peo- 
ple alone  should  choose  Rome's  go- 
vernor ; — and  shall  we  cross  the  Alps 
to  render  the  title  of  our  master  to 
the  descendants  of  the  Goth  .'  " 

Nina  was  silent:  the  custom  of 
choosing  the  sovereign  by  a  diet  be- 
yond  the  Rhine,  reserving  only  the 
ceremony  of  Lis  subsequent  corona- 
tion for  the  mock  assent  of  the  Eo- 
mans,  however  degrading  to  that 
people,  and  however  hostile  to  all 
notions  of  substantial  independence, 
aed  at  that  time, 
that  Rienzi's   darin  'ion   left 

her  amazed  and  breathless,  prepared 
as  6he  was  for  any  scheme,  however 
extravagantly  bold. 

"Howl"     .-aid     .-he-,     after  a    long 
"  do    I    understand     aright  .' 
Can  you   mean   defiance  to  the  Em- 
peror !  " 

'Why.    listen:     at    this    moment 

there  are  two  pretenders  to  the  throne 

il    Rome — to  the  imperial  crown  of 

i  •  hernial)  and  a  Bavarian. 

■ 

-is  not  requisite— not 

Ourselves  republican — when  a  Btranger 
ami  a  barbarian  is  thus  thrust  upon 

our  necks  1     No,  w»  will  be  free  in 
reality    as     in    nan 
tinned  the  Tribune,  in  a  calmer  tone,) 
Vo     3 


tliis  seems  to  me  politic  as  well  as 
dating.  The  people  incessantly  de 
mand  wonders  from  me  :  how  can  1 
more  nobly  dazzle,  more  virtuously 
win  them,  than  by  asserting  their  in- 
alienable right  to  choose  their  own 
rulers  i  The  daring  will  awe  the 
Barons,  and  foreigners  themselves;  it 
will  give  a  startling  example  to  all 
Italy;  it  will  be  the  first  brand  of  an 
universal  blaze.  It  shall  be  done, 
and  with  a  pomp  that  befits  the 
deed  !  " 

"  Cola,"  said  Nina,  hesitatingly, 
"your  eagle  spirit  often  ascends  where 
mine  flags  to  follow;  vet  be  not  over 
bold." 

"Nay,  did  you  not,  a  moment  since, 
preach  a  different  doctrine.'  To  be 
strong,  was  I  not  to  seem  strong  !  " 

"'.May  fate  preserve  you!"  said 
Nina,  with  a  foreboding  sigh. 

"Fate!"  cried "  Rienzi ;  "there  is 
no  fate  !  Between  the  thought  and 
the  success,  God  is  the  only  agent  ; 
and  (he  added  with  a  voice  of  deep 
solemnity)  I  shall  not  be  deserted. 
Visions  by  night,  even  while  thine 
arm-  are  around  me;  omens  and  im- 
pulses, stirring  and  divine,  by  day, 
even  in  the  midst  of  the  living  crowd 
— encourage  my  path,  and  point  my 
goal.  Now,  even  now,  a  voice  seems 
to  whisper  in  my  ear- — '  Pause  not  ; 
tremble  not  ;  waver  not; — for  the  ey< 
big  is  upon  thee,  and 
the  hand  of  the  Mi-Powerful  shall 
'  ! '  " 

A.8  Rienzi  thus  spoke,  his  face  grew 
pale,  his  hair  o  bristle,  his 

tall  and  proud  form  trembled  visibly, 

and  presently  he  sunk  down  on 
and  covered  his  face  H  itli  his  I 

All    awe   cn  S  ma,    though 

not  unaccustomed  to  such  Btran 

atural  emotions,  which  ap- 
peared yet  the  more  singular  in  "no 
who  in  common   lit'1,    wa     so  calm, 

stately,  and   Belf  p<  •   ■      ■  d.      Bui   with 

every  increase  of  prosperi       nd  power, 

i   d  to  nicrui.-c  m 
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their  fervour,  as  if  in  such  increase 
the  devout  and  overwrought  super- 
stition of  the  Tribune  recognised  ad- 
ditional proof  of  a  mysterious  guar- 
dianship mightier  than  the  valour  or 
art  of  man. 

She  approached  fearfully,  and  threw 
her  arms  around  him,  but  without 
speaking. 

Ere  yet  the  Tribune  had  well  re- 
covered himself,  a  slight  tap  at  the 
door  was  heard,  and  the  sound  seemed 
at  once  to  recall  his  self-possession. 

"  Enter,"  he  said,  lifting  his  face,  to 
which  the  wonted  colour  siowly  re- 
turned. 

An  officer,  half-opening  the  door, 
announced  that  the  person  he  had  sent 
for  waited  his  leisure. 

"  I  come  ! — Core  of  my  heart,"  (he 
whispered  to  Nina,)  "  we  will  sup 
alone  to-night,  and  will  converse  more 
on  these  matters  :"  so  saying,  with 
somewhat  less  than  his  usual  loftiness 
of  mien,  he  left  the  room,  and  sought 
his  cabinet,  which  lay  at  the  other 
side  of  the  reception  chamber.  Here 
he  found  Cecco  del  Vecchio. 

"  How,  my  bold  fellow,"  said  the 
Tribune,  assuming  with  wonderful 
ease  that  air  of  friendly  equality  which 
he  always  adopted  with  those  of  the 
lower  class,  and  which  made  a  striking 
contrast  with  the  majesty,  no  less 
natural,  which  marked  his  manner  to 
the  great.  "  How  now,  my  Cecco  ! 
Thou  bearest  thyself  bravely,  I  see, 
during  these  sickly  heats ;  we  labour- 
ers—for both  of  us  labour,  Cecco — are 
ioo  busy  to  fall  ill  as  the  idle  do,  in 
the  summer,  or  the  autumn,  of  Roman 
skies.  I  sent  for  thee,  Cecco,  because 
I  would  know  how  thy  fellow-crafts- 
men are  like  to  take  the  Orsini's 
execution." 

"  Oh  !  Tribune,"  replied  the  artifi- 
cer, who,  now  familiarized  with  Rienzi, 
had  lost  much  of  his  earlier  awe  of 
him,  and  who  regarded  the  Tribune's 
power  as  partly  his  own  creation ; 
*  they  are  already  out  of  their  honest 


wits,  at  your  courage  in  punishing  the 
great  men  as  you  would  the  small." 

"So; — I  am  repaid!  But  hark 
you,  Cecco,  it  will  bring,  perhaps,  hot 
work  upon  us.  Every  Baron  will 
dread  lest  it  be  his  turn  next,  and 
dread  will  make  them  bold,  like  rats 
in  despair.  We  may  have  to  fight  for 
the  Good  Estate." 

"  With  all  my  heart,  Tribune,*' 
answered  Cecco,  gruffly.  "  I,  for  one, 
am  no  craven." 

"  Then  keep  the  same  spirit  in  all 
your  meetings  with  the  artificers.  I 
fight  for  the  people.  The  people  at  a 
pinch  must  fight  with  me." 

"  They  will,"  replied  Cecco  ;  "  they 
will  I " 

"  Cecco,  this  city  is  under  the 
spiritual  dominion  of  the  Pontiff — so 
be  it — it  is  an  honour,  not  a  burthen. 
But  the  temporal  dominion,  my  friend, 
should  be  with  Romans  only.  Is  it 
not  a  disgrace  to  Republican  Rome, 
that  while  we  now  speak,  certain 
barbarians,  whom  we  never  heard  of, 
should  be  deciding  beyond  the  Alps 
on  the  merits  of  two  sovereigns,  whom 
we  never  saw  !  ]*  not  this  a  thing  to 
be  resisted]  An  Italian  city, — what 
natli  it  to  do  with  a  Bohemian  Em- 
peror ? " 

"  Little  eno",  St.  Paul  knows ! "  said 
Cecco. 

"  Should  it  not  be  a  claim  ques- 
tioned ? " 

"  I  think  so  ! "  replied  the  smith. 

"  And  if  found  an  outrage  on  our 
ancient  laws,  should  it  not  be  a  claim 
resisted  ]  " 

'•  Not  a  doubt  of  it." 

'•  Well,  go  to  !  The  archives  assure 
me  that  never  was  Emperor  lawfully 
crowned  but  by  the  free  votes  of  the 
people.  We  never  chose  Bohemian  or 
Bavarian." 

"  But,  on  the  contrary,  whenever 
these  Northmen  come  hither  to  be 
crowned,  we  trf  to  drive  them  away 
with  stones  and  curses, —  for  we  are  a 
people,  Tribune,  that  loveour  liberties." 
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"  Go  back  to  your  friends — see — 
address  them,  say  that  yum-  Tribune 
will  demand  of  these  pretenders  to 
Rome  the  right  to  her  throne.  Let 
them  not  be  mazed  or  startled,  but 
support  me  when  the  occasion  eomes." 

"I  am  glad  of  this,"  quoth  the 
huge  smith  ;  "  for  our  friends  have 
grown  a  little  unruly  of  late,  and 
Bay " 

'•  What  do  they  .say  !" 

'•  That  it  is  true  you  have  expelled 
the  banditti,  and  curb  the  Barons,  and 
administer  justice  fairly  ; — " 

'■  [s  not  that  miracle  enough  for  the 
space   of    some  two  or  three 
months  I " 

"  Why,  they  say  it,  would  have  been 
ban  enough  in  a  noble  ;  but 
you,  being  raised  from  the  people, 
and  having  such  gifts  and  so  forth, 
might  do  yet  more.  It  is  now  three 
they  have  had  any  new 
thing  to  talk  about;  but  Orsini's 
execution  to-day  will  cheer  them  a 
bit." 

"Well,  Cecco,  well,"  said  I  he  Tri- 
bune, rising,  "they  Bhall  have  more 
anou  to  feed  their  mouths  with.  So 
you  think  they  love  me  not  quite  so 
well  as  they  did  some  three  weeks 
back  ■'.  " 

"  I  say  not  so,"  answered  Ceceo. 
"  Em  vc  Romans  are  an  impatient 
people." 

"  Alas,  yes  I  " 

"  I  low-,  i  r,  they  will  no  doubt  stick 
to  yon  ;   provided,  Tri- 
yOU  don't  put  any  ten   tax  upon 
them." 

"  11a  '  Bill  if,  in  older  to  In-  free, 
it   he  le 

be  necessary  to  have  Boldiers,wby  then 

Idiera  mual  I 
people  contribute  »om<  I  hing  I 

own  li  •  .'put    laws,  and  safe 

1 

"  I  don'l  '■  smith, 

f  if  ;i  little  I'u/.- 

zl' -I :  "  I'll'    I   knoM   that    poor  men 

Won't    he    m 


are  better  "II'  with  you  than  with  the 
Barons  before,  and  therefore  they  love 
you.  But  men  in  business,  Tribune, 
poor  men  with  families,  must  look  to 
their  bellies.  Only  one  man  in  ten 
goes  to  law — only  one  man  in  twenty 
is  butchered  by  a  Baron's  brigand  ; 
but  every  man  cats,  and  drinks,  and 
feels  a  tax." 

"  This  cannot  be  your  reasoning, 
Cecco!"  sail  Rienzi,  gravely. 

"Why,  Tribune,  I  am  an  honest 
man,  hut,  I  have  a  large  family  to 
rear." 

"  Enough;  enough  !"said  the  Tri- 
bune quickly;  and  then  he  added 
abstractedly  as  to  himself,  but  aloud, 
— "  Methinks  we  have  been  too  lavish  ; 
these  shows  and  spectacles  should 
cease." 

"What!"  cried  Cecco;  "what, 
Tribune  ! — would  you  deny  the  pool 
Fellows  a  holiday.  They  work  hard 
enough,  and  their  only  pleasure  is 
seeing  your  fine  shows  and  processions ; 
and  then  they  go  home  and  say, — 
'  See,  our  man  heats  all  the  Barons  ' 
what  state  he  keeps  !  '  " 

"  A  h  !  they  blame  not  my  splendour, 
then  ! " 

"Blame  it;  no!  Without  it  tiny 
would  be  ashamed  of  you,  and  think 
the  Buono  Stato  but  a  shabby  con 
cern." 

"  You  speak  bluntly,  Cecco,  but 
perhaps  wisely.  The  saints  keep  you ! 
fail    not    to    remember  what    1    told 

you ! " 

"  No,  tin.      It  is  a  sham 

Emperor  thrusl   upon   us;— so  it.  is. 
,  Tribune.*1 
Left  mained 

for  some  time  plunged  in  gloomy  and 
ding  thoughts. 
••  1  am  in  the  midst  ofa  magician's 
-p. 11,"  Bald  he  ;  "  if  I  desist,  th 
ti  ar   me   t"    pieces.      \\  bat    I    have 
that    mii-t    I  conclude.     But 
this  rude  man 

-.  ti.'it  tools  I  work.  For  nu  failure  is 
nothing.     I   b  ivc  already  climbed  to 
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a  greatness  which  might  render  giddy 
many  a  born  prince's  brain.  But  with 
my  fall — Rome,  Italy,  Peace,  Justice, 
Civilization — all  fall  back  into  the 
abyss  of  ages ! " 

He  rose ;  and  after  once  or  twice 
pacing  his  apartment,  in  which  from 
many  a  column  gleamed  upon  him 
the  marble  effigies  of  the  great  of  old, 
he  opened  the  casement  to  inhale  the  j 
>ir  of  the  now  declining  day. 

The  Place  of  the  Capitol  was  de- 
serted save  by  the  tread  of  the  single 
sentinel.  But  still,  dark  and  fearful, 
hung  from  the  tall  gibbet  the  clay  of 
the  robber  noble ;  and  the  colossal 
shape  of  the  Egyptian  lion  rose  hard 
by,  sharp  and  dark  in  the  breathless 
atmosphere. 

"  Dread  statue  !  "  thought  Rienzi, 
'  how  many  unwhispered  and  solemn 
rites  hast  thou  witnessed  by  thy 
native  Nile,  ere  the  Roman's  hand 
transferred  thee  hither — the  antique 
witness  of  Roman  crimes  !  Strange  ! 
out  when  I  look  upon  thee  I  feel  as  if 


thou  hadst  some  mystic  influence  ovei 
my  own  fortunes.  Beside  thee  was  1 
hailed  the  republican  Lord  of  Rome; 
beside  thee  are  my  palace,  my  tribunal] 
the  place  of  my  justice,  my  triumphs, 
and  my  pomp: — to  thee  my  eyes  turn 
from  myr  bed  of  state  :  and  if  fated  to 
die  in  power  and  peace,  thcu  mayst 
be  the  last  object  my  eyes  will  mark  ! 

Or  if  myself  a  victim "— he  paused 

— shrank  from  the  thought  presented 
to  him — turned  to  a  recess  of  the 
chamber — drew  aside  a  curtain,  that 
veiled  a  crucifix  and  a  small  table,  on 
which  lay  a  Bible  and  the  monastic 
emblems  of  the  skull  and  cross-bones 
— emblems,  indeed,  grave  and  irre- 
sistible, of  the  nothingness  of  power, 
and  the  uncertainty  of  life.  Before 
these  sacred  monitois,  whether  to 
bumble  or  to  elevate,  knelt  that  proud 
and  aspiring  man  ;  and  when  he  rose, 
it  was  with  a  lighter  step  and  more 
cheerful  mien  than  he  had  worn  that 
day. 


CHAPTER  IIL 


THE   ACTOR    UNMASKED. 


"  In  intoxication,"  says  the  proverb, 
"men  betray  their  real  characters." 
There  is  a  no  less  honest  and  truth- 
revealing  intoxication  in  prosperity, 
than  in  wine.  The  varnish  of  power 
brings  forth  at  once  the  defects  and 
the  beauties  of  the  human  portrait. 

The  unprecedented  and  almost 
miraculous  rise  of  Rienzi  from  the 
rank  of  the  Pontiff's  official  to  the 
Lord  of  Rome,  M'ould  have  been  ac- 
companied with  a  yet  greater  miracle, 
if  it  had  not  somewhat  dazzled  and 
seduced  the  object  if  elevated.  When, 
as  in  well-ordered  states  and  I 
times,  men  rise  slowly,  step  by  step, 
they  accustom    themselves   in   their 


growing  fortunes.  But  the  leap  of  an 
hour  from  a  citizen  to  a  prince — 
from  the  victim  of  oppression  to  the 
dispenser  of  justice — is  a  transition 
so  sudden  as  to  render  dizzy  the  most 
sober  brain.  And,  perhaps,  in  pro- 
portion  to  the  imagination,  the  eu- 
thusiasm,  the  genius  of  the  man,  will 
the  suddenness  be  dangerous — excite 
too  extravagant  a  hope — and  lead  to  too 
chimerical  an  ambition.  The  qualities 
that  made  him  rise,  hurry  him  to  his 
fall  ;  and  victory  at  the  Marengo  of 
his  fortunes,  urges  him  to  destruction 
a1  its  Moscow. 

In  his  greatness  Rienzi  did  not  so 
tun.-])  acquire  new  qualities, as  develon 
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in  brighter  light  and  deeper  shadow  ridiculed  hiro  as  a  buffoon,  despised 
those  which  he  had  always  exhibited,  him  as  a  plebeian,  and  who,  even  now 
On  the  one  hand  he  was  just — reso- ;  slaves  to  his  face,  were  cynics  behind 
lute — the  friend  of  the  oppressed —  his  back.  "  They  stood  before  him 
the  terror  of  the  oppressor.  His !  while  he  sate,"  says  bis  biographer  : 
wonderful  intellect  illumined  every- 1  "all  these  Barons,  bareheaded ;  their 
thing  it  touched.  By  rooting  out  hands  crossed  on  their  breasts  ; 
abuse,  and  by  searching  examination  their  looks  downcast  ;  —  oh,  bow 
and  wise  arrangement,  he  had  trebled  frightened  they  were!" — a  picture 
the  revenues  of  the  city  without,  im-  more  disgraceful  to  the  servile  cow- 
posing  a  single  new  tax.  Faithful  to  ardice  of  the  nobles  than  the  haughty 
bis  idol  of  liberty,  he  had  not  been  sternness  of  the  Tribune.  It  might  be 
betrayed  by  the  wish  of  the  people  that  he  deemed  it  policy  to  break  the 
into  despotic  authority  ;  but  had,  as  spirit  of  his  foes,  and  to  awe  those 
we  have  seen,  formally  revived,  and  whom  it  was  a  vain  hope  to  conciliate. 
established  with  new  powers,  the  For  his  pomp  there  was  a  greater 
Parliamentary  Council  of  the  city,  excuse  :  it  was  the  custom  of  the 
However  extensive-his  own  authority,  time  ;  if-  was  the  insignia  and  witness 
be  referred  its  exercise  to  the  people  ;  of  power;  and  when  the  modern  his- 
in  their  name  he  alone  declared  him-  torian  taunts  him  with  not  imitating 
self  to  govern,  and  he  never  executed  the  simplicity  of  an  ancient  tribune, 
any  signal  action  without  submitting  the  sneer  betrays  an  ignorance  of  the 
to  them  its  reasons  or  its  justification,  spirit  of  the  age,  and  the  vain  people 
No  less  faithful  to  his  desire  to  restore  whom  the  chief  magistrate  was  to 
prosperity  as  well  as  freedom  to  Rome,  govern.  No  doubt  his  gorgeous  festi- 
he  had  seized  the.  first  dazzling  epoch  vals,  his  solemn  processions,  set  oil 
of  bis  power  to  propose  that  greal  and  ennobled— if  parade  can  so  be  en- 
federative  league  with  the  Italian  nobled— by  a  refined  and  magnificent 
States  which  would,  as  he  rightly  said,  richness  of  imagination,  a- 
have  raised  Rome  to  the  indisputable  always  with  popular  emblems,  and 
lead  of  European  nations.  Under  designed  to  convey  the  idea  of  rejoic- 
his  rub)  trade  was  secure,  literature  ing  for  Liberty  Restored,  and  to  assert 
was  •  tin'  -tate  and  majesty  of  Rome  Re 
i  »n  ti,..  other  band,  the  prosperity  vived  — no  doubt    these    spectacles, 

which  made re  apparent  his  justice,  bowever  otherwise  judged  in  a  more 

hi-  integrity,  his  patriotism,  his  enlightened  age  ami  by  closet  sages, 
virtues,  and  hi-  genius,  brought  out  served  greatly  to  augment  the  import- 
no  less  glaringly   bis  arrogant  con-  ance  of  the  Tribune  abroad,  and   to 

BcioUflneSS    of  superiority,   his   love   of   da/./.lc  the  pride  of  a  tickle  and  OSten- 

display,  and  the  wild  and  daring  i'  populace.     And    taste 

solence  of  his  ambition.    Though  to.,  refined,  luxury  called   labour  into  re- 

mself  by  retaliating  quisition,    and    foreigners    from    all 

on  tic-  patricians  their  own  violenci  Btafc                       ed  by  the  splendour 

though,  in  hie  troubled  and  a  courl  over  which  presided,  undei 

tribuneship,   not    one    unmet  public: aims,    two 

■  ion  of  baron  or  citizen       

could    bi                    againsl    him,   even  !    Riensi,  speaking  in  one  of  hie  i 

by    his    enemies;     vet    sharin  prise,  refers  it  to  the  ardour 

excusably,  the  weakness  of  Nina,  he  "f  -v"""'     *h'                            i"'"'  " 

,  ,       •      ,           ..               ,    ,              ,  unknown;   nut    lie   was  certainly  .1    w.uni< 

could  not  deny  his  proud  hi  ,,;,,„„.. 

pleasure  of  humiliating  those  who  h  m  ■■  .  .  Barberino.  fromwhiob 
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young  anil  brilliant,  the  one  renowned 
for  his  genius,  the  other  eminent  for 
her  beauty.  It  was,  indeed,  a  dazzling 
and  royal  dream  in  the  long  night  of 
Rome,  spoiled  of  her  Pontiff  and  his 
voluptuous  train — that  holyday  reign 
of  Cola  di  Rienzi !  And  often  after- 
wards it  was  recalled  with  a  sigh,  not 
only  by  the  poor  for  its  justice,  the 
merchant  for  its  security,  but  the 
gallant  for  its  splendour,  and  the  poet 
for  its  ideal  and  intellectual  grace  ! 

As  if  to  show  that  it  was  not  to 
gratify  the  more  vulgar  appetite  and 
desire,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  pomp, 
when  the  board  groaned  with  the 
delicacies  of  every  clime,  when  the 
wine  most  freely  circled,  the  Tribune 
himself  preserved  a  temperate  and 
even  rigid  abstinence.*  While  the 
apartments  of  state  and  the  chamber 
of  his  bride  were  adorned  with  a 
profuse  luxury  and  cost,  to  his  own 
private  rooms  he  transported  precisely 
the  same  furniture  which  had  been 
familiar  to  him  in  his  obscurer  life. 
The  books,  the  busts,  the  reliefs,  the 
arms  which  had  inspired  him  hereto- 
fore with  the  visions  of  the  past,  were 
endeared  by  associations  which  he  did 
not  care  to  forego. 

But  that  which  constituted  Hie 
mot  ingular  feature  of  his  character, 
and  which  still  wraps  all  around  him 
in  a  certain  mystery,  was  his  re- 
ligious enthusiasm.  The  daring  lmt 
wild  doctrines  of  Arnold  of  Brescia, 
who,    two    centuries    anterior,    had 

liis  description  has  been  already  taken  in 
the  first  book  of  tliis  work,  represents  him 
as  beardless,  and,  as  tar  :is  one  can  judge, 
somewhere  above  thirty — old  enough,  to  be 
sure,  to  have  a  beard  ;  and  seven  years 
afterwards  he  wore  a  long  one,  which  greatly 
displeased  his  naive  biographer,  who 

to  consider  it  a  sort  of  crime.     The  load   is 
very  remarkable  for  its  stem  beauty,  and 
little,  if  at  all,  inferior  to  that  of  Napoleon  j 
to  which,  as  I  before  remarked,  ii 
resemblance  in  expression,  if  not  in  feature. 

*  Vitadi  Cola  di  Rienzi.-  The  bi 
praises  the  abstinence  of  the  Tribune. 


preached  reform,  but  inculcated  mys- 
ticism, still  lingered,  in  Rome,  and 
had  in  earlier  youth  deeply  coloured 
the  mind  of  Rienzi ;  and  as  I  have 
before  observed,  his  youthful  propen- 
sity to  dreamy  thought,  the  melan- 
choly death  of  his  brother,  his  own 
various  but  successful  fortunes,  had 
all  contributed  to  nurse  the  more 
zealous  and  solemn  aspirations  of  this 
remarkable  man.  Like  Arnold  of 
Brescia,  his  faith  bore  a  strong  re- 
semblance to  the  intense  fanaticism 
of  our  own  Puritans  of  the  Civil  War, 
as  if  similar  political  circumstances 
conduced  to  similar  religious  senti 
mints.  He  believed  himself  inspired 
by  awful  and  mighty  commune  with 
beings  of  the  better  world.  Saints 
and  angels  ministered  to  his  dreams ; 
and  without  this,  the  more  profound 
and  hallowed  enthusiasm,  he  might 
never  have  been  sufficiently  embol- 
dened by  mere  human  patriotism,  to 
his  unprecedented  enterprise :  it  was 
the  secret  of  much  of  his  greatness- 
many  of  his  errors.  Like  all  men 
who  are  thus  self-deluded  by  a  vain 
but  not  inglorious  superstition,  united 
with,  and  coloured  by,  earthly  ambi- 
tion, it  is  impossible  to  say  how  tar 
he  was  the  visionary,  and  how  far  at 
times  he  dared  to  he  the  impostor. 
In  the  ceremonies  of  his  pageants,  in 
the  ornaments  of  his  person,  were 
invariably  introduced  mystic  and  figu 
rative  emblems.  In  limes  of  danger 
he  publicly  professed  to  have  been 
cheered  and  direct  od  by  divine  dreams. 
and  on  many  occasions  the  prophetic 
warnings  he  announced  having  been 
singularly  rerified  by  the  event,  his 
influence  with  the  people  was  si  rength- 
ened  bj  a  belief  in  the  favourand  inter 
course  of  Heaven.  Thus,  delusion  of 
Self  might  tempt  and  conduce  to  im- 
position on  others,  and  he  might  not 
scruple  to  avail  himself  of  the  advan- 
tage of  Beeming  what  he  believed 
to  be.  Yet,  no  doubt  this 
intoxicating    credulity    pushed     him 
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into  extravagance  unworthy  of,  and 
strangely  contrasted  by,  liis  soberer 
intellect,  and  made  him  disproportion 

bis  vast  ends  to  his  unsteady  means, 
by  the  proud  fallacy,  that  where  man 
failed,  God  would  interpose.  Cola  di 
Rienzi  was  no  faultless  hero  of  ro- 
mance. In  him  lay,  in  conflicting 
prodigality,  the  richest  and  most 
opposite  elements  of  character ;  strong 
sense,  visionary  superstition,  an  elo- 
quence and  energy  that  mastered  all 
he  approached,  a  blind  enthusiasm 
thai  mastered  himself;  luxury  and 
■rnncssand  susceptibility, 
pride  to  the  great,  humility  to  the 
low ;  the  most  devoted  patriotism 
and  the  most  avid  desire  of  personal 
power.  As  few  men  undertake  great 
and  desperate  designs  without  strong 
animal  spirits,  BO  it  may  he  observed, 
thai  with  most  who  have  risen  to 
eminence  over  the  herd,  there  is  an 
aptness,  at  times,  to  a  wild  mirth  and 
an  elasticity  of  humour  which  often 
astonish  the  mure  sober  and  regulated 
minds,    that  arc  "  the   commoners  (if 

Life  :"  And  the  theatrical  grandeur  of 
re  dignity  of  Crom- 
well, are  strangely  contrasted  by  a 
at,  nor  always  seasonable  buf- 
foonery,  which  it  is  hard  to  reconcile 
with  tic  ideal  'if  their  characters,  or 
the  gloomy  and  portentouB  im 
their  careers.  And  this,  equally  a 
trait  in  the  temperament  of  Rienzi, 
distinguished  his  hours  of  rel 
Mid  contributed  to  thai  marvellous 
rersatility  with  which  his  harder 
nature    accommodated   itself   to    all 

humours  and   all   men.      I  >ften    from 
hi-  austere  judgment  seal   be 
to  the  social  hoard  an  altered  man  ; 
and  even  th  who  re- 

luctantly attended  hi  fea  -t  -.  forgot 
his  public  greatness  in  his  familiar 
wit  ;  albeit  this  reckless  humour 
could  not  always  retrain  from  Booking 
it-  subject  in  the  mortification  of  i,is 
civ-t  tallni  r.i'  -  a  pleasure  I 
have  been  wiser  and  more  generous 


to  forego.  And  perhaps  it  was,  in 
part,  the  piomptiug  of  this  sarcastic 
and  unbridled  humour  that  made  him 
often  love  to  astonish  as  well  as  to 
awe.  But  even  this  gaiety,  if  so  it 
may  be  called,  taking  an  appearance 
of  familiar  frankness,  served  much  t<f 
ingratiate  him  with  the  lower  orders; 
and,  if  a  fault  in  the  prince,  was  a 
virtue  in  the  demagogue. 

To  these  various  characteristics, 
now  fully  developed,  the  reader  must 
add  a  genius  of  designs  so  bold,  of 
conceptions  so  gigantic  and  august, 
conjoined  with  that,  more  minute  and 
ordinary  ability  which  masters  details; 
thatwitha brave,  noble, intelligent,  de- 
voted people  to  back  his  projects,  the 
accession  of  the  Tribune  would  have 
been  the  close  of  the  thraldom  of 
Italy,  and  the  abrupt  limit  of  the  dark 
age  of  Europe.  With  such  a  people, 
his  faults  would  have  been  insensibly 
checked,  his  more  unwholesome  pow 
have  received  a  sufficient  curb.  E.\ 
Hence  familiarizing  him  with  pow&, 
would  have  gradually  weaned  him 
from  extravagance  in  its  display  ;  and 
I  he  active  and  masculine  energy  of 
his  intellect  would  have  found  field 
for  the  more  restless  spirits,  as  his 
justice  gave  shelter  to  the  more 
tranquil.     Faults  he  had,  but  whether 

those  faults  or  the  faults  of  the  people, 

prepare  his  downfall,  is  yet  to 

he  -cell. 

Meanwhile,  amidst  a  discontented 
nobility  and  a  fickle  populace,  m  ,  ,| 
on  by  i  he  danger  of  repose  to  the 

OJ  'hi.  i  |.n-o  ;  partly  blinded 
by  his  outward  power,  partly  impelled 
by  the  fear  of  internal  weakness;  at 
■  Hie.  made  -rin  oiine  by  his  genius 
and  hi  -   laii.ll  hi   m,  ami  uneasy  by  I  he 

e\ pectat ion-  of  the  crowd,  b<  i brew 
him  i  It  headlong  into  the  gulf  of  tho 

rushing    Tune,    and    surrendered     hit 

lol'iy  Bpirit  to  no  other  guidance  than 
a  conviction  of  its  natural  buoyancy 
and  it*  heaven-directed  haven 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    ENEMY  S   CAMP. 


While  Rienzi  was  preparing,  in 
concert, perhaps,  with  the  ambassadors 
of  the  brave  Tuscan  States,  whose 
pride  of  country  and  love  of  liberty 
were  well  fitted  to  comprehend,  and 
even  share  them,  his  schemes  for  the 
emancipation  from  all  foreign  yoke 
of  the  Ancient  Queen,  and  the  Ever- 
lasting Garden,  of  the  World ;  the 
Barons,  in  restless  secrecy,  were  re- 
volving projects  for  the  restoration  of 
their  own  power. 

One  morning,  the  heads  of  the 
Savelli,  the  Orsini,  and  the  Frangipani, 
met  at  the  disfortified  palace  of  Stephen 
Colonna.  Their  conference  was  warm 
and  earnest — now  resolute,  now  waver- 
ing, in  its  object — as  indignation  or 
fear  prevailed. 

"  You  have  heard,"  said  Lnca  di 
Savelli,  in  bis  usual  soft  and  womanly 
voice,  "  that  the  Tribune  has  pro- 
claimed, that,  (be  day  after  to-morrow, 
be  will  take  the  order  of  knighthood, 
and  watch  the  night  before  in  the 
church  of  the  Lateran  :  lie  has 
honoured  me  with  a  request  to  attend 
his  vigil." 

"  Yes,  yes,  the  knave.  What  means 
this  new  fantasy  1"  said  the  brutal 
Prince  of  the  Orsini. 

"  Unless  it  be  to  have  the  cavalier's 
right  to  challenge  a  noble,"  said  old 
Colonna,  "  I  cannot  conjecture.  Will 
Rome  never  grow  weary  of  this  mad- 
man ? " 

"  Rome  is  the  more  mad  of  the 
two,"  said  Luca  di  Savelli ;  "  but  me- 
thinks,  in  his  wildncss,  the  Tribune 
hath  committed  one  error  of  which  we 
may  well  avail  ourselves  at  Avignon." 

"  Ah,"  cried  tl Id  <  lolonna,  "  that 

must,  be  our  game;  passive  hen-,  lei 
■6  fight  at  Avignon." 


"  In  a  word  then,  he  hath  ordered 
that  his  bath  shall  be  prepared  in  the 
holy  porphyry  vase  in  which  once 
bathed  the  Emperor  Constantine." 

"  Profanation  >  profanation ! "  cried 
Stephen.  "  This  is  enough  to  excuse 
a  bull  of  excommunication.  The 
Pope  shall  hear  of  it.  I  will  despatch 
a  courier  forthwith." 

"  Better  wait  and  see  the  ceremony," 
said  the  Savelli ;  "  some  greater  folly 
will  close  the  pomp,  be  assured." 

"  Hark  ye,  my  masters,"  said  the 
grim  Lord  of  the  Orsini ;  "  ye  are  for 
delay  and  caution;  I  for  promptness 
and  daring;  my  kinsman's  blood  calls 
aloud,  and  brooks  no  parley." 

"  And  what  do  ? "  said  the  soft- 
voiced  Savelli  ;  "fight  without  soldiers, 
against  twenty  thousand  infuriated 
Romans?  not  I." 

Orsini  sunk  his  voice  into  a  mean- 
ing whisper.  "  In  Venice,"  said  ho, 
'  this  upstart  might  be  mastered 
without  an  army.  Think  you  in  Rome 
no  man  wears  a  stiletto?" 

"  Hush,"  said  Stephen,  who  was  of 
far  nobler  and  better  nature  than  his 
compeers,  and  who,  justifying  to  him- 
self all  other  resistance  to  the  Tribune, 
felt  his  conscience  rise  against  assass- 
ination ;  "  this  must  not  be — your 
zeal  transports  you." 

"Besides,  whom  can  we  employ  1 
scarce  a  German  left  in  the  city  ;  and 
to  whisper  this  to  a  Roman  were  to 
exchange  places  with  poor  Martino — 
Seaven  take  him,  for  he's  nearer 
heaven  than  ever  he  was  before,"  said 
the  Savelli. 

"  Jest  me  no  jests,"  cried  the  <  >rsini, 

"  Jests  on   Buch   a  subject  J 

By   St.    Francis   I  would,  since  thou 

lovast  such  wit.  thou  hadst  it  all  to 
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thyself;  and,  methinks,  at  the  Tri- 
bune's board  I  have  seen  thee  laugh 
at  his  rude  humour,  as  if  thou  didst 
not  require  a  cord  to  choke  thee." 

"  Better  to  laugh  than  to  tremble," 
returned  the  SavellL 

"  How !  darest  thou  say  I  tremble  1 '' 
cried  the  Baron. 

"  Hush,  hush,"  said  the  veteran 
Colonna,  with  impatient  dignity. 
"  We  are  not  now  in  such  holiday 
times  as  to  quarrel  amongst  ourselves. 
Forbear,  my  lords." 

"  Your  greater  prudence,  Signor," 
said  the  sarcastic  Savelli,  "  arises  from 
your  greater  safety.  Your  house  is 
about  to  shelter  itself  under  the 
Tribune's ;  and,  when  the  Lord  Adrian 
returns  from  Naples,  the  innkeeper's 
son  will  be  brother  to  your  kinsman." 

"  You  might  spare  me  that  taunt," 
said  the  old  noble,  with  some  emotion. 
"  Heaven  knows  how  bitterly  I  have 
chafed  at  the  thought ;  yet  I  would 
Adrian  were  with  us.  His  word  goes 
far  to  moderate  the  Tribune,  and  to 
guide  my  own  course,  for  my  passion 
beguiles  my  reason ;  and  since  his 
departure  methinks  we  have  been  the 
more  sullen  without  being  the  more 
strong.  Let  this  pass.  If  my  own  son 
had  wed  the  Tribune's  sister,  I  would 
yet  strike  a  bio  w  for  the  old  constitution 
as  becomes  a  noble,  if  I  but  saw  thai  the 
blow  would  not  cut  off  my  own  head." 

Savelli,  who  had  been  whispering 
apart  with  Rinaldo  Prangipani,  now 
said — 

"  Noble  Prince,  listen  to  me.  You 
arc  bound  by  your  kinsman's  approach- 
ing connection,  your  venerable  age, 
and  your  intimacy  with  the  Pontiff) 
to  a  greater  caution  than  we  are. 
Leave  to  ua  the  m 

enterprise,  and  be  assured  of  our 
discretion," 

\  young  boy,  3tefanello,  n  b 
wards  succeeded  to  I  be  i  | 

of  the  (Inert  line  of  the  '  kdonna,  and 
whom  I  tin  en- 

counter  ere    our    tale    be   closed,    was 


I  playing  by  his  grandsire's  knees,  llu 
looked  sharply  up  at  Savelli,  and  said, 
"Mygrandfatheristoowise,andyouare 
too  timid.  Frangipani  is  too  yielding, 
and  Orsini  is  too  like  a  vexed  bull. 
I  wish  I  were  a  year  or  two  older." 

"  And  what  would  you  do,  my  pretty 
censurer?"  said  the  smooth  Savelli, 
biting  his  smiling  lip. 

"  Stab  the  Tribune  with  ni%>  own 
stiletto,  and  then  hey  for  Palestrina ! " 

"  The  egg  will  hatch  a  brave  ser- 
pent," quoth  the  Savelli.  "  Yet  why 
so  bitter  against  the  Tribune,  my 
cockatrice '!" 

"  Because  he  allowed  an  insolent 
mercer  to  arrest  my  uncle  Agapet  for 
debt.  The  debt  had  been  owed  these 
ten  years ;  and  though  it  is  said  that 
no  house  in  Rome  has  owed  more 
money  than  the  Colonna,  this  is  the 
first  time  I  ever  heard  of  a  rascally 
creditor  being  allowed  to  claim  his 
debt  unless  with  doffed  cap  and  bended 
knee.  And  I  say  that  I  would  not 
live  to  be  a  Baron,  if  such  upstart 
insolence  is  to  be  put  upon  me." 

"  My  child,"  said  old  Stephen, 
laughing  heartily,  "  I  see  our  noble 
order  will  be  safe  enough  in  your 
hands." 

"  And,"  continued  the  child,  em- 
boldened by  the  applause  he  received, 
"if  I  had  time  after  pricking  the 
Tribune,  I  would  fain  have  a  second 
Btroke  at " 

"  Whom?"  said  the  Savelli,  observ- 
ing the  boy  pause ; 

"  My  cousin  Adrian.  Shame  on 
him,  for  dreaming  to  make  one  a  wife 
whose  birth  would  scarce  lit  her  for  a 
Colonna's  Ionian  !  " 

•'  Qo  play,  my  child—  go  plaj 
the  old  <  olonna,  as  he  pushed  I  be  boy 
bim. 

babble,"  cried  the 

Orsini,  rudely.      "  Tell    me,  old  lord  ; 

i     ,i.  red,  I  >aw  an  old  friend 

(one  of  your  1 ir  mercenarii      quit 

the  palace — may  I  craw  his  errand  .' " 

"  Ah,  yes;  a  messenger  from  Fra 
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Moreale.  1  wrote  to  the  Knight, 
reproving  him  for  his  desertion  on  our 
ill-starred  return  from  Corneto,  and 
intimating  that  five  hundred  lances 
would  be  highly  paid  for  just  now." 

"  Ah,"  said  Savelli ;  "  and  what  is 
his  answer ! " 

"  Oh,  wily  and  evasive  :  He  is  pro- 
fuse in  compliments  and  good  wishes; 
but  says  he  is  under  fealty  to  the 
Hungarian  king,  whose  cause  is  before 
Rienzi's  tribunal;  that  he  cannot  de- 
sert his  present  standard;  that  he 
fears  Rome  is  so  evenly  balanced  be- 
tween patricians  and  the  people,  that 
whatever  party  would  permanently  be 
uppermost  must  call  inaPodesta  ;  and 
this  character  alone  the  Provencal 
insinuates  would  suit  him." 

"  Montreal  our  Podesta?"  cried  the 
Orsini. 

"  And  why  not?"  said  Savelli;  "as 
good  a  well-born  Podesta  as  a  low- 
born Tribune'?  But  I  trust  we  may 
do  without  either.  Colonna,  has  this 
messenger  from  Fra  Moreale  left  the 
city?" 

"  I  suppose  so." 


"  No,"  said  Orsini;  "  1  met  him  at 
the  gate,  and  knew  him  of  old  :  it  is 
Rodolf,  the  Saxon  (once  a  hireling  of 
the  Colonna),  who  has  made  some 
widows  among  my  clients  in  the  good 
old  day.  He  is  a  little  disguised  now  : 
however,  I  recognised  and  a 
him,  for  I  thought  he  was  one  who 
might  yet  become  a  friend,  and  1  bade 
him  await  me  at  my  palace." 

"  You  did  well,"  said  the  Savelli, 
musing,  and  his  eyes  met  those  of 
Orsini.  Shortly  afterwards  a  confer- 
ence,  in  which  much  was  said  and 
nothing  settled,  was  broken  up  ;  but, 
Luca  di  Savelli,  loitering  at  the  porch, 
prayed  the  Frangipani,  and  the  other 
Barons,  to  adjourn  to  the  Orsini's 
palace. 

"  The  old  Colonna,"  said  he,  "  is 
well-nigh  in  his  dotage.  We  shall 
come  to  a  quick  determination  without 
him,  and  we  can  secure  his  proxy  in 
his  son." 

And  this  was  a  true  prophecy,  for 
half-an-hour's  consultation  with  Rodolf 
of  Saxony  sufficed  to  ripen  thought 
into  enterprise. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THK    NIGHT    AND    ITS    INdDKNTS. 


With  the  following  twilight,  Rome 
was  summoned  to  the  commencement 
of  the  most  magnificent  spectacle  the 
Imperial  C  t)  had  witnessed  since  the 
fall  of  the  Caesars.  It  had  been  a 
ringular  privilege,  arrogated  by  the 
people  of  Rome,  to  confer  upon  then 
citizens  the  order  of  knighthood. 
Twenty  years  before,  a  Colonna  and 
an  Orsini  bad  received  this  popular 
honour.  Rienzi,  who  designed  it  as 
the  prelude  to  a  more  important  cere- 
mony, claimed  from  the  Romans  a 
similar  distinction.  From  tin-  Capitol 
to    the    Latcran   swept,   in   long  pro- 


cession, all  that  Rome  boasted  of 
noble,  of  fair,  and  brave.  First  wont 
horsemen  without  number,  and  from 
all  the  neighbouring  parts  of  Italy,  in 
apparel  that  well  befitted  the  occasion. 
Trumpeters,  and  musicians  of  all 
kinds,  followed,  and  the  trumpets 
were  of  silver:  youths  bearing  the 
harness  of  the  knightly  war-steed, 
wrought  with  gold,  preceded  the 
march  of  the  loftiest  matronage  of 
Rome,  whose  love  for  show,  and  it 
may  be  whose  admiration  for  tri- 
umphant fame,  (which  to  women  sanc- 
tions many  offences,)  made  them  forget 
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the  bumbled  greatness  of  their  lords: 
amidst  them  Nina  and  Irene,  out- 
shining  all  the  rest;  then  came  the 
Tribune  and  the  Pontiff's  Vicar,  sur- 
rounded by  all  the  greal  Signors  of 
the  city,  smothering  alike  resentment, 
revenge,  and  scorn,  and  struggling 
who  Bhould  approach  nearest  to  the 
monarch  of  the  day.  The  high- 
hearted old  Colonna  alone  remained 
aloof,  following  at  a  little  distance, 
and  in  a  garb  studious!}  plain.  Bui 
his  age,  Ins  rank,  his  former  renown 
in  war  and  state,  did  not  suffice  to 
draw  to  hiB  grey  Locks  and  high-born 
mien  a  Bingle  one  of  the  shouts  that 
attended  the  meanest  lord  on  whom 
the  great  Tribune  smiled.  Savelli 
followed  nearesl  to  Rienzi,  the  most 
obsequious  of  the  courtly  hand;  im- 
mediately before  the  Tribune  came 
two  men ;  the  one  bore  a  drawn  sword, 
the  other  the  pendone,  or  standard 
usually  assigned  to  royalty.  The  Tri- 
bune  himself  was  clothed  in  a  long 
robe  of  white  satin,  whose  snowy  dazzle 
(miri  candoris)  is  peculiarly  dwelt 
on  by  the  historian,  richly  d<  i 
with  gold;  while  on  his  breast  were 
many  of  those  mystic  symbols  1  have 
before  alluded  to,  the  exact  meaning 
of  which  was  perhaps  known  only  to 
the  wearer.  In  his  dark  eye,  and  on 
that  large  tranquil  brow,  in  which 
thought  seemed  to 
storm,  there  might  I  a  mind 

abstracted  from  the  pomp  around  ; 
hut  ever  and  anon  he-  roused  himself, 
and  conversed  partially  with  Baimond 
or  Savelli. 

"  This  i-  a  quail  lid  the 

t  (reini,  falling  back  to  the  old  Colonna : 

"  hut  it  ma;  ally." 

■■   M'  thinks    it    may,' 

Tribune  overhear  thee." 
( tr-ini   grew  pali 

I 

at  our 
;  ut   the  other 
day  that  some  knave  told  him  what 
me  of  the  Annibaldi  said  of  him 


words  for  which  a  true  cavalier  would 
have  drawn  (lie  speaker's  life's  Mood  ; 
and  he  sent  for  the  Annibaldi,  and 
said,  'My  friend,  receive  this  ]>urse  of 
gold,— court,  wits  should  he  paid.'" 
"  Did  Annibaldi  take  tin:  -did  '." 
"  Why,  no;  the  Tribune  was  pleased 
with  his  spirit,  and  made  him  sap  with 
him  :  and  Annibaldi  says  he  never 
spent  a  merrier  evening,  and  no  longei 
wonders  that   his  kinsman,  Riccardo, 

loves   the  buffoon  so." 

Arrived  now  at  the  Lateran,  Luea 
di  Savelli  fell  also  back,  and  whispered 
to  Orsini ;  the  Frangipani,  and  some 
other  of  the  nobles,  exchanged  mean 
ing  looks;  Rienzi,  entering  the  sacred 
edifice  in  which,  according  to  custom, 
he  was  to  pass  the  night  watching  his 
armour,  bade  the  crowd  farewell,  and 
summoned  them  the  next,  morning, 
"Tohearthings  that  might, he  trusted, 
he  accept  able'  to  heaven  and  earth." 

The  immense  multitude  received 
this  intimation  with  curiosity  and 
,  while  those  w  ho  had  been 
in  some  measure  prepared  bj  I  lei  co 
del  Vecchio,  hailed  it  as  an  omen 
of  their  Tribune's  unflagging  resolu- 
tion. The  concourse  dispersed  with 
- i 1 1  - 1 1 l.i r  order  and  quietness;  it  was 
recorded  asa  remarkable  fact,  that,  in 

i  a  crowd,  composed  of  men  of 
all  parties,  none  exhibited  licence  or 
indulged    in   quarrel      Some  of  the 
nd  cavaliers,  among  whom  was 
Luea  di  Savelli,  who  urbanity 

ami    sarcastic   humour  found    favour 
with  the  Tribune,  and  a  few  subordinate 

ad  attendant-,  alone  remained  ; 
i  inelatf  he  porch, 
fore  tie-  Palace,  the 

i    and    Fount    "f  ( lonstantine, 
id  i 
void    to   the    melancholy    moon 
Within  the  church,  according  to  the 

ot   I '  e  time  and   rite,  the  do- 

'    of  the  T(  D 

ler  of  tie'  Santo  Bpirito.     His 
pride,   i  i  ■  ion   equally 

weal  .  thout  Ii  mot'       CCU  able,  led  him 
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to  bathe  in  the  porphyry  vase  which 
ail  absurd  legend  consecrated  to  Con- 
st an  cine  ;  and  this,  as  Savelli  predicted, 
cost  him  dear.  These  appointed  cere- 
monies concluded,  his  arms  were 
placed  in  that  part  of  the  church, 
within  the  columns  of  St.  John.  And 
here  his  state  bed  was  prepared.* 

The  attendant  barons,  pages,  and 
chamberlains,  retired  out  of  sight  to 
a  small  side  chapel  in  the  edifice ; 
and  Rienzi  was  left  alone.  A  single 
lamp,  placed  beside  his  bed,  contended 
with  the  mournful  rays  of  the  moon, 
that  cast  through  the  long  casements, 
over  aisle  and  pillar,  its  "  dim  re- 
ligious light."  The  sanctity  of  the 
place,  the  solemnity  of  the  hour, 
and  the  solitary  silence  round,  were 
well  calculated  to  deepen  the  high- 
ivrought  and  earnest  mood  of  that 
son  of  fortune.  Many  and  high  fancies 
swept  over  his  mind — now  of  worldly 
aspirations,  now  of  more  august  but 
visionary  belief,  till  at  length,  wearied 
with  his  own  reflections,  he  cast  him- 
self on  the  bed.  It  was  an  omen  which 
graver  history  has  not  neglected  to 
record,  that  the  moment  he  pressed 
the  bed,  new  prepared  for  the  occa- 
sion, part  of  it  sank  under  him :  he 
himself  was  affected  by  the  accident, 
aud  sprung  forth,  turning  pale  and 
muttering;  but,  as  if  ashamed  of  his 
weakness,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
again  composed  himself  to  rest,  and 
drew  the  drapery  round  him. 

The  moonbeams  grew  fainter  and 
more  faint  as  the  time  proceeded,  and 
tin'  sharp  distinction  between  light 
and  -hade  faded  fast  from  the  marble 
floor  ;  when  from  behind  a  column  at 
the  furthest  verge  of  the  building,  a 
strange  shadow  suddenly"  crossed  the 
sickly  light—  it  crept  on — it  moved, 
but  without  an  echo, — from  pillar  to 


*  In  a  more  northern  country,  the  eve  of 
knighthood  would  have  been  spent  without 
sleeping.  In  Italy,  the  ceremony  of  watch- 
dog tlie  armour  docs  not  appear  to  have  been 
*o  rigidly  observed. 


pillar  it  flittea — it  rested  at  last 
behind  the  column  nearest  to  the 
Tribune's  bed — it  remained  stationary 

The  shades  gathered  darker  and 
darker  round  ;  the  stillness  seemed 
to  deepen  ;  the  moon  was  gone ;  and, 
save  from  the  struggling  ray  of  the 
lamp  beside  llieuzi,  the  1  dark. 
night  closed  over  the  solemn  and 
ghostly  scene. 

In  one  of  the  side  chapels,  as  I 
have  before  said,  which,  in  the  many 
alterations  the  church  has  undergone, 
is  probably  long  since  destroyed,  were 
Savelli  and  the  few  attendants  retained 
by  the  Tribune.  Savelli  alone  slept 
not;  he  remained  sitting  erect, breath- 
less and  listening,  while  the  tall 
lights  in  the  chapel  rendered  yet  more 
impressive  the  rapid  changes  of  his 
countenance. 

"  Now  pray  Heaven,"  said  he,  "  the 
knave  miscarry  not !  Such  an  occa 
sion  may  never  again  occur!  He  has 
a  strong  arm  and  a  dexterous  hand, 
doubtless  ;  but  the  other  is  a  powerful 
man.  The  deed  once  done,  I  care  not 
whether  the  doer  escape  or  not;  if 
not,  why  we  must  stab  liim  !  Dead 
men  tell  no  tales.  At  the  worst,  who 
can  avenge  Rienzi  1  There  is  no  other 
Rienzi  !  Ourselves  and  the  Frangi- 
pani  seize  the  Aventiue,  theColonna 
and  the  Orsini  the  other  quarters  ol 
the  city:  and  without  the  master- 
spirit,   wc    may   laugh   at   the    mad 

populace.     But    if    discovered; " 

and  Savelli,  who,  fortunately  for  his 
foes,  had  not  nerves  equal  to  his  will, 
covered  his  face-  and  shuddered  ; — "  I 
think  I  hear  a  noise! — no — is  it  the 
wind? — tush,  it  must  be  old  Yieode 
Scotto,  turning  in  his  shell  of  mail ! 
— silent — I  like  not  that  silence!  No 
cry — no  sound  !  Can  the  ruffian  have 
played  us  false!  or  could  he  not  scale 
the  ea-ement?  It  is  but  a  child's 
effort;— or  did  the  sentry  spy  him?" 

Time  passed  on  :  the  first  ray  of 
daylight  slowly  gleamed,  when  he 
thought    he    heard    the   door  of  the 
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church  close.  Savclli's  suspense  be- 
came intolerable :  he  stole  from  the 
chapel,  and  came  in  sight  of  the 
Tribune's  bed — all  was  silent. 

"  Perhaps  the  silence  of  death," 
Rai<l  Savelli,  as  he  crept  back. 

Meanwhile  the  Tribune,  vainly  cu- 
deavouring  to  close  his  eyes,  was 
rendered  yet  more  watchful  by  the 
uneasy  position  he  was  obliged  to 
assume — for  the  part  of  the  bed 
towards  the  pillow  having  given  way, 
while  the  rest  remained  solid,  he  had 
inverted  the  legitimate  order  of  lying, 
and  drawn  himself  up  as  lie  might 
commodate  his  limbs,  towards 
tli  fool  of  the  bed.  The  light  of  the 
lamp,  though  shaded  by  the  draperies, 
was  thus  opposite  to  him.  Impatient 
of  his  wakefulness,  lie  at  last  thought 
it  was  this  dull  and  nickering  light 
which  scared  away  the  slumber,  and 
wa-  about  Hi  rise,  to  remove  it  further 
from  him,  when  he  saw  the  curtain  at 
her  end  of  the  bed  gently  lifted : 
he  remained  quiet  and  alarmed ; — ere 
he  could  draw  a  second  breath,  a  dark 
figure  interposed  between  the  light 
and  the  bed  ;  and  he  felt  that  a  stroke 
was  aimed  against  that  part  of  the 
li,  which,  but  lor  the  accident 
th  had  seemed  to  him  ominous, 
would  have  given  his  breast  to  the 
!  Bienzi  waited  not   a 

and    better-directed    blow;    a-    :1m; 
i  yet   stooped,  groping  in  the 
in   light,  he  threw  on   b  m  all 
ight  and  power  of  his  1 
muscular  frame,  wrenched  the  Btiletto 
from  the  bravo's  hand,  and  dashing 
him  on  the  bed,  placed  his  knee  on 
hi-    i.reast  —  The    stiletto 
gleamed — descended     the  murtherer 
Bwerved   aside,  and  it    pierced   only 
his  right  arm.     The  Tribune  raised, 
tor  a  deadlier  blow,  th'-   revengeful 
blade. 

The  assassin  thus  foiled  was  a  man 
nsed  to  all  form  and  shape  of  danger, 
and  he  did  not,  aon  lose  hi-,  pi 

of  mind. 


"  Hold  !  "  said  he  ;  "  if  you  kill  me, 
you  will  die  yourself.  Spare  me,  and 
I  will  save  you." 

"  Miscreant  1 " 

"  Hush — not  so  loud,  or  you  will 
disturb  your  attendants,  and  some  of 
them  may  do  what  I  have  failed  to 
execute.  Spare  me,  I  say,  and  1  will 
reveal  that  which  were  worth  more 
than  my  life;  but  call  not—  speak 
not  aloud,  I  warn  you  !  " 

The  Tribune  felt  his  heart  stand 
still  :  in  that  lonely  place,  afar  from 
his  idolizing  people  —  his  devoted 
guards — with  but  loathing  barons,  or, 
it  might  lie,  faithless  menials,  within 
call,  might  not  the  baffled  murtherer 
give  a  wholesome  warning  '< —  and 
those  words  and  that  doubt  seemed 
suddenly  to  reverse  their  respective 
positions,  and  leave  the  conqueror  still 
in  the  assassin's  power. 

"  Thou  thinkest  to  deceive  me," 
said  he,  hut  in  a  voice  whispered  and 
uncertain,  which  shewed  the  ruffian 
the  advantage  he  had  gained  :  "thou 
WOuldst  that  I  might  release  thee 
without  summoning  my  attendants, 
that  thou  mightst  a  second  time 
attempt  my  lite." 

"  Thou  hast,  disabled  my  right  arm, 
and  disarmed  me  of  my  only  weapon. 

"  How  earnest  thou  hither]" 

"  By  connivance." 

"  Whence  this  attempt?" 

"  The  dictation  of  others." 

"  If  I  pardon  thee " 

"  Thou  shall  know  all  !  " 

''  Rise,"  -aid  the  Tribune,  releasing 

his  prisoner,  but  with  great  caution, 

and  still  grasping  his  Bhoulder  with 

one  hand,  while  the  other  pointed  the 

r  at  hi-  throat. 

'•  Did  my  sentry  admit  theel  There 
is  hut  oik;  entrance  t<>  the  church, 
methinks." 

"  lh-  did  not  ;  follow  me,  and  I  will 
(•■11  thee  mure." 

"  I >og  I  thou  hasl  aocomplici 
"  It  I  have,  thou  hast  tie-  knife  at 
my  throal 
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"  Wouklst  thou  escape  ] " 

"  I  cannot,  or  I  would." 

Eienzi  looked  hard,  by  the  dull 
light  of  the  lamp,  at  the  assassin. 
His  rugged  and  coarse  countenance, 
rude  garb,  and  barbarian  speech, 
seemed  to  him  proof  sufficient  that 
he  was  but  the  hireling  of  others; 
and  it  might  be  wise  to  brave  one 
danger  present  and  certain,  to  pre- 
vent much  danger  future  and  unfore- 
seen. Rienzi,  too,  was  armed,  strong, 
active,  in  the  prime  of  life  ; — and  at 
the  worst,  there  was  no  part  of  the 
building  whence  his  voice  would  not 
reach  those  within  the  chapel, — if  they 
could  be  depended  upon. 

"  Shew  me  then'  thy  place  and 
means  of  entrance,"  said  he ;  "  and  if 
I  but  suspect  thee  as  we  move — thou 
diest.     Take  up  the  lamp." 

The  ruffian  nodded ;  'with  his  left 
hand  took  up  the  lamp  as  he  was 
ordered  ;  and  with  Rienzi's  grasp  on 
his  shoulder,  wnile  the  wound  from 
his  right  arm  dropped  gore  as  he 
passed,  he  moved  noiselessly  along 
the  church — gained  the  altar — to  the 
left  of  which  was  a  small  room  for 
the  use  or  retirement  of  the  priest. 
To  this  lie  made  his  way.  Rienzi's 
heart  misgave  him  a  moment. 

"  Beware,"  he  whispered,  "  the 
Least  sign  of  fraud,  and  thou  art  the 
first  victim ! " 

The  assassin  nodded  again,  and 
proceeded.  They  entered  the  room  ; 
and  then  the  Tribune's  strange  guide 
pointed  to  an  open  casement.  "  Be- 
hold my  entrance,"  said  he;  "  and,  if 
you  permit  me,  my  egress " 

"  The  frog  gets  not  out  of  the  well 
30  easily  as  he  came  in,  friend," 
returned  Rienzi,  smiling.  ''And  now, 
if  I  am  not  to  call  my  guards,  what 
am  I  to  do  with  thee  !  " 

"  Let  me  go,  and  I  will  seek  thee  to- 
morrow ;  and  if  thou  payest  me  hand 
somely,  and  promisest  not   to 
limb  or  life,  1  will  put  t  hine  enemies 
and  my  employers  in  thy  power." 


Rienzi  could  not  refrain  from  a 
slight  laugh  at  the  proposition,  but 
composing  himself,  replied  —  "And 
what  if  I  call  my  attendants,  and  give 
thee  to  their  charge  ? " 

"  Thou  givest  me  to  those  very 
enemies  and  employers ;  and  in  despair 
lest  I  betray  them,  ere  the  day  dawn 
they  cut  my  throat — or  thine." 

"  Methinks  knave,  I  have  seen  thee 
before." 

"  Thou  hast.  I  blush  not  for  name 
or  country.     I  am  Rodolf  of  Saxony ! " 

"  I  remember  me  ,  —  servitor  of 
Walter  de  Montreal.  He,  then,  is  thy 
instigator ! " 

"  Roman,  no  !  That  noble  Knight 
scorns  other  weapon  than  the  open 
sword,  and  his  own  hand  slays  his 
own  foes.  Your  pitiful,  miserable, 
dastard  Italians,  alone  employ  the 
courage,  and  hire  the  arm,  of  others." 

Rienzi  remained  silent.  He  had 
released  hold  of  his  prisoner,  and 
stood  facing  him ;  every  now  and 
then  regarding  his  countenance,  and 
again  relapsing  into  thought.  At 
length,  casting  his  eyes  round  the 
small  chamber  thus  singularly  te- 
nanted, he  observed  a  kind  of  closet, 
in  which  the  priests'  robes,  and  sonic 
articles  used  in  the  sacred  service, 
were  contained.  It  suggested  at  once 
an  escape  from  his  dilemma:  he 
pointed  to  it — 

"  There,  Rodolf  of  Saxony,  shalt 
thou  pass  some  part  of  this  night — 
a  small  penance  for  thy  meditated 
crime;  and  to-morrow,  as  thou  lookest 
for  life,  thou  wilt  reveal  all." 

"  Hark  ye,  Tribune,"  returned  the 
Saxon,  doggedly j  "my  liberty  is  in 
your  power,  but  neither  my  tongue 
nor  in\  life.  If  I  consent  to  be  caged 
in  that  hole,  you  must  swear  on  the 
crossed  hilt  of  the  dagger  that  you 
now  hold,  that,  on  confession  of  all 
all  I  know,  you  pardon  and  set  me 
free.  Mv  employers  are  enough  to 
glut  your  rage  an' you  were  a  tiger. 
It  von  do  not,  swear  this " 
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"  Ah,  my  modest  friend  !  —  the 
alternative]" 

"  I  brain  myself  against  the  stone 
wall!  Better  such  a  death  than  the 
rack  ! " 

"  Fool,  I  want  not  revenge  against 
such  as  thou.  Be  honest,  and  I  swear 
that,  twelve  hours  after  thy  confession, 
thou  shalt  stand  safe  and  unscathed 
without  the  walls  of  Rome.  So  help 
me  our  Lord  and  his  saints." 

"  I  am  content  !  —  Donner  und 
Hagel,  1  have  lived  long  enough  to 
care  only  for  my  own  life,  and  the 
great  captain's  next  to  it ; — for  the 
rest,  I  reek  not  if  ye  southerns  cut, 
each  other's  throats,  and  make  all 
[taly  "no  grave." 

With  this  benevolent  speech,  Rodolf 
entered  the  closet;  hut  ere  Rienzi 
could  close  the  door,  he  stepped  forth 
again— 

"  Hold,"  said  he  :  "  this  blood  flows 
fast.  Help  me  to  bandage  it,  or  I 
shall  bleed  to  death  ere  my  con- 
•  n." 

"Per  fede,"  said  the  Tribune,  his 
strange  humour  enjoying  the  man's 
cool  audacity  ;  "  but,  considering  the 
thou  wouldst  have  rendered 
mi',  tin ni  art  the  most  pleasant, 
forbearing,  unabashed,  good  fellow,  I 
en  this  many  a  year.  Give  us 
thine  own  belt.  I  little  thought  my 
in-t  eve  of  knighthood  would  have 
been  bo  charitably  spent ! " 

■■  (Rethinks  these  robes  would  make 
a  better  bandage,"  --aid  Rodolf,  point- 

ill',-    priests1    gear    suspended 
from  the  wall. 

"Silence,  kna^e/'said  the  Tribune, 
frowning;   "no  sacrilege  I      Y<i,  as 
thou  takest  Buch  dainty  care  of  thy- 
self, thou  shalt  hare  mine  on  i 
tee." 
With  thai  the  Tribune,  placing  his 
i  '.n  ih.;  ground,  while  be  cau- 
tiously guarded  it  with  hi-  foot,  bound 
up  I  be  wounded  limb,  tor  n  bich  con- 

i    mii    ftodolf  gave    bit 
thanks ;    resumi  d    bis    weapon    ami 


lamp  ;  closed  the  door  ;  drew  over  it 
the  long,  heavy  bolt  without,  and 
returned  to  his  couch,  deeply  and 
indignantly  musing  over  the  treason 
he  had  so  fortunately  escaped. 

At  the  first  grey  streak  of  dawn  he 
went  out  of  the  great  door  of  the 
church,  called  the  sentry,  who  was 
one  of  his  own  guard,  and  bade  him 
privately,  and  now  ere  the  world  was 
astir,  convey  the  prisoner  to  one  of 
the  private  dungeons  of  the  Capitol. 
'■'  Be  silent,"  said  he :  "  utter  not  a 
word  of  this  to  any  one ;  be  obedient, 
and  thou  shalt,  be  promoted.  This 
done,  find  out  the  councillor,  Pandulfo 
di  Guido,  and  bid  him  seek  me  here 
ere  the  crowd  assemble." 

lie  then,  making  the  sentinel  doff 
his  heavy  shoes  of  iron,  led  him  across 
the  church,  resigned  Rodolf  to  his 
care,  saw  them  depart,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  afterwards  his  voice  was 
heard  by  the  inmates  of  the  neigh- 
bouring chapel ;  and  he  was  soon  sur- 
rounded by  his  I  rain. 

He  was  already'  standing  on  the 
floor,  wrapped  in  a  large  gown  lined 
with  furs;  and  his  piercing  eye 
scanned  carefully  the  face  of  each  man 
that  approached.  Two  of  the  Barons 
of  the  Prangipani  family  exhibited 
some  tokens  of  confusion  ami  embar- 
rassment, from  which  they  speedily 
recovered  at  the  frank  salutation  of 
the  Tribune. 

Hut  all  the  aii  ofSavelli  could  not 
prevent  his  features  from  betraying 
to  the  most,  indifferent  eye  the  terror 

of  his  soul  ;--  and,    when     he     G  11     I  be 

I ing  gaze  of  Rienzi  upon  him, 
he  trembled  in  every  joint.  Rienzi 
alone  did  not,  however,  seem  i"  not  ice 

his  disorder;  and  when  V'ico  di  Set  to, 

an    old  kn'r_rlit,  from    whose  hands   he 

1    hi-    -word,    asked    him    how 

he  had  passed  tin  night,  he  replied, 
cheerfully — 

•  w  ii.  v..  ii  mi  brave  friend ' 
Over  a   maidi  n    I  night    a  »mi 

tlways  watches.     Signor  Euca 
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di  Savelli,  I  fear  you  have  slept  but 
ill :  you  seem  pale.  No  matter  ! — 
out  banquet  to-day  will  soon  brighten 
the  current  of  your  gay  blood." 

"  Blood,  Tribune  !  "  said  di  Scotto, 
who  was  innocent  of  the  plot :  "  thou 
sayest  blood,  and  lo  !  on  the  floor  are 
large  gouts  of  it  not  yet  dry." 

"  Now,  out  on  thee,  old  hero,  for 
betrayingmy  awkwardness !  I  pricked 
myself  with  my  own  dagger  in  un- 
robing. Thank  Heaven  it  hath  no 
poison  in  its  blade  ! " 

The  Frangipani  exchanged  looks, — 
Luca  di  Savelli  clung  to  a  column  for 
support, — and  the  rest  of  the  attend- 
ants seemed  grave  and  surprised. 

"  Think  not  of  it,  my  masters," 
said  Rienzi :  "  it  is  a  good  omen,  and 
a  true  prophecy.     It  implies  that  he 


who  girds  on  his  sword  for  the  good 
of  the  state,  must  be  ready  to  spill  his 
blood  for  it :  that  am  I.  No  more  of 
this — a  mere  scratch  :  it  gave  more 
blood  than  I' recked  of  from  so  slight 
a  puncture,  and  saves  the  leech  the 
trouble  of  the  lancet.  How  brightly 
breaks  the  day  !  We  must  prepare 
to  meet  our  fellow-citizens — they  will 
be  here  anon.  Ha,  my  Pandulfo— 
welcome  ! — thou,  my  old  friend,  shalt 
buckle  on  this  mantle  !  " 

And  while  Pandulfo  was  engaged 
in  the  task,  the  Tribune  whispered  a 
few  words  in  his  ear,  which,  by  the 
smile  on  his  countenance,  seemed  to 
the  attendants  one  of  the  familiar  jests 
with  which  Rienzi  distinguished  bis 
intercourse  with  his  more  confideu 
tial  intimates. 


CHAPTER  VI 


THK   CELEBRATED   CITATION. 


The  bell  of  the  great  Lateran  church 
sounded  shrill  and  loud,  as  the  mighty 
multitude,  greater  even  than  that  of 
the  preceding  night,  swept  on.  The 
appointed  officers  made  way  with  dif- 
ficulty for  the  barons  and  ambassa- 
dors, and  scarcely  were  those  noble 
visitors  admitted  ere  the  crowd  closed  i 
in  their  ranks,  poured  headlong  into 
the  church,  and  took  the  way  to  the 
chapel  of  Boniface  VIII.  There,  fill- 
ing every  cranny,  and  blocking  up 
the  entrance,  the  more  fortunate  of 
the  press  beheld  the  Tribune  sur- 
rounded by  flic  splendid  court  his; 
genius  had  collected,  and  his  fortune 
bad  subdued.  At  length,  as  Mi"  so- 
lemn and  holy  music  began  to  swell  j 
through  the  edifice,  preluding  the 
celebration  of  the  mass,  the  Tribune 
stepped  forth,  and  the  hush  of  the  | 
music  was  increased  by  the  universal 
ana  dead  silence  of  the  audience.  Eis 
height,  his  air,  his  countenance  w«»r*  i 


such  as  always  command  the  atten- 
tion of  crowds ;  and  at  this  time  they 
received  every  adjunct  from  the  inte- 
rest of  the  occasion,  and  that  peculiar 
look  of  intent  yet  suppressed  fervour, 
which  is,  perhaps,  the  sole  gift  of  the 
eloquent  that  Nature  alone  can  i;ivc. 
"  Be  it  known,"  said  he,  slowly  and 
deliberately,  "in virtue  of  that  autho- 
rity, power,  and  jurisdiction,  which 
the  Roman  people,  in  general  parlia- 
ment, have  assigned  to  us.  and  which 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff  hath  confirmed, 
that  we.  not  ungrateful  of  the  gifi  and 
grace  of  the  Holy  Spirit — whose  sol- 
dier we  now  are — nor  of  the  favour  of 
the  Roman  people,  declare,  that  Rome, 
capital  of  the  world,  and  base  of  the 
Christian  church;  and  that  every  City, 
State,  and  People  of  Italy,  are  hence- 
forth free.  By  that  freedom,  and  in 
the  same  consecrated  authority,  we 
proclaim,  that  the  election,  jurisdic- 
tion, and   monarchy  of  the  Roman 
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empire  appertain  to  Rome  and  Rome's 
people,  and  the  whole  of  Italy.  We 
cite,  then,  and  summon  personally, 
the  illustrious  princes,  Louis  Duke 
of  Bavaria,  and  Charles  King  of  Bohe- 
mia, who  would  style  themselves  Em- 
perors of  Italy,  to  appear  before  us, 
or  the  other  magistrates  of  Rome,  to 
plead  and  to  prove  their  claim  between 
this  day  and  the  Day  of  Pentecost. 
We  cite  also,  and  within  the  same 
term,  the  Duke  of  Saxony,  the  Prince 
of  Brandenburg,  and  whosoever  else, 
potentate,  prince,  or  prelate,  asserts 
the  right  of  Elector  to  the  imperial 
throne — a  right  that,  we  find  it  chro- 
nicled from  ancient  and  immemorial 
time,  appertaineth  only  to  the  Roman 
people — and  this  in  vindication  of  our 
civil  liberties,  without  derogation  of 
the  spiritual  power  of  the  Church,  the 
Pontiff,    and    the    Sacred    College.* 


*  "  II  tutto  Benza  derogare  all*  autorita 
della  Chiesa,  del  Papa  e  del  Sacro  Collegio." 
So  concludes  this  extraordinary  citation, 
this  bold  and  wonderful  assertion  of  the 
classii  independence  "f  Italy,  in  the  most 
feudal  time  of  the  fourteenth  century.  The 
anonymous  biographer  of  Itienzi  declares 
that  the  Tribune  cited  also  the  Pope  and 
the  Cardinals  to  reside  in  Rome.  De  Sade 
iv  and  Incontrovertibly  refutes  tins 
addition  to  the  daring  or  the  extravagance 
of  Riensi.  Gibbon,  however,  who  has  ren- 
dered tin-  rest  i  f  the  citation  in  terms  more 
abrupt  and  discourteous  than  In- was  war- 
rant..! by  any  authority!  copies  the  biogra- 
pher's blunder,  and  sneers  at  I>.-  Bade,  as 
u^intr  arguments  "  rather  of  decency  than 

Of  weight.*     Without  wearying    the    reader 

with  all  the  arguments  of  the  learned  A'ohe, 
it  may  be  sufficient  t..  give  the  first  two. 

l-t.  All  the'  other  contemporaneous   his 
torians    that  have   treated   of  thic 
(i.  Villanl,   Hoi  Vatican    MSS. 

ami  other  chronicierH,  relating  the  citation 
of  the  Bmpi  ror  at  .1  I 

I 
'  i  meat  vi.).  in   his  subsequent  &c 
:  1  (  1  , 1 1 1         le  very 
bis  citatl  o  ..f  tie  Bmporor,  1^  wholly  silent 
on  what  would  have  been  to  the  P 

..f  citing  i  1 . 
the  Cardinals. 

1  |  this  citation,  as  pub- 

lished  formally  In  the  Lateran,  i- 1  atant  in 

No.  10, 


Herald,  proclaim  the  citation,  at  the 
greater  and  more  formal  length,  aa 
written  and  intrusted  to  your  hands, 
without  the  Lateran." 

As  Rienzi  concluded  this  bold  pro- 
clamation of  the  liberties  of  Italy,  tin- 
Tuscan  ambassadors,  and  those  of 
some  other  of  the  free  states,  mur- 
mured low  approbation.  The  ambas- 
sadors of  those  States  that  affected 
the  party  of  the  Emperor  looked  at 
each  other  in  silent  amaze  and  con- 
sternation. The  Roman  Barons  re- 
mained with  mute  lips  and  downcast 
eyes  ;  only  over  the  aged  face  of  Ste- 
phen Colonna  settled  a  smile,  half  of 
scorn,  half  of  exultation.  But  tlm 
great  mass  of  the  citizens  were  1 
by  words  that  opened  so  grand  a  pros- 
pect as  the  emancipation  of  all  Italy  . 
and  their  reverence  of  the  Tribune's 
power  and  fortune  was  almost  that 
due  to  a  supernatural  being;  so  that 
they  did  not  pause  to  calculate  the 
means  which  were  to  correspond  with 
the  boast. 

While  his  eye  roved  over  the  crowd, 
the  gorgeous  assemblage  near  him, 
the  devoted  throng  beyond;— as  on 
his  ear  boomed  the  murmur  of  thou- 
sands and  ten  thousands,  in  the  space 
without,  from  before  the  Palace  of 
Constantino  (Palace  now  bis  own!) 
sworn  to  devote  life  and  fortune  to 


Eocsemius,  (whence  is  borrowed,  though  not 
at  all  its  length,  the  speech  in  the  text  of 
our  present  tale ;)  and  in  this  document  the 
Pope  and  his  Cardinals  are  not  named  in 

the    imwmwia. 

Gibbon's  whole  account  of  rliensi  Is  super- 
ficial and  unfair.  To  the  cold  and  sneering 
scepticism,  which  so  of  ten  deforms  tbi 
tic  work  of  thai  great  writer,  allowing  no. 
thing  for  that  sincere  1  urgent  enthu- 
siasm which,  whether  of  liberty  or  religion, 
i-,  the  most  common  parent  .  .i  daring  m  tlon, 
Roman  seems  but  an  ambitious 
and  fantastic  madman     In  Gibbon's  hands 

a  hat    v*  1  old   Cromwi  11    have    1 '.'    wl  at 

\  ..li  ';  h  hat   Hampden  f     1  he  pi  dant,   Ju- 
lian,  with   his  dirty  person  and  pompon 
o,   was  Gibbon's  Ideal   of  »  k"«TT> 
in  hi. 
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his  cause ;  in  the  flush  of  prosperity 
that  yet  had  known  no  check ;  in  the 
zenith  of  power,  as  yet  unconscious 
of  reverse,  the  heart  of  the  Tribune 
swelled  proudly :  visions  of  mighty 
fame  and  limitless  dominion, — fame 
and  dominion,  once  his  beloved  Rome's, 
and  by  him  to  be  restored,  rushed  be- 
fore his  intoxicated  gaze ;  and  in  the 
delirious  and  passionate  aspirations  of 
the  moment,  he  turned  his  sword 
alternately  to  the  three  quarters  of 
(he  then  known  globe,  and  said,  in 
an  abstracted  voice,  as  a  man  in  a 
dream,  "  In  the  right  of  the  Roman 
people  (Ids  too  is  mine  !"* 

Low  though  the  voice,  the  wild 
boast  was  heard  by  all  around  as  dis- 
tinct ly  as  if  borne  to  them  in  thunder. 
ind  vain  it  were  to  describe  the  va- 
rious sensations  it  excited;  the  ex- 
travagance would  have  moved  the 
■tension  of  his  foes,  the  grief  of  his 
friends,  but  for  the  manner  of  the 
speaker,  which,  solemn  and  command- 
ing, hushed  for  the  moment  even 
reason  and  hatred  themselves  in  awe ; 
afterwards  remembered  and  repeated, 
void  of  the  spell  they  had  borrowed 
from  the  utterer,  the  words  met  the 
cold  condemnation  of  the  well-judg- 
iug;  but  at  that  moment  all  things 
seemed  possible  to  the  hero  of  the 
people.  He  spoke  as  one  inspired — 
they  trembled  and  believed;  and,  as 
rapt  from  the  spectacle,  he  stood  a  mo- 
ment  silent,  his  arm  still  extended  — 
his  dark  dilating  eye  fixed  upon  space 
— his  lip  parted — his  proud  head  tow- 
ering and  erect  above  the  herd, — his 
own  enthusiasm  kindled  that  of  the 
more  humble  and  distant  spectators^ 
and  there  was  a  deep  murmur  begun 
by  one,  echoed  by  the  rest,  "The 
Lord  is  with  Italy  and  l'ien/.i  !" 

The  Tribune  turned,  he  saw  the 
Pope'ii  Vicar  astonished,  bewildered, 
rising  to  speak.  His  sense  and  fore- 
Bight  returned  to  him  at  once,  and, 


*  "  Qnesto  e  mlo.' 


resolved  to  drown  the  dangerous  dis- 
avowal of  the  Papal  authority  for  this 
hardihood,  which  was  ready  to  burst 
from  Raimond's  lips,  he  motioned 
quickly  to  the  musicians,  and  the 
solemn  and  ringing  chant  of  the  sa- 
cred ceremony  prevented  the  Bishop 
of  Orvietto  all  occasion  of  self-exone- 
ration or  reply. 

The  moment  the  ceremony  was  over, 
Rienzi  touched  the  Bishop,  and  whis- 
pered, "  We  will  explain  this  to  your 
liking.  You  feast  with  us  at  the  La- 
teran. — Your  arm."  Nor  did  he  leave 
the  good  Bishop's  arm,  nor  trust  him 
to  other  companionship,  until  to  the 
stormy  sound  of  horn  and  trumpet, 
drum  and  cymbal,  and  amidst  such  a 
concourse  as  might  have  hailed,  on 
the  same  spot,  the  legendary  baptism 
of  Constantino,  the  Tribune  and  his 
nobles  entered  the  great  gates  of 
the  Lateran,  then  the  Palace  of  the 
World. 

Thus  ended  that  remarkable  cere 
niony  and  that  proud  challenge  of  the 
Northern  Powers,  in  behalf  of  the 
Italian  liberties,  which,  had  it  been 
afterwards  successful,  would  have  been 
deemed  a  sublime  daring ;  which,  un- 
nil,  has  been  construed  bj  the 
vulgar  into  a  frantic  insolence ;  but 
which,  calmly  considering  all  the  cir- 
cumstances that  urged  on  the  Tri- 
bune, and  all  the  power  that  sur- 
rounded him,  was  not,  perhaps,  alto- 
gether so  imprudent  as  it  seemed. 
And, even  accepting  that  imprudence 
in  the  extrcmest  sense, — by  the  more 
penetrating  judge  of  the  higher  order 
of  character,  it  will  probably  be  con- 
sidered as  the  magnificent  folly  of  a 
bold  nature,  excited  at  once  by  posi- 
tion and  prosperity,  by  religicus  cre- 
dulities, by  patriotic  aspirings,  by 
scholastic  visions  too  suddenly  trans- 
ferred from  revery  to  action,  beyond 
that  wise  and  earthward  policy  which 
sharpens  the  weapon  ere  it  casts  tho 
gauntlet. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


THE    FESTIVAL. 


The  Festival  of  that  day  was  far  the 
most  sumptuous  hitherto  known.  The 
hint  of  Cecco  del  Vecchio,  which  so 
well  depicted  the  character  of  his  fel- 
low-citizens, as  yet  it  exists,  though 
not  to  such  excess,  in  their  love  of 
holyday  pomp  and  gorgeous  show, 
was  Dot  lost  upon  Rienzi.  One  in- 
stance of  the  universal  banqueting 
(intended,  indeed,  rather  for  the  peo- 
ple than  the  higher  ranks)  may  illus- 
trate the  more  than  royal  profusion 
that  prevailed.  From  morn  till  eve, 
streams  of  wine  flowed  like  a  fountain 
from  the  nostrils  of  the  Horse  of  the 
great  Equestrian  Statue  of  Constan- 
t i no.  The  mighty  hails  of  the  Late 
ran   pal  to  all    ranks,  were 

prodigally   spread  ;    and   the  games, 
.  and  buffooneries  of  the  time, 
were  in  ample  requisition.    Apart,  the 
Tribunessa,  as   Nina   was   rather  un- 

l,  entertained  the 
dames  of  Rome ;  while  the  Tribune 
uallj  Bilenced  or  concili- 
ated Raimond,  thai  the  good  Bishop 
shared  bis  peculiar  table — th< 
one  admitted  to  thai  honour.  A-  the 
eye  ranged  each  saloon  and  hall — it 
beheld  the  space  lined  with  a.!  the  no- 

bilityand  knighth 1     the\* eall h and 

sir.  ogth-   the  learning  and  the  beaut] 
—of  the  Italian  metropolis;  mingled 
with  ambassadoi  -  and  ooble  si  i 
even  from  beyond  the  Alps  ;*     envoys 
,i"t.  only  of  the  fri  hat  had 

of  the  Trib  n 
of  the  high-born  and  haughty  tyrants 
•■•.  ho  bad  firsl  di  i  id<  d  I 
and  dow  cringed  to  bis  power.   There, 
were  not    onlj    the   ambassadors  of 
Florence,  of  Sii  ana,  "i  A  rezzo  (which 

»  The  Bimple  and  credulous  olograph)  >■  "f 
Rienzi  do  lari  -  io->  fame  to  have  rea<  bed  the 
;  the  Boldun  of  Hah)  Inn. 


last  subjected  its  government  to  the 
Tribune,)  of  Todi,  of  Spoleto,  and  of 
countless  other  lesser  towns  and  states, 
but  of  the  dark  and  terrible  Visconti, 
prince  of  Milan  ;  of  Obizzo  of  Ferrara, 
and  the  tyrant  rulers  of  Verona  and 
Bologna  ;  even  the  proud  and  saga- 
cious Malatesta,  lord  of  Rimini,  whose 
arm  afterwards  broke  for  awhile  the 
power  of  Montreal,  at  the  head  of  his 
•  lieai  Company,  had  deputed  his  re- 
presentative in  his  most  honoured 
noble.  John  di  Vico,  the  worst  and 
most  malignant  despot  of  his  day, 
who  had  sternly  defied  the  arms  of 
the  Tribune,  now  subdued  and  bum- 
bled, was  there  in  person;  and  the 
ambassadors  of  Hungary  and  of  Na- 
ples  mingled  with  those  of  Bavaria 
and  Bohemia,  whose  sovereigns  that 
day  had  been  cited  to  the  Roman 
Judgment  Court.  The  nodding  of 
plumes,  the  glitter  of  jewels  and  cloth 
1,  the  rustling  of  silks  and  jingle 
of  golden  spurs,  the  waving  of  ban- 
ners from  the  roof,  the  Boundsofmin- 
Btrelsy  from  the  galleries  above,  all 
presented  a  picture  of  such  power 
and  -tatc — a  court  and  chivalry  of 
such  show— as  the  greatest  of  the 
feudal  kings  might  have  beheld  with 
ling  eye  and  a  swelling  heart. 
Bui  at  that  moment  the  cause  and 
lord  of  all  thai  splendour,  rec 
from  his  late  exhilaration,  Bat  moody 
and  abstracted,  remembering  with  a 
thoughtful  l>i"v,  the  adventure  of  the 
ht,  and  sensible  thai  amongst 
bis  gaud  ll<  re  lurked  hi  ■  in 

tended  murtherers,  Amidst  the  Bwell 
"l  the  minstrels]  and  the  pomp  of  the 
crowd,  he  felt  thai  treason  Bcowled 
beside  him  ;  and  the  image  of  the 
skeleton  obtruding,  a-  of  old,  I 
thought  of  drat  1 1  upon  tli"  feast,  dark 
l2 
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ened  the  ruby  of  the  wine,  and  chilled 
\he  glitter  of  the  scene. 

It,  was  while  the  feast  was  loudest 
that  Rienzi's  page  was  seen  gliding 
through  the  banquet,  and  whispering 
several  of  the  nobles ;  each  bowed  low, 
imt  changed  colour  as  he  received  the 
message. 

"  My  Lord  Savelli,"  said  Orsini, 
himself  trembling,  "  bear  yourself 
more  bravely.  This  must  be  meant  in 
honour,  not  revenge.  I  suppose  your 
summons  corresponds  with  mine." 

"  He — he — asks — asks — me  to  sup- 
per at  the  Capitol ;  a  fri — endly  meet- 
ing— (pest  on  his  friendship !) — after 
the  noise  of  the  day." 

"  The  words  addressed  also  to  me  !" 
aaid  Orsini,  turning  to  one  of  the 
Prangipani. 

Those  who  received  the  summons 
soon  broke  from  the  feast,  and  col- 
lected in  a  group,  eagerly  conferring. 
Some  were  for  flight,  but  flight  was 
confession ;  their  number,  rank,  long 
fend  consecrated  impunity,  reassured 
them,  and  they  resolved  to  obey. 
The  old  Colonna,  the  sole  innocent 
Baron  of  the  invited  guests,  was  also 
the  only  one  who  refused  the  invi- 
tation. "Tush  !"  said  he,  peevishly ; 
"here  is  feasting  enough  for  one  day  ! 
Tell  the  Tribune  that  ere  he  sups 
1  hope  to  be  asleep.  Grey  hairs  can- 
not encounter  all  this  fever  of  festi- 
vity." 

As  Rienzi  rose  to  depart,  wl  ich  he 
«sid  early,  for  the  banquet  took  place 
while  yet  morning,  Ra'nnond,  eager 
to  escape  and  confer  with  some  of  his 
spiritual  friends,  as  to  the  re] 
should  make  to  the  Pontiff,  was  be- 
ginning his  expressions  of  farewell, 
when  the  merciless  Tribune  said  to 
him  gravely — 

"My  Lord,  we  want  you  on  urgent 
business  at  the  Capitol.    A  pri 
a  trial — perhaps   (he  added   with  his 
portentous  and   prophetic  frown)  an 
execution  waits  us!     Come." 

"  Verily.  Tribune,"  stammered  the 


good  Bishop,  "  this  is  a  strange  time 
for  execution  ! " 

"  Last  night  was  a  time  yet  more 
strange. — Come." 

There  was  something  in  the  way  in 
which  the  final  word  was  pronounced, 
that  Raimond  could  not  resist,  lie 
sighed,  muttered,  twitched  his  robes, 
and  followed  the  Tribune.  As  he 
passed  through  the  halls,  the  company 
rose  on  all  sides.  Rienzi  repaid  their 
salutations  with  smiles  and  whispers 
of  frank  courtesy  and  winning  address. 
Young  as  he  yet  was,  and  of  a  hand- 
some and  noble  presence,  that  took 
every  advantage  from  splendid  attire, 
and  yet  more  from  an  appearance  of 
intellectual  command  in  his  brow  and 
eye,  which  the  less  cultivated  signors 
of  that  dark  age  necessarily  wanted — 
he  glittered  through  the  court  as  one 
worthy  to  form,  and  fitted  to  preside 
over,  it;  and  his  supposed  descent, 
from  the  Teuton  Emperor,  which, 
since  his  greatness,  was  universally 
bruited  and  believed  abroad,  seemed 
undeniably  visible  to  the  foreign  lords 
in  the  majesty  of  his  mien  and  the 
easy  blandness  of  his  address. 

"  My  Lord  Prefect,"  said  he  to  a 
dark  and  sullen  personage  in  black 
velvet,  the  powerful  and  arm-aut 
John  di  Vico,  prefect  of  Rome,  "  we 
are  rejoiced  to  find  so  noble  a  guest 
a!,  Rome  :  we  must,  repay  the  courtesy 
by  surprising  you  in  your  own  palace 
ere  long; — nor  will  you,  Signor  (as  he 
turned  to  the  envoy  from  Tivoli,) 
refuse  us  a  shelter  amidsl  your  groves 
and  waterfalls  ere  the  vintage  1"'  ga- 
thered. Met.hinks  Rome,  united  with 
sweet  Tivoli,  grows  reconciled  to  tbj 
Muses.  Your  suit  is  carried,  Master 
Venoni :  the  council  recognises  its 
justice:  but  1  reserved  the  news  for 
this  holyday— you  do  not  blame  me, 
I  trust."  This  was  whispered,  with  a 
half-affectionate  frankness,  to  a  worthy 
citizen,  who,  finding  himself  amidst 
so  many  of  the  great,  would  have 
shrunk  from  the  notice  of  the  Tribune; 
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but  it  was  the  policy  of  Rienzi  to  pay 
an  especial  and  marked  attention  to 
those  engaged  in  commercial  pursuits. 
As  after  tarrying  a  moment  or  two 
with  the  merchant,  he  passed  on,  the 
tall  person  of  the  old  Colonua  caught 
his  eye— 

"Signor,"  said  he,  with  a  profound 
inclination  of  his  head,  but  with  a 
slight  emphasis  of  tone,  "you  will 
not  fail  us  this  evening." 

"Tribune — — "  began  the  Colonua. 

"  We  receive  no  excuse,"  inter- 
rupted the  Tribune,  hastily,  and  passed 
on. 

He  halted  for  a  few  moments  before 
;i  small  group  of  men  plainly  attired, 
who  were  watching  him  with  intense 
interest;  for  they,  too,  were  scholars, 
and  in  Rienzi's  rise  they  saw  another 
evidence  of  that  wonderful  and  sudden 
power  which  intellect  had  begun  to 
assume  over  brute  force.  With  these, 
aa  if  abruptly  mingled  with  congenial 
spirits,  the  Tribune  relaxed  all  the 
gravity  of  his  brow  Happier,  per- 
haps, hi>  living  areer — more  unequi- 
vocal his  posthumous  renown — had 
his  objects  as  Ids  tastes  been  theirs! 

"Ah,  carisaimt  ! "  said  he  to  one, 
whose  arm  be  drew  within  bis  own,— 
■•  and  how  proceeds  t  by  interpretation 
of  the  old  marbles i — half  unravelled! 
I  rejoice  to  hear  it !  Confer  with  me 
a-  of. .Id.  I  pray  thee.  To-morrow  — 
no,  nor  the  .lay  after,  but  nexl  week- — 
we  "ill  have  a  tranquil  evening.  Dear 
poet,  your  ode  transported  me  to  the 
Hora  yet,  methinks,  we 
do  wrong  io  reject  tie  vernacular  for 

tin.     V..11   sbaki 
Well,  Petrarch  thinks  with  you  :  hie 
: 

,i .  friend  an.! 
envoy,     and  My  Laelius, 

is  that  not  your  name  with  Pet  rarch  ! 
Mow  shall  I  expri  --  m.\  'I.  light  at  his 
comforting,  bis  inspiring  letter  1  Ala- ' 
he  overrates  not  my  intention  ,  i".> 
uiy  power.     <  M'  this  here 

A  slight  shade  darkened  the  Tri- 


bune's brow  at  these  words :  but 
moving  on,  a  long  line  of  nobles 
and  princes  on  either  side,  he  re- 
gained his  self-possession,  and  the 
dignity  be  had  dropped  with  his  for- 
mer equals.  Thus  he  passed  through 
the  crowd,  and  gradually  disappeared. 

"  He  bears  him  bravely,"  said  one. 
as  the  revellers  reseated  themselves. 
"  Noticed  you  the  we — the  style 
royal  !" 

"  But  it  must  be  owned  that  ho 
lords  it  well,"  said  the  ambassador  of 
the  Visconti  :  "less  pride  would  be 
cringing  to  his  haughty  court." 

'•  Why,"  said  a  professor  of  Bologna, 
"  why  is  the  Tribune  called  proud  1  I 
see  no  pride  in  him." 

"Nor  I,"  said  a  wealthy  jeweller. 

While  these,  and  yet  more  contra- 
dictory, comments  followed  the  exit 
of  the  Tribune,  he  passed  into  the 
saloon,  where  Nina  presided;  and 
here  his  fair  person  and  silver  tongue 
("  Swims  colorcUceque  sententice,"  ac- 
cording to  the  description  of  Petrarch) 
won  him  a  more  general  favour  with 
the  matrons  than  he  experienced  with 
their  lords,  and  not  a  little  contrasted 
the  formal  and  nervous  compliments 
of  thegood  Bishop,  who  served  him  on 
such  occasions  with  an  excellent  foil. 

But  as  soon  as  these  ceremonies 
were  done,  and  llicnzi  mounted  his 
horse,  his  manner  changed  at  once 
into  a  stern  and  ominous  severity. 

"  Vicar,"  said  he,  abruptly,  to 
the  Bishop,  "  we  might  well  need 
your  presence.  Learn  thai  at  the 
Capitol  now  sits  the  Council  in 
hi  upon  .in  a-  sin.  Last 
night,  but  for  Heaven's  mercy,  I 
should  have  fallen  a  \  ictim  to  a  hire- 
Knew   you   aught  of 

And    he   tinned    BO  sharply  on    the 

Bishop,  that  the  poor  canonist  marly 
dropped  from  his  horse  in  surprise 
and  t'-rror. 

"  I  !-    "  said  he. 

ri  smiled — "  No,  good  my  Lord 
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Bishop !  I  see  you  are  of  no  mur- 
therer's  mould.  But  to  continue  : — 
that  I  might  not  appear  to  act  in 
mine  own  cause,  I  ordered  the  prisoner 
to  be  tried  in  my  absence.  In  his 
trial  (you  marked  the  letter  brought 
*ne  at  our  banauet  i)        -" 


"  Ay,  and  you  changed  colour." 
"  Well  I  might :  in  his  trial,  I  say, 
he  has  confessed  that  nine  of  the 
loftiest  lords  of  Rome  were  his  insti- 
gators. They  sup  tvith  me  to-niqhi  t— 
Vicar,  forwards  1" 
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'-  Quceto  ha  acceso  1  fuoco  e  la  Cam  ma  laquale  nun  la  par  spotegnero." —  Vit  it  Cot,  M 
•tieiui,  lib.  i.  cap.  29. 

"  ilu  has  kindled  fire  and  flames  which  he  will  not  be  able  to  extinguish."— Lift  of  Cola 
UBiam. 


CHAPTER  L 


THE   JUDGMENT    OP    THE    TBIBUBB. 


The  brief  words  of  the  Tribune  to 
Stephen  Colonna,  though  they  sharp- 
ened the  rage  of  the  proud  old  noble, 
were  such  as  he  did  not  on  reflection 
deem  it  prudent  to  disobey.  Accord- 
ingly, at  the  appointed  hour,  he  found 
himself  in  one  of  the  halls  of  the 
Capitol,  with  a  gallant  party  of  his 
peers.  Kienzi  received  them  with 
more  than  his  usual  graciousness. 

They  sate  down  to  the  splendid 
lmard  in  secret  uneasiness  and  alarm, 
as  they  saw  that,  with  the  exception 
of  Stephen  Colonna,  none,  save  the 
conspirators,  had  been  invited  to  the 
banquet,  llien/.i,  regardless  of  their 
am!  ab  traction,  was  more 
than  usually  gay  —  the  old  Colonna 
more  than  usually  sullen. 

"  We  fear  we  have  but  ill  | 
you,  my  Lord  Colonna,  l<y  our  sum- 
Ouce,  methinks,   we   might 
inly  provoke  you  to  a  smile." 

"Situation!  are  changed,  Tribune, 
tince  you  wero  my  guest." 

"  Why,  scarcely  bo.  I  have  riaen, 
Dut  you  have  not  fallen.  Ye  walk  the 
streets  day  and  night  in  security  and 
peace ,  your  lives  are  safe  from  the 
robber,  and  your   palace*  no  Iruger 


need  bars  and  battlements  to  shield 
you  from  your  fellow-citizens.  1  have 
risen,  but  we  all  have  risen — from 
barbarous  disorder  into  civilized  life  ! 
My  Lord  Gianni  Colonna,  whom  we 
have  made  Captain  over  Campagna, 
you  will  not  refuse  a  cup  to  the  Buono 
Stato; — nor  think  we  mistrust  your 
valour,  when  we  say,  that  we  rejoice 
Home  hath  no  enemies  to  attest  your 
generalship." 

"  Methinks,"  quoth  the  old  Colonna, 
bluntly,  "  we  shall  have  enemies 
enough  from  Bohemia  and  Bavaria, 
ere  the  next  harvest  be  green." 

"  And,  if  so,"  replied  the  Tribune, 
calmly,  "foreign  foes  are  better  than 
civil  strife." 

"  Ay,  if  we  have  money  in  the 
treasury  ;  which  is  but  little  likely,  if 
we  have  many  more  such  holydays." 

"  You  are  ungracious,  my  Lord," 
said  the  Tribune  ;  "and,  besidi 
are  more  uncomplimentary  to  Koun: 
than  to  ourselves.  What  citizen  would 
not  part  with  gold  to  buy  fame  and 
liberty  V 

"  I  know  very  few  in  Koine  that 
irould," answered  the  Baron.  "But  tell 
me,  Tribune,  you  who  arc  a  notable 
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casuist,  w  hich  is  the  best  for  a  state 
— that  its  governor  should  be  over- 
thrifty  or  over-lavish  1 " 

"  I  refer  the  question  to  my  friend, 
Luca  di  Savelli,"  replied  Eienzi.  "He 
is  a  grand  philosopher,  and  I  wot  well 
could  explain  a  much  knottier  riddle, 
which  we  will  presently  submit  to  his 
acumen." 

The  Barons,  who  had  been  much 
embarrassed  by  the  bold  speech  of  the 
old  Colonna,  all  turned  their  eyes  to 
Savelli,  who  answered  with  more  com- 
posure than  was  anticipated. 

"  The  question  admits  a  double 
reply.  He  who  is  born  a  ruler,  and 
maintains  a  foreign  army,  governing 
by  fear,  should  be  penurious.  He  who 
is  made  ruler,  who  courts  the  people, 
and  would  reign  by  love,  must  win 
their  affection  by  generosity,  aud 
dazzle  their  fancies  by  pomp.  Such, 
I  believe,  is  the  usual  maxim  in  Italy, 
which  is  rife  in  all  experience  of  state 
wisdom." 

The  Barons  unanimously  applauded 
the  discreet  reply  of  Savelli,  excepting 
only  the  old  Colonna. 

"Yet  pardon  me,  Tribune,"  said 
Stephen,  "  if  I  depart  from  the  cour- 
tier-like decision  of  our  friend,  and 
opine,  though  with  all  due  respect, 
that  even  a  friar's  coarse  serge,*  the 
parade  of  humility,  would  better 
become  thee,  than  this  gaudy  pomp, 
the  parade  of  pride  ! "  So  saying,  he 
touched  the  large  loose  sleeve  fringed 
with  gold,  of  the  Tribune's  purple 
robe. 

"Hush,  father!"  said  Gianni, 
Colonna's  son,  colouring  at  the  unpro- 
voked rudeness  and  dangerous  can- 
dour of  the  veteran. 

"  Nay,  it  matters  not,"  said  the 
Tribune,   with   affected   indifference, 


*  "  Vestimenta  da  BJzoco,"wa8  the  phrase 
used  by  Colonna ;  a  phrase  borrowed  from 
certain  heretics  (bizoichi)  who  affect)  d  ix- 
treme austerity  ;  afterwards  the  word  passed 

into  a  proverb See  the  comments  of  Ze- 

flrtao  Re,  In  Vit.  di  Oola  di  Kienzi. 


though  his  lip  quivered,  and  his  eye 
shot  fire  ;  and  then,  after  a  pause,  he 
resumed  with  an  awful  smile — "If 
the  Colonna  love  the  serge  of  the 
friar,  he  may  see  enough  of  it  ere  we 
part.  And  now,  my  Lord  Savelli,  for 
my  question,  which  I  pray  you  listen 
to;  it  demands  all  your  wit.  Is  it 
best  for  a  State's  Ruler  to  be  over- 
forgiving,  or  over-just  ]  Take  breath 
to  answer :  you  look  faint — you  grow 
pale — you  tremble — you  cover  your 
face !  Traitor  and  assassin,  your 
conscience  betrays  you !  My  Lords, 
relieve  your  accomplice,  and  take  up 
the  answer." 

"  Nay,  if  we  are  discovered,"  said 
the  Orsini,  rising  in  despair,  "  we 
will  not  fall  unavenged — die,  tyrant!" 

He  rushed  to  the  place  where 
Ritnzi  stood — for  the  Tribune  also 
rose, — and  made  a  thrust  at  his  breast 
with  his  dagger;  the  steel  pierced 
the  purple  robe,  yet  glanced  harm- 
lessly away  —  and  the  Tribune  re- 
garded the  disappointed  murtherer 
with  a  scornful  smile. 

"  Till  yesternight,  I  never  dreamt 
that  under  the  robe  of  state  I  should 
need  the  secret  corselet,"  said  he. 
■  My  Lords,  you  have  taught  me  a 
dark  lesson,  and  I  thank  ye." 

So  saying,  he  clapped  his  hands, 
and  suddenly  the  folding  doors  at,  the 
end  of  the  hall  flew  open,  and  dis- 
covered the  saloon  of  the  Council 
hung  with  silk  of  a  blood-red,  relieved 
by  rays  of  white, —  the  emblem  of 
crime  and  death.  At  a  long  table 
sate  the  councillors  in  their  robes ;  at 
the  bar  stood  a  ruffian  form,  which 
the  banqueters  too  well  recognised. 

"  Bid  Rodolf  of  Saxony  approach  ! ' 
said  the  Tribune. 

And  led  by  two  guards,  the  robber 
entered  the  hall. 

"  Wreteh,  you  then  betrayed  us!'' 
said  one  of  the  Frangipani. 

"  Rodolph  of  Saxony  goes  ever  to 
the  highest  bidder,"  returned  the 
miscreant,  with  a  horrid  grin.    "You 
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gave  me  gold,  and  I  would  have  slain 
your  foe  ;  your  foe  defeated  me ;  he 
gives  me  life,  and  life  is  a  greater 
boon  than  gold  ! " 

"  Ye  confess  your  crime,  my  Lords  ! 
Silent !  dumb !  Where  is  your  wit, 
Savelli  ~l  Where  your  pride,  Rinaldo 
di  I  ksini  ?  Gianni  Colonna,  is  your 
chivalry  come  to  this  1 " 

"  Oh  ! "  continued  Rienzi,  with 
deep  and  passionate  bitterness  ;  "  oh, 
my  Lords,  will  nothing  conciliate  you 
— not  to  me,  but  to  Rome  1  What  hath 
been  my  sin  against  you  and  yours? 
Disbanded  ruffians  (such  as  your 
accuser) — dismantled  fortresses — im- 
partial law  —  what  man,  in  all  the 
wild  revolutions  of  Italy,  Bprung  from 
the  people,  ever  yielded  less  to  their 
licence  \  Not  a  coin  of  your  coffers 
touched  by  wanton  power,  —  not  a 
hair  of  your  heads  harmed  by  private 
revenge.  You,  Gianni  Colonna,  loaded 
with  honours,  intrusted  with  com- 
mand you,  Alphonso  di  Frangipani, 
endowed  with  new  principalities,— 
did  the  Tribune  remember  one  insult 
he  received  from  you  as  the  Plebeian  .' 
You  accuse  my  pride ; — was  it  my 
fault  thai  ye  cringed  and  fawned  nporj 
my  power,-  flattery  on  your  lips, 
poison  at  your  hearts!  No,  /  have 
not  offended  you;  let  the  world  know, 
that  in  me  you  aimed  at  liberty,  jus- 
tice, law,  order,  the  restored  grandeur, 
the  renovated  rights  of  Rome  1  At 
■  ae  Abstracl  and  the  Immoi  tal 
— not  at  this  frail  form,  ye  -truck  ; — 
by  the  divinity  of  these  ye  are  de- 
feated;—  for  the  outraged  majesty  of 
these,—  criminals  and  victims, — ye 
must  die  !" 

With  these  words, uttered  with  tin- 
tour  and  air  thai  would  have  become 
the  loftiest  spiril  of  the  ancient  city, 
Rienzi,  with  a  majestic  step,  swept 
from  the  chamber  into  the  Hall  of 
Council.* 

*  The  Ruiit  at  the  Barnni  in  their  de- 
signed assassination  of  Rienzi,  though  has- 
tily  sinMiii  ovi-r  by  Gibbon,  and  other  mo 


All  that  night  the  conspirators 
remained  within  that  room,  the  doors 
locked  and  guarded  ;  the  banquet  un- 
removed,  and  its  splendour  strangely 
contrasting  the  mood  of  the  guests. 

The  utter  prostration  and  despair 
of  these  dastard  criminals — so  unlike 
the  knightly  nobles  of  France  and 
England,  has  been  painted  by  the 
historian  in  odious  and  withering 
colours.  The  old  Colonna  alone  sus- 
tained his  impetuous  and  imperious 
character.  He  strode  to  and  fro  the 
room  like  a  lion  in  his  cage,  uttering 
loud  threats  of  resentment  and  de- 
fiance ;  and  heating  at  the  door  with 
his  clenched  hands,  demanding  egress, 
and  proclaiming  the  vengeance  of  the 
Pontiff. 

The  dawn  came,  slow  and  grey 
upon  that  agonized  assembly  :  and 
just  as  the  last  star  faded  from  the 
melancholy  horizon,  and  by  the  wan 
and  comfortless  heaven,  they  regarded 
each  other's  faces,  almost  spectral  With 
anxiety  and  tear,  the  great  bell  of  the 
Capitol  sounded  the  notes  in  which 
they  well  recognised  the  chime  of 
death!  It  was  then  that  the  door 
opened,  and  a  drear  and  gloomy  pro- 
cession of  cordeliers,  one  to  each 
Baron,  entered  the  apartment!  At 
that  spectacle,  we  are  told,  the  terror 
of  the  conspirators  was  so  great,  that 
it  froze  up  the  very  power  of  Bpeech.* 
reater  part  at  length,  deeming 
all  hope  over,  resigned  themselves  to 
,i-il,  confessors.  Bui  when 
the  friar  appointed  to  Stephen  ap- 
proached that  passionate  old  man, 
he  waved  his  hand  impatiently,  and 
said — "Tease  me  not!  tease  me  not!" 

''  Nay,  .-on,  prepare  for  the  awful 
hour." 

■•  Son,  inded  ! "  quoth  the  Baron. 
"  I  am  old  enough  to  be  thj  grand' 

i|i  i  n  miters,  is  clearly  attested  by  Muratori, 
Chronicle,    Scv.—Thti/  urn 

COnfttud    tin'    crime.       (See    Crim.    I  -in-: 
I. .in.  xviii    |>.  442.) 
•     ■  1 1  ohe    nun   )nite- 

.iiii.  farellan ." 
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aire ;  and  for  the  rest,  tell  him  who 
sent  thee,  that  I  neither  am  prepared 
for  death,  nor  will  prepare  !  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  live  these  twenty 
years,  and  longer  too ; — if  I  catch  not 
my  death  with  the  cold  of  this  ac- 
cursed night." 

Just  at  that  moment  a  cry  that 
almost  seemed  to  rend  the  Capitol 
asunder  was  heard,  as,  with  one  voice, 
the  multitude  helow  yelled  forth — 

"  Death  to  the  conspirators  !  — 
death  !  death  ! " 

While  this  the  scene  in  that  hall, 
the  Tribune  issued  from  his  chamber, 
in  which  he  had  been  closeted  with 
his  wife  and  sister.  The  noble  spirit 
of  the  one,  the  tears  and  grief  of  the 
other  (who  saw  at  one  fell  stroke 
perish  the  house  of  her  betrothed,) 
had  not  worked  without  effect  upon  a 
temper,  stern  and  just  indeed,  but 
naturally  averse  from  blood ;  and  a 
heart  capable  of  the  loftiest  species  of 
revenge. 

He  entered  the  Council,  still  sit- 
ting, with  a  calm  brow,  and  even  a 
cheerful  eye. 

"Pandulfo  di  Guido,"  he  said,  turn- 
ing to  that  citizen,  "  you  are  right ; 
you  spoke  as  a  wise  man  and  a  patriot, 
when  you  said  that  to  cutoff  with  one 
blow,  however  merited,  the  noblest 
heads  of  Rome,  would  endanger  the 
State,  sully  our  purple  with  an  inde- 
lible stain,  and  unite  the  nobility  of 
Italy  against  us." 

"  Such,  Tribune,  was  my  argument, 
though  the  Council  have  decided 
otherwise." 

"  Hearken    to  the   shouts   of    the ! 
populace,  you   cannot   appease   their  [ 
honest  warmth,"  said  the  demagogue 
Baroncelli. 

Many  of  the  Council  murmured 
applause. 

"  Friends,"  Baid  the  Tribune,  with 
a  solemn  and  earnest  aspect,  "  let 
not  Posterity  say  that  Liberty  loves 
blood  ;  let  us  for  once  adopt  the 
example   and   imitate   the   mercy  of 


our  great  Redeemer  !  We  have 
triumphed —let  us  forbear ;  we  are 
saved — let  us  forgive  !  " 

The  speech  of  the  Tribune  was  sup- 
ported by  Pandulfo,  and  others  of  the 
more  mild  and  moderate  policy  ;  and 
after  a  short  but  animated  discussion, 
the  influence  of  Rienzi  prevailed,  and 
the  sentence  of  death  was  revoked, 
but  by  a  small  majority. 

"And  now,"  said  Rienzi,  "let  us 
be  more  than  just ;  let  us  be  generous. 
Speak — and  boldly.  Do  any  of  ye 
think  that  I  have  been  over-hard, 
over-haughty  with  these  stubborn 
spirits  ] — I  read  your  answer  in  your 
brows ! — I  have  !  Do  any  of  ye  think 
this  error  of  mine  may  have  stirred 
them  to  their  dark  revenge  1  Do  any 
of  you  deem  that  they  partake,  as  we 
do,  of  human  nature, — that  they  are 
sensible  to  kindness,  that  they  are 
softened  by  generosity,  —  that  thoA' 
can  be  tamed  and  disarmed  by  such 
vengeance  as  is  dictated  to  noble  foes 
by  Christian  laws?" 

"  I  think,"  said  Pandulfo,  after  a 
pause,  "that  it  will  not  be  in  human 
nature,  if  the  men  you  pardon,  thus 
offending  and  thus  convicted,  again 
ati  -in | j t  your  life  !" 

"jMethinks,"  said  Rienzi,  "we 
must  do  even  more  than  pardon. 
The  first  great  Cajsar,  when  he  did 
not  crush  a  foe,  strove  to  convert  him 
to  a  friend " 

"  And  perished  by  the  attempt," 
said  Baroncelli,  abruptly. 

Rienzi  started  and  changed  colour. 

"  If  you  would  save  these  wretched 
prisoners,  better  not  wait  till  the  fury 
of  the  mob  become  ungovernable," 
whispered  Pandulfo. 

The  Tribune  reused  himself  from 
his  revery. 

"  Pandulfo,"  said  he,  in  the  same 
tone,  "my  heart  misgives  me  —  the 
brood  of  serpents  are  in  my  hand — I 
do  not  strangle  them  —  they  may 
sting  me  to  death,  in  return  for  my 
mercy — it     is    their    instinct!     No 
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matter  :  it  shall  not  be  said  that  the 
Roman  Tribune  bought  with  so  many 
lives  his  own  safety  :  nor  shall  it  be 
written  upon  my  grave-stone,  'Here 
lies  the  coward,  '.vho  did  not  dare 
forgive.'  What,  ho !  there,  officers, 
unclose  the  doors !  My  masters,  let 
OS  acquaint  the  prisoners  with  their 
sentence." 

With  that,  Rien/i  seated  himself 
on  the  chair  of  state,  at  the  bead  of 
the  table,  and  the  sun,  now  risen,  cast 
in  rays  over  the  blood-red  walls,  in 
which  the  Barons,  marshalled  in  order 
into  the  chamber,  thought  to  read 
their  fate. 

"  My  Lords,"  said  the  Tribune,  "ye 
have  offended  the'  laws  of  God  and 
man ;  but  God  teaches  man  the 
quality  of  mercy.  Learn  at  last,  that 
1  hear  a  charmed  life.  Nor  is  he 
whom,  for  high  purposes,  Heaven 
hath  raise. 1  from  the  cottage  to  the 
pi  polar  throne,  without  invisible  aid 
and  spiritual  protection.  If  hen 
monarchs  are  deemed  sacred,  how 
much  more  one  in  whose  power  the 
divine  hand  hath  writ  its  witness  ! 
Yes,  over  him  who  lives  but  for  his 
country,  whose  greatness  is  his  coon- 
try's  gift,  whose  life  is  his  country's 
.  watch  the  souls  of  the  just, 
and  tin  yes  of  I  he  sworded 

n  raphiml  Taught  by  your  late  failure 
ami  yoorpresenl  peril,  bid  your  anger 
against  ;   n  3peci    the  laws, 

m  .it"  yoor  city,  and 
think  that  no  state  presents  a  nobler 
le  than  men  born  as  ye  are — a 
patrician  and  illustrious  order — using 
your  power  to  protect  your  city,  your 
wealth  to  nurture  its  arts,  your  chi- 
valry to  protect  its  laws  |  Take  Lark 
yoor   BWOrdl — and    the  f i r> t  man  who 

-._  liberties  of  Bon  i  . 

let  him  be  yoor  victim  j  even  though 

that  victim    be   the    Tribune.      Your 

caose  has  been  tried— yoor  sentence 

is  pronounced.      I. 

forl>ear  all  hostility,  privxte  or  public, 

ngriinM    the    governor  •  •     nn<l    the 


magistrates  of  Home,  and  ye  are  par- 
doned— ye  are  free  !  " 

Amazed,  bewildered,  the  Barons 
mechanically  bent  the  knee :  tha 
friars  who  had  received  their  confes- 
sions, administered  the  appointed 
oath  ;  and  while,  with  white  lips,  they 
muttered  the  solemn  words,  they 
heard  below  the  roar  of  the  multitude 
for  their  blood. 

This  ceremony  ended,  the  Tribune 
passed  into  the  banquet-hall,  which 
conducted  to  a  balcony,  whence  he 
was  accustomed  to  address  the  people; 
and  never,  perhaps,  was  his  wonder- 
ful mastery  over  the  passions  of  an 
audience  (ad  persuadendum  rjfica.c 
dictator,  quoque  dulcis  ac  lepidus) " 
more  greatly  needed  or  more  emi- 
nently shown,  than  on  that  day;  for 
the  fury  of  the  people  was  at  its 
height,  and  it  was  long  ere  he  suc- 
ceeded in  turning  it  aside.  Before 
lie  concloded,  however,  every  wave  of 
the  wild  sea  lay  hushed.— The  orator 
lived  to  .-(and  on  the  same  spot,  to 
plead  for  a  life  nobler  than  those  he 
now  saved, — and  to  plead  unheard 
and  in  vain  ! 

As  soon  as  the  Tribune  saw  the 
favourable  moment  had  arrived,  the 
Barons  were  admitted  into  the  bal- 
cony : — in  the  presence  of  the  breath- 
less thousands,  the]  solemnly  pledged 
themselves  to  protect  the  Good  Estate. 
And  thus  the  morning  which  seemed 
to  dawn  upon  their  execution  wit- 
their  reconciliation  with  Un- 
people. 

The  crowd  di  persed,  the  majority 
soothed  and  pleased  ;—  the  mor 
cioos,  vexed  and  dissatisfied. 

"  He  has  but  increased  the  smoke 

and  I  lie  flame  which    he  was  not   able 

to  extinguish,"  growled  Cecco  del 
Vecchio  ;  and  the  smith's  appropriate 
saying  passed  into  a  proverb  and  a 
prophecy. 

.Meanwhile,  the  Tribune,  conscious 
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at  least  that  he  had  taken  the  more 
generous  course,  broke  up  the  Coun- 
cil, and  retired  to  the  chamber  where 
Nina  and  his  sister  waited  him.  These 
beautiful  young  women  had  conceived 
for  each  other  the  tenderest  affection. 
And  their  differing  characters,  both 
of  mind  and  feature,  seemed  by  con- 
trast to  heighten  the  charms  of  both ; 
as  in  a  skilful  jewellery,  the  pearl  and 
diamond  borrow  beauty  from  each 
other. 

And  as  Irene  now  turned  her  pale 
countenance  and  streaming  eyes  from 
the  bosom  to  which  she  had  clung  for 
support,  the  timid  sister,  anxious, 
doubt  ful,  wistful ;  —  the  proud  wife, 
sanguine  and  assured,  as  if  never 
diffident  of  the  intentions  nor  of  the 
power  of  her  Rienzi  : — the  contrast 
would  have  furnished  to  a  painter  no 
unworthy  incarnation  of  the  Love 
that  hopeth,  and  the  Love  that  feareth, 
all  things. 

"  Be  cheered,  my  sweet  sister,"  said 
the  Tribune,  first  caught  by  Irene's 
imploring  look ;  "  not  a  hair  on  the 
heads  of  those  who  boast  the  name  of 
him  thou  lovest  so  well  is  injured. — 
Thank  Heaven,"  as  his  sister,  with  a 
low  cry,  rushed  into  his  arms,  "  that. 
it  was  against  my  life  they  conspired  ! 
Had  it  been  another  Roman's,  mercy 
might  have  been  a  crime  !  Dearest, 
may  Adrian  love  thee  half  as  well  as 
I ;  and  yet,  my  sister  and  my  child, 
none  can  know  thy  soft  soul  like  he 
who  watched  over  it  since  its   first 


blossom  expanded  to  the  sun.  My 
poor  brother !  had  he  lived,  your 
counsel  had  been  his ;  and  methinks 
his  gentle  spirit  often  whispers  away 
the  sternness  which,  otherwise,  would 
harden  over  mine.  Nina,  my  queen, 
my  inspirer,  my  monitor — ever  thus 
let  thy  heart,  masculine  in  my  dis- 
tress, be  woman's  in  my  power;  and 
be  to  me,  with  Irene,  upon  earth, 
what  my  brother  is  in  heaven  !  " 

The  Tribune,  exhausted  by  the 
trials  of  the  night,  retired  for  a  few 
hours  to  rest;  and  as  Nina,  encircling 
him  within  her  arms,  watched  over 
his  noble  countenance — care  hashed, 
ambition  laid  at  rest,  its  serenity  had 
something  almost  of  sublime.  And 
tears  of  that  delicious  pride,  which 
woman  sheds  for  the  hero  of  her 
dreams,  stood  heavy  in  the  wife's 
eyes,  as  she  rejoiced  more,  in  the  deep 
stillness  of  her  heart,  at  the  preroga- 
tive, alone  hers,  of  sharing  his  solitary 
hours,  than  in  all  the  rank  to  which 
his  destiny  had  raised  her,  and  which 
her  nature  fitted  her  at  once  to  adorn 
and  to  enjoy.  In  that  calm  and  lonely 
hour  she  beguiled  her  heart  by  wafc  ing 
dreams,  vainer  than  the  sleeper's  ;  and 
pictured  to  herself  the  long  career  of 
glory,  the  august  decline  of  peace, 
which  were  to  await  her  lord. 

And  while  she  thus  watched  and 
thus  dreamed,  the  cloud,  as  yet  no 
bigger  than  a  man's  hand,  darkened 
the  horizon  of  a  fate  whose  sunshine 
was  well-nigh  pastl 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE  FLIGHT. 


Fretting  his  proud  heart,  as  a  steed 
frets  on  the  bit,  old  Colonna  regained 
his  palace.  To  him,  innocent  of  the 
proposed  crime  of  his  kin  and  com- 
peers, the  whole  scene  of  the  night 
and  morning  presented  but  one  fea- 


ture of  insult  and  degradation.  Scarce 
was  he  in  his  palace,  ere  he  ordered 
couriers,  in  whom  he  knew  he  could 
confide,  to  be  in  preparation  for  his 
summons.  "  This  to  Avignon,"  said 
he   to   himself,  as  he  concluded   an 
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apistle  to  the  Pontiff. — "  We  will  see 
whether  the  friendship  of  the  great 
house  of  the  Colonna  will  outweigh 
the  frantic  support  of  the  rabble's 
puppet.  —  This  to  Palestrina,  the 
rock  is  inaccessible! — This  to  John 
ili  VlCO,  he  may  be  relied  upon,  traitor 
though  he  be  ! — This  to  Naples  ;  the 
Colonna  will  disown  the  Tribune's 
ambassador,  if  he  throw  not  up  the 
trust  and  hasten  hither,  not  a  lover 
but  a  soldier! — And  may  this  find 
Walter  de  Montreal !  Ah,  a  precious 
messenger  he  sent  us,  but  I  will  for- 
give all — all,  for  a  thousand  lances." 
And  as  with  trembling  hands  he 
twined  the  silk  round  his  letters,  he 
bade  his  pages  invite  to  his  board, 
next  day,  all  the  signors  who  had 
been  implicated  with  him  on  the 
previous  night. 

The  Barons  came — far  more  en- 
raged at  the  disgrace  of  pardon,  than 
grateful  for  the  boon  of  mercy.  Their 
fears  combined  with  their  pride;  and 
the  shouts  of  the  mob,  the  whine  of 
the  cordeliers,  still  ringing  in  their 
ears,  they  deemed  united  resistance 
the  only  course  left  to  protect  their 

ad  avenge  their  affront. 

To  them  the  public  pardon  of  the 

Tribune  seemed  only  a  disguise   to 

private  revenge.      All  they  believed 

was,  that  Rien/.i  did  not  dare  to  des- 

em  in  the  face  of  dayj  forget- 
fulnesa  and  forgiveness  appeared  to 
them  as  the  means  designed  to  lull 
their  vigilance,  while  abasing  their 
pride  :    and  the  knowledge   of  crime 

d    forbade  them  all   ho] f 

The  hand  of  their  n» d 

■ .  i  i  i  i  ~  t  them,  or  they 

be  ruined  singly,  one  by  one, 
as  wu   the  common    tj  rani  < 

rlj  enough,  Luca 
di  Savclli  was  the  most  nrgenl  for 
immedj  I  ifdeath 

:  lie  coward  bl 

Unable  even  to  conceivi  the  ro 
m mi  ic  generositj  of  the  Tribune,  i  be 

Barons  were  yet  mo  d  when, 


the  next  day,  ltien/.i,  summoning  them 
one  by  one  to  a  private  audience,  pre 
sented  them  with  gifts,  and  bade  them 
forget  the  past  :  excused  himself 
rat  her  t  han  them, and  augmented  their 
offices  and  honours. 

In  the  Quixotism  of  a  heart  to  which 
royalty  was  natural,  he  thought  that 
there  was  no  medium  course;  and  that 
the  enmity  he  would  not  silence  by 
death,  he  could  crush  by  confidence 
and  favours.  Such  conduct  from  a  horn 
king  to  hereditary  inferiors  might 
have  been  successful ;  but  the  gene- 
rosity of  one  who  has  abruptly  risen 
over  his  lords  is  but  the  ostentation 
of  insult,  Rienzi  in  this,  and,  perhaps, 
in  forgiveness  itself,  committed  a  fatal 
error  of  policy,  which  the  dark  saga 
city  of  a  Visconti,  or,  in  later  times, 
of  a  Borgia,  would  never  have  perpe- 
trated. But  it  was  the  error  of  a 
bright  and  a  great  mind. 

Nina  was  seated  in  the  grand  saloon 
of  the  palace— it  was  the  day  of  re- 
ception for  the  Roman  ladies. 

The  attendance   was  SO    much   less 
numerous  than  usual   that  it  startled 
her,  and  she  thought  there  was  a  cold 
ness  and  restraint,  in  the  manner  of 
the  visitors   present,  which   somewhat, 

stung  her  vanity. 

"I  trust  we  have  not  offended  the 
Signora  Colonna."  she  said  to  the  Lady 
of  Gianni,  Stephen's  3on.     "  She  was 

wont  to  -race  our  halls,  and  we  miss 
much  her  .-lately  presence." 

"Madam,  my  Lord's  mother  is  un- 
well !  '* 

be  so  I     We  will  bi  ml  for  her 

welcome   news.     Methinks  we 

are  dea  rted  to  day," 

A  -  jhe   poke,  she  carelessly  dropped 

her  handkerchief— the  baughtj   dame 

of  the  <  lolonna  benl  no!  not  a  band 
stirred  ;  and  the  Tribum 
for  a  moment  surprised  and  di  con- 
certed. Her  eye  roving  Over  t  lie 
throng,  she  perceived  several,  whom 
.  a-  the  v,  Lve  oi  ELiezud's  foes, 
ing    togethei    with    meaning 
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glances,  and  more  than  one  malicious 
sneer  at  her  mortification  was  appa- 
rent. She  recovered  herself  instantly, 
and  said  to  the  Signora  Frangipani, 
with  a  smile,  "  May  we  be  a  partaker 
of  your  mirth?  You  seem  to  have 
chanced  on  some  gay  thought,  which 
it  were  a  sin  not  to  share  freely." 

The  lady  she  addressed  coloured 
slightly,  and  replied,  "  We  were  think- 
ing, madam,  that  had  the  Tribune 
been  present,  his  vow  of  knighthood 
would  have  been  called  into  requisi- 
tion." 

"And  how,  Signora?" 

"  It  would  have  been  his  pleasing 
duty,  madam,  to  succour  the  dis- 
tressed." And  the  Signora  glanced 
significantly  on  the  kerchief  still  on 
the  floor. 

"  You  designed  me,  then,  this  slight, 
Signoras,"  said  Nina,  rising  with  great 
majesty.  "  I  know  not  whether  your 
Lords  are  equally  bold  to  the  Tribune ; 
but  this  I  know,  that  the  Tribune's 
wife  can  in  future  forgive  your  ab- 
sence. Four  centuries  ago,  a  Frangi- 
pani might  well  have  stooped  to  a 
Raselli ;  to-day,  the  dame  of  a  Roman 
Baron  might  acknowledge  a  superior 
in  the  wife  of  the  first  magistrate  of 
Rome.  I  compel  not  your  courtesy, 
nor  seek  it." 

"  We  have  gone  too  far,"  whispered 
one  of  the  ladies  to  her  neighbour. 
"  Perhaps  the  enterprise  may  not  suc- 
ceed ;  and  then " 

Further  remark  was  cut  short  by 
the  sudden  entrance  of  the  Tribune. 
He  entered  with  great  haste,  and  on 
his  brow  was  that  dark  frown  which 
none  ever  saw  unquailing. 

"  How,  fair  matrons!"  saiil  he,  look- 
ing round  the  room  with  a  rapid 
glance,  "ye  have  not  deserted  us  yet? 
By  the  blessed  cross,  your  Lords  pay 
a  compliment  to  our  honour,  to  leave 
us  such  lovely  hostages,  or  else,  God's 
truth,  they  are  ungrateful  husbands. 
So,  madam,"  turning  sharp  round  to 
the  wife  of  Giauni  Colonna,   •'  your 


husband  is  fled  to  Palestrina;  yours 
Signora  Orsini,  to  Marino ;  yours  with 
him,  fair  bride  of  Frangipani, — ye 
came  hither  to- — -.  But  ye  are  sacred 
even  from  a  word  ! " 

The  Tribune  paused  a  moment,  evi- 
dently strivingto  suppress  his  emotion, 
as  he  observed  the.  terror  he  had  ex- 
cited— his  eye  fell  upon  Nina,  who, 
forgetting  her  previous  vexation,  re- 
garded him  with  anxious  amazement. 
"  Yes,"  said  he  to  her,  "  you  alone, 
perhaps,  of  this  fair  assemblage,  know 
not  that  the  nobles  whom  I  lately 
released  from  the  headsman's  gripe 
are  a  second  time  forsworn.  They 
have  left  home  in  the  dead  of  the 
night,  and  already  the  Heralds  pro- 
claim them  traitors  and  rebels.  Jlh  nzi 
forgives  no  more!  " 

"  Tribune,"  exclaimed  the  Signora 
Frangipani,  who  had  more  bold  blood 
in  her  veins  than  her  whole  house, 
"  were  I  of  thine  own  sex,  I  would  cast 
the  words,  Traitor  and  Rebel,  given 
to  my  Lord,  in  thine  own  teeth  !— 
Proud  man,  the  Pontiff  soon  will  fulfil 
that  office ! " 

"  Your  Lord  is  blest  with  a  dove, 
fair  one,"  said  the  Tribune,  scornfully 
"  Sadie$,  fear  not,  while  Rienzi  lives, 
the  wife  even  of  his  worst  foe  is  safe 
and  honoured.  The  crowd  will  be  here 
anon ;  our  guards  shall  attend  ye  homo 
in  safety,  or  this  palace  may  be  your 
shelter — for,  I  warn  ye,  that  your 
Lords  have  rushed  into  a  great  peril. 
And  ere  many  days  be  past,  the  streets 
of  Rome  may  be  as  rivers  of  blood." 

"  We  accept  your  offer,  Tribune," 
said  the  Signora  Frangipani,  who  was 
touched,  and,  in  spite  of  herself,  awed 
by  the  Tribune's  manner.  And  as  she 
spoke,  siie  dropped  on  one  knee, picked 
up  the  kerchief,  and,  presenting  it. 
respectfully  to  Nina,  said,  "  Madam, 
forgive  me.  I  alone  of  these  present 
respect  you  more  in  danger  than  in 
pride." 

"  And  I,"  returned  Nina,  as  she 
leaned    in    graceful     confidence     on 
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Rienzi 's  arm,  "I  reply,  that  if  there 
be  danger,  the  more  need  of  pride." 

All  that  day  and  all  that  night  rang 
the  great  bell  of  the  Capitol.  But  on 
the  following  daybreak,  the  assem- 
blage was  thin  and  scattered;  there  was 
a  great  fear  stricken  into  the  hearts 
of  the  people,  by  the  flight  of  the 
Barons,  and  they  bitterly  and  loudly 
upbraided  Rienzi  for  sparing  them  to 
this  opportunity  of  mischief.  That 
day  the  rumours  continued ;  the  mur- 
murers  for  the  most  part  remained 
within  their  houses,  or  assembled  in 
listless  and  discontented  troops.  The 
next  day  dawned;  the  same  lethargy 
prevailed.  The  Tribune  summoned 
his  Council,  (which  was  a  Represen- 
ts i\.-  assembly.) 

"  Shall  we  go  forth  as  we  are,"  said 
he,  '  with  such  few  as  will  follow  the 
Soman  standard  ! " 

"  No,"  replied  Pandulfo,  who,  by 
nature  timid,  was  vet  well  acquainted 
with  the  disposition  of  the  people,  and 
therefore  a  sagacious  counsellor.  "Let 
as  hold  hack  ;  let  us  wait  till  the  rebels 
commit  themselves  by  some  odious 
outrage,  and  then  hatred  will  unite  the 
waverers,  and  resentment  lead  them." 


This  counsel  prevailed ;  the  event 
proved  its  wisdom.  To  give  excuse 
and  dignity  to  the  delay,  messengers 
were  sent  to  Marino,  whither  the 
chief  part  of  the  Barons  had  fled,  and 
which  was  strongly  fortified,  demand- 
ing their  immediate  return. 

On  the  day  on  which  the  haughty 
refusal  of  the  insurgents  was  brought 
to  Rienzi,  came  fugitives  from  all 
parts  of  the  Campagna.  Houses 
burned — convents  and  vineyards  pil- 
laged— cattle  and  horses  seized — at- 
tested the  warfare  practised  by  the 
Barons,  and  animated  the  drooping 
Romans,  by  showing  the  mercies  they 
might  expect  for  themselves.  That 
evening,  of  their  own  accord,  the 
Romans  rushed  into  the  place  of  the 
Capitol : — Rinaldo  Orsini  had  seized  a 
fortress  in  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood of  Rome,  and  had  set  fire  to  a 
tower,  the  flames  of  which  were  visible 
to  the  city.  The  tenant  of  the  tower, 
a  noble  lady,  old  and  widowed,  was 
burnt  alive.  Then  rose  the  wild  cla- 
mour— the  mighty  wrath — the  head- 
long fury.  The  hour  for  action  had 
arrived.* 


CHAPTER  IIL 


THE    BATTLH. 


"  I  have  dreamed  a  dream,"  cried 
Rienzi,  leaping  from  his  bed.  "  The 
lion-hearted  Boniface,  foe  and  victim 
of  the  Colonna,  hath  appeared  to  me, 
and  promised  victory.+  Nina,  prepare 


*  "  Ardea  tan 
r  uomini.  Noo 

donna  v.      .  re.    Pei 

i  deltade  n  Romanl  fur.,  p 

Ac—  Vila  di  C  «W  H'iiizi,  lib.  i    <•..['.  20, 

t  "  In  queati  ootta  ml  ■  uiparm.  Santo 
Bonifacio  Papa,"  kc—VU.  di  <;„i.  n,r,,. 
oap.  •'! 


the  laurel-wreath :   this  day  victory 

shall  be  ours  !" 

••  i  Mi.  Rienzi  I  t..  day  '" 

hi  irk.  ii  to  the  bell—  1" 
to  the  trumpet.  Nay,  I  hear  even  now 
ii..'  impatient  hoofs  of  my  n bite  war 
iteed  I  <  Mi'-  kiss,  Nina,  ere  I  arm  for 
victory,— stay  comfort  poor  Irene  ; 
lei  me  not  see  her — she  wee],  that 
my  foes  are  akin  to  her  betrothed  ;  1 
cannot  brook  her  tears;  I  watched 
her  in  her  cradle.      'I'"  day,  I  must 

11  my  sniil '   Knave*, 
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twice  perjured  ! — wolves,  never  to  be 
tamed  ! — shall  I  meet  ye  at  last  sword 
to  sword  ?  Away,  sweet  Nina,  to  Irene, 
quick  !  Adrian  is  at  Naples,  and  were 
he  in  Rome,  her  lover  is  sacred,  though 
fifty  times  a  Colonna." 

With  that,  the  Tribune  passed  into 
his  wardrobe,  where  his  pages  and 
gentlemen  attended  with  his  armour. 
"  I  hear,  by  our  spies,"  said  he,  "  that 
they  will  be  at  our  gates  ere  noon — 
four  thousand  foot,  seven  hundred 
horsemen.  We  will  give  them  a  hearty 
welcome,  my  masters.  How,  Angelo 
Villani,  my  pretty  page,  what  do  you 
out  of  your  lady's  service  ]  " 

"  I  would  fain  see  a  warrior  arm 
for  Rome,"  said  the  boy,  with  a  boy's 
energy. 

"  Bless  thee,  my  child  ;  there  spoke 
one  of  Rome's  true  sons ! " 

"  And  the  Signora  has  promised  me 
that  I  shall  go  with  her  guard  to  the 
gates,  to  hear  the  news " 

"And  report  the  victory? — thou 
shalt.  But  they  must  not  let  thee 
come  within  shaft-shot.  What!  my 
Paudulfo,  thou  in  mail?" 

"  Rome  requires  every  man,"  said 
the  citizen,  whose  weak  nerves  were 
strung  by  the  contagion  of  the  general 
enthusiasm. 

"  She  doth  —  and  once  more  I  am 
proud  to  be  a  Roman.  Now,  gentles, 
the  Dalmatieum  :  *  I  would  that  every 
foe  should  know  Rienzi ;  and,  by  the 
Lord  of  Hosts,  fighting  at  the  head 
of  the  imperial  people,  I  have  a  right 
to  the  imperial  robe.  Are  the  friars 
prepared  ?  Our  march  to  the  gates 
shall  be  preceded  by  a  solemn  hymn 
— so  fought  our  sires." 

"  Tribune,  John  di  Vico  is  arrived 
with  a  hundred  horse  to  support  the 
Good  Estate." 

"He  hath!  — The  Lord  has  de- 
livered us  then  of  a  foe,  and  given  our 
dungeons  a  traitor!-  Bring  hither  yon 

*  A  robe  or  mantle  of  white,  borne  by 
Rienzi;  at  onetime  belonging  t.i  tlie  sacerdo- 
tal office,  afterwards  an  emblem  of  i  mpire. 


casket,   Angelo.  —  So  —  Hark   thee « 
Pandulfo,  read  this  letter." 

The  citizens  read,  with  surprise  and 
consternation,  the  answer  of  the  wily 
Prefect  to  the  Colonna's  epistle. 

"  He  promises  the  Baron  to  desert 
to  him  in  the  battle,  with  the  Prefect's 
banner,"  said  Pandulfo.  "  What  is  to 
be  done  1 " 

"  What ! — take  my  signet — here — 
see  him  lodged  forthwith  in  the  prison 
of  the  Capitol.  Bid  his  train  leave 
Rome,  and  if  found  acting  with  the 
Barons,  warn  them  that  their  Lord 
dies.  Go — see  to  it  without  a  moment'.* 
delay.  Meanwhile,  to  the  chapel— we 
will  hear  mass." 

Within  an  hour  the  Roman  army — 
vast,  miscellaneous  —  old  men  and 
boys,  mingled  with  the  vigour  of  life, 
were  on  their  march  to  the  G 
San  Lorenzo;  of  their  number,  whicli 
amounted  to  twenty  thousand  foot, not 
one-sixth  could  be  deemed  men-at- 
arms  ;  but  the  cavalry  were  well  equip- 
ped, and  consisted  of  the  lesser  Barons 
and  the  more  opulent  citizens.  At 
the  head  of  these  rode  the  Tribune  in 
complete  armour,  and  wearing  on  his 
casque  a  wreath  of  oak  and  olive  lca\  es, 
wrought,  in  silver.  Before  him  waved 
the  great  gonfalon  of  Rome,  while 
in  front  of  this  multitudinous  array 
marched  a  procession  of  monks,  of  the 
order  of  St.  Francis,  (for  the  ecclesias- 
tical body  of  Rome  went  chiefly  with 
the  popular  spirit,  and  its  enthusiastic 
leader,) — slowly  chanting  the  follow- 
ing hymn,  which  was  made  inexpressi- 
bly startling  and  imposing  at  the  close 
of  each  stanza,  by  the  clash  of  arms, 
the  blast  of  trumpets,  and  the  deep 
roll  of  the  drum  ;  which  formed,  as  it 
were,  a  martial  chorus  to  the  song : — 

ROMAN  WAR  SONG 

1. 

March,  march  for  your  hearths  and  yow 

:iltars  ! 
Curst  d  to  all  time  be  the  dastard  that  falters, 
Never  on  eai  tli  may  bis  sins  be  forgiven 
Death  on  bis  soul,  shut  the  portals  of  heaven  I 
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A  curse  on   his  heart,   ami  a  curse  on  his 

brain  ! — 
\Vhi>  strikes  not  for  Home,  shall  to  Home  be 
her  Cain  ! 
Breeze  fill  our  banners,  sun  gild  our  Bpears, 
Spirito  Santo,  Cavaliers  !* 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow, 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow, 

Gaily  to  glory  we  come; 
Like  a  king  in  his  pomp, 
To  the  blast  of  tlie  tromp, 

And  the  roar  of  the  mighty  drum  ! 
Breeze  rill  our  banners,  sun  gild  our  spears, 
Spirito  Han  to,  Cavaliers  I 

2. 
March,  march  for  your  Freedom  and  Laws  ! 
Earth  is  your  witness — all  Earth's  is  your 

cause  ! 
Seraph  and   saint    from    their  glory    shall 

heed  ye, 
The   angi  1    that   .-mote  the  Assyrian   shall 

had  ye ; 
To  the  Christ  of  the  Cross  man  is  never  so 

holy 
As  in   braving   the  proud  in  defence  of  the 
luwlj  ! 
Breeze  fill  «ur  banners,  sun  gild  our  spears, 
Spirito  San: 

Blow,  trumpets,  blow, 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow, 

« ■         to  glory  we  come  ; 
Like  a  king  in  his  pomp, 
To  the  blast  of  the  tromp. 

And  the  roar  of  the  mighty  drum  ' 
Breezefill  our  banners,  sun  gild  our  spears, 
Spirito  Santo,  Cavaliers ' 


March,  man  h  !  ye  are  sons  of  the  Roman, 
Step  "VI  as  fate  to  the 
foeman  ! 

Whose  realm,  save  the  air  and  the  wave,  had 
DO  wall, 

I  through  the  world  like  a  lord 

in  his  I. all; 
Though  your  fame  hath  sunk  down  to  the 

uighl  >if  tin   . 
It  shall  rise  from  the  field  like  the  sun  from 

the  wave. 

nil  hi  i  banners,  sun  gild  our  spean 
Spirito  Santo,  Cavalier*  ■' 
Blow,  trumpets,  blow, 
Blow,  trumpets,  Mow, 

la  glory  ire  come ; 
Like  a  kme  in  his  pomp. 
To  the  bla-t  at  the  tiwop, 

And  the  roar  of  the  mighty  drum  ! 
Bi  aw  fill  our  banners,  sun  gild oui  ipeari 
fjftrito  I  UtersI 

'  x 

*  [Uenzi's   w.nd    ef    battle   was   Spirito 

No.  1  L 


In  this  order  they  readied  the  wide 
waste  (hat  ruin  and  devastation  left 
within  the  gates,  and.  marshalled  in 
long  lines  on  either  side,  extending 
far  down  the  vistaed  streets,  and  leav- 
ing a  broad  space  in  the  centre, 
awaited  the  order  of  their  leader. 

"  Throw  open  the  gates,  and  admit 
the  foe  !  "  cried  Rienzi,  with  a  loud 
voiee  ;  as  the  trumpets  of  the  Barons 
announced  their  approach. 

Meanwhile  the  insurgent  Patricians, 
who  had  marched  that  morning  from 
a  place  called  the  Monument,  four 
miles  distant,  came  gallantly  and 
boldly  on. 

With  old  Stephen,  whose  great 
height,  gaunt  frame,  and  lordly  air, 
shewed  well  in  his  gorgeous  mail,  rode 
his  sons,— the  Frangipani  and  ihe 
Savelli,  and  Giordano  Orsini,  brother 
to  Rinaldo. 

"  To-day  the  tyrant  shall  perish  !  " 
said  the  proud  Baron;  "and  the  flag 
of  the  Coloona  shall  wave  from  the 
Capitol." 

"  The  flag  of  the  Bear,"  said  Gior- 
dano Orsini,  angrily. — "  The  victory 
will  not  be  yours  alone,  my  Lord  !" 

"  Our  house  ever  took  precedence 
in  Rome,"  replied  the  Colonna, 
haughtily. 

"  Never,  while  one  stone  of  the 
pal. ices  of  the  Orsini  stands  upon 
aim:  her." 

"  Bosh! "said  Loca di Savelli ;  "art 
ye   divid  Liu  while  the   lion 

lives!  We  shall  have  tierce  work  to- 
day." 

"  No'  the    old   Colonna  ; 

"  John   di    Vieo   will    turn,    with   his 

Romans,  al  I  be  fin  I  onset,  and  some 

of    the     mil tenta    within     have 

promisi  il  bo  open  the  gates.-    How 


SantO   I  '■■  •  I    ivalur   ill    11 

lar  numbei       The    plural    iiiiinl"  i 

employe. I  in   the  I  mi  ■•■  hal  mora 

animated,  and  therefore  bet  tat  adapted  to 
the  k uni  of  (mi.  try  in'  ..i  n hiph 

the  watchword  bus  i •• 
ft 
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knave  ? "  as  a  scout  rode  up  breathless 
to  the  Baron.     "  What  tidings] " 

"  The  gates  are  opened — not  a  spear 
gleams  from  the  walls !  " 

"  Did  I  not  tell  ye,  Lords]"  said  the 
Colonna,  turning  round  triumphantly. 
"  Methinkswe  shall  win  Home  without 
a  single  blow. — Grandson,  where  now 
ure  thy  silly  forebodings  1 "  This  was 
said  to  Pietro,  one  of  his  grandsons — 
the  first-horn  of  Gianni — a  comely 
youth,  not  two  weeks  wedded,  who 
made  no  reply.  "  My  little  Pietro 
here,"  continued  the  Baron,  speaking 
to  his  comrades,  "  is  so  new  a  bride- 
groom, that  last  night  he  dreamed  of 
his  bride ;  and  deems  it,  poor  lad,  a 
portent." 

"  She  was  in  deep  mourning,  and 
glided  from  my  arms,  uttering,  '  Woe, 
woe,  to  the  Colonna ! ' "  said  the  young 
man,  solemnly. 

"  I  have  lived  nearly  ninety  years," 
replied  the  old  man,  "  and  I  may 
have  dreamed,  therefore,  some  forty 
thousand  dreams  ;  of  which,  two  came 
true,  and  the  rest  were  false.  Judge, 
then,  what  chances  are  in  favour  of 
the  science  ! " 

Thus  conversing,  they  approached 
within  how-shot  of  the  gates,  which 
were  still  open.  All  was  silent  as  death. 
The  army,  which  was  composed  chiefly 
of  foreign  mercenaries,  halted  in 
deliberation — when,  lo  ! — a  torch  was 
suddenly  cast  on  high  over  the  walls ; 
it  gleamed  a  moment — and  then 
hissed  in  the  miry  pool  below. 

"  It  is  the  signal  of  our  friends 
within,  as  agreed  on,"  cried  old 
Colonna.  "  Pietro,  advance  with  your 
company  ! "  The  young  nobleman 
closed  his  visor,  put  himself  at  the 
head  of  the  band  under  his  command; 
and,  with  his  lance  in  his  rest,  rode 
in  a  half  gallop  to  the  gates.  The 
morning  had  been  clouded  and  over- 
cast, and  the  sun,  appearing  only  at 
intervals,  now  broke  out  in  a  bright 
stream  of  light — as  it  glittered  on  the 
waving  plume  and   shining  mail  of 


the  young  horseman,  disappearing 
under  the  gloomy  arch,  several  paces 
in  advance  of  his  troop.  On  swept 
his  followers  -  forward  went,  the 
cavalry  headed  by  Gianni  Colonna, 
Pietro's  father. — There  was  a  minute's 
silence,  broken  only  by  the  clatter  of 
the  arms,  and  tramp  of  he 
when  from  within  the  walls  rose  the 
abrupt  cry — "  Rome,  the  Tribune,  and 
the  People!  Spirito  Si  into,  Cavaliers!" 
The  main  body  halted  aghast.  Sud- 
denly Gianni  Colonna  was  seen  Hying 
backward  from  the  gate  at  full  speed. 

"  My  sou,  my  son  !  "  he  cried,  "  they 
have  murdered  him  ; " — he  halted 
abrupt  and  irresolute,  then  adding, 
"  But  I  will  avenge  !  "  wheeled  round, 
and  spurred  again  through  the  arch, 
—  when  a  huge  machine  of  iron, 
shaped  as  a  portcullis,  suddenly 
descended  upon  the  unhappy  father, 
and  crushed  man  and  horse  to  the 
ground — one  blent,  mangled,  bloody 
mass. 

The  old  Colonna  saw,  and  scarce 
believed  his  eyes  ;  and  ere  his  troop 
recovered  its  stupor,  the  machine 
rose,  and  over  the  corpse  dashed  the 
Popular  Armament.  Thousands  upon 
thousands,  they  came  on;  a  wild, 
clamorous,  roaring  stream.  They 
poured  on  all  sides  upon  their  enemies, 
who  drawn  up  in  steady  discipline, 
and  clad  in  complete  mail,  received 
and  broke  their  charge. 

"  licvenge,  and  the  Colonna  !  " — 
"  The  Bear  and  the  Or.-ini ! "'  — 
"  Charity  and  the  Frangipani  !  "  * 
"  Strike  for  the  Snake  t  and  the 
Savelli ! "  were  then  heard  on  high, 
mingled  with  the  German  and  hoarse 
shout,  "  Pull  purses,  and  the  Three 
Kings  of  Cologne."  The  Romans, 
rather  ferocious  than  disciplined,  fell 


*  Wlio  bad  taken  their  motto  from  some 
fabled  ancestor  who  had  broke  bread  with  a 
beggar  in  a  time  of  famine. 

t  The  Lion  was,  however,  the  animal 
usually  arrogated  by  the  heraldic  vanity  of 
the  .Savelli. 
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butchered  in  crowds  round  the  ranks 
of  the  mercenaries  :  bul  as  oue  fell, 
another  succeeded  ;  and  still  burst 
with  undiminished  fervour  the  counter 

cry  of  "  Rome,  the  Tribune,  and  the 
People  ! — Spirito  Santo,  *  avaliers!" 
Exposed  to  every  shaft  and  every 
sword  by  liis  emblematic  diadem  and 
bis  imperial  robe,  the  fierce  Rienzi  led 
on  each  assault,  wielding  an  enormous 
hattle-axe,  for  the  use  of  which  the 
Italians  were  celebrated,  and  which  he 
regarded  as  a  national  weapon.  In- 
spired by  every  darker  and  sterner 
instinct  of  his  nature,  his  blood 
heated,  bis  passions  aroused,  6ghting 
i-  a  citizen  for  liberty,  as  a  monarch 
fir  his  crown,  his  daring  seemed  to 
tin-  astonished  foe  as  that  of  one 
frantic;  his  preservationth.it  of  one 
1  :  now  here,  now  there; 
wherever  flagged  bis  own,  or  failed 
i  In-  opposing,  force,  glittered  his 
white  robe,  and  rose  his  bloody  battle- 
axe;  but  his  fury  seemed  rather 
directed  againsl  the  chiefs  than  the 
herd  ;  and  still  where  his  charger 
wheeled  was  hesrd  his  voice,  "  Where 
is  a  Colonna'!" —  "Defiance  to  the 
<  'isini .'" — "Spirito  Santo,  ( 'avalit  rs!" 
Three  times  was  the  sally  I'd  from  the 
gate;  three  times  were  the  Romans 
back  :  and  mi  the  third,  the 
gonfalon,  borne  before  the  Tribune, 
was  cloven  to  the  ground.  Then,  for 
the  first  time,  he  seemed  amazed  and 
alarmed,    and,    raising    his    i 

1 »  Lord,  hast 
thou  thi  "    With  that, 

taking  heart,  once  more  he  waved  his 
arm,  and  again  led  forward  his  wild 
array. 

At  eve  the  battle  ceased,     of  the 
who  had  been  the  mai 

Of  the  Tril'Ui.  I  '' 

aa  broken.     Of  the  i 

line  <>f  the  Colonna,  three  lay  dead. 
Giordan'.*  ►rsini  wasmortally wounded; 
■  Rinaldo  had  not  Bhared  the 
conflict  'if  tie  1'i.ih  ipani,  the 
haughl  i  -   w«re   no 


and  Luca,  the  dastard  head  of  the 
Savelli,  had  long  since  saved  himself 
by  flight.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
slaughter  of  the  citizens  had  been  pro- 
digious ; — the  ground  was  swamped 
with  blood — and  over  heaps  of  slain, 
(steeds  and  riders,)  the  twilight  star 
beheld  Rienzi  and  the  Romans  return- 
ing victors  from  the  pursuit.  Shouts 
of  rejoicing  followed  the  Tribune's 
panting  steed  through  the  arch;  and 
just  as  he  entered  the  space  within, 
crowds  of  those  whose  infirmities,  sex, 
or  years,  had  not  allowed  them  to 
share  the  conflict, — women,  and  chil- 
dren, and  drivelling  age,  mingled  with 
the  hate  feet  and  dark  robes  of  monks 
and  friars,  apprised  of  the  victor}', 
were  prepared  to  hail  his  triumph. 

Rienzi  reined  his  steed  by  the  corpse 
of  the  boy  Colonna,  which  lay  half 
immersed  in  a  pool  of  water,  and 
close  by  it,  removed  from  the  arch 
where  he  had  fallen,  lay  that  of  Gianni 
Colonna,— (that  Gianni  Colonna  whose 
spear  had  dismissed  his  brother's 
gentle  spirit.)  He  glanced  over  the 
slain,  as  the  melancholy  Hesperus 
played  upon  the  bloody  pool  and  the 
gory  corselet,  wit  ha  breast  heaved  with 
many  emotions  ;  and  turning,  he  saw 
the  young  Angelo,  who,  with  some  of 
Nina's  guard,  had  repaired  to  the 
spot,  and  had  now  approached  the 
Tribune. 

"  Child,"  said   Rienzi,  pointing  to 

■  I,  ••  blessed  art  Hunt  who  Jiast 

i,,,  /,/,„„/  of  kindred  in  avenge! — to 

him  who  hath,  sooner  or  later  comes 

the  hour;  and  an  awful  hour  it  is!" 

The  words  sank  deep  into  Angelo's 
heart,  and  in  after  life  became  words 

of  fate  to  the  speaker  and  t lie  1  ■ 

Ere    Rienzi    had   well    reo 

himself,  and  as  were  heard  around 
him    thi  f   the   widows   and 

mothers  of  the  slain — the  gi 
tie.'  dying      the    exhortations    of   the 

friars— mingled   with  Bounds  of  joy 

and  triumph— a   cry  was   rai 

tin;  women    and    stragglers   <  :>   tb 
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battle-field  without,  of  "The  foe! — 
the  foe ! " 

"  To  your  swords,"  cried  the  Tri- 
bune ;  "  fall  back  in  order ; — yet  they 
cannot  be  so  bold  !  " 

The  tramp  of  horses,  the  blast  of  a 
trumpet,  were  heard;  and  presently, 
at  full  speed,  some  thirty  horsemen 
dashed  through  the  gate. 

"  Your  bows,"  exclaimed  the  Tri- 
bune, advancing ; — "  yet  hold  —  the 
leader  is  unarmed — it  is  our  own 
banner.  By  our  Lady,  it  is  our  am- 
bassador  of  Naples,  the  Lord  Adrian 
ili  CaateJlo:" 

Tan  t  ing — breathless—covered  with 
dust — Adrian  halted  at  the  pool  red 
with  the  blood  of  his  kindred — and 
their  pale  faces,  set  in  death,  glared 
upon  him. 

'•'  Too  late  —  alas  !  alas  !  —  dread 
fate  ! — unhappy  Rome  ! " 

"  They  fell  into  the  pit  they  them- 
selves had  digged,"  said  the  Tribune, 
in  a  firm  but  hollow  voice. — "  Noble 
Adrian,  would  thy  counsels  had  pre- 
vented this!  " 

"  Away,  proud  man — away  !  "  said 
Adrian,  impatiently  waving  his  hand, 
— "  thou  shouldst  protect  the  lives  of 

Romans,   and oh,    Gianni ! —  Pie- 

tro ! — could  not  birth,  renown,  and 
thy  green  years,  poor  boy — could  not 
these  save  ye?" 

"  Pardon  him,  my  friends,"  said 
the  Tribune  to  the  crowd, — "  his 
grief  is  natural,  and  he  knows  not  all 
their  guilt. — Back,  I  pray  ye — leave 
him  to  our  ministering." 

It  might  have  fired  ill  for  Adrian, 
but  for  the  Tribune's  brief  speech. 
And  as  the  young  Lord,  dismounting, 
now  bent  over  his  kinsmen — the 
Tribune  also  surrendering  bis  charger 
to  his  'squires,  approached,  and, 
despite  Adrian's  reluctance  and  aver- 
sion, drew  him  aside, — 

"  Young  friend,"  said  he,  mourn- 
fully, "  my  heart  bleeds  for  you ;  yet 
bethink  thee,  the  wrath  of  the  crowd 
is  fresh  upon  them  :  be  prudent." 


"  Prudent ! " 

"  Hush — by  my  honour,  these  men 
were  not  worthy  of  your  name.  Twice 
perjured — onceassassins — twice  rebels 
— listen  to  me  ! " 

"  Tribune,  I  ask  no  otherconstruing 
of  what  I  see- — they  might  have  died 
justly,  or  been  butchered  foully.  But 
there  is  no  peace  between  the  execu- 
tioner of  my  race  and  me." 

"  Will  you,  too,  be  forsworn  1  Thine 
oath  ! — Come,  come,  I  hear  not  these 
words.  Be  composed — retire — and  if, 
three  days  hence,  you  impute  any 
other  blame  to  me  than  that  of  unwise 
lenity,  I  absolve  you  from  your  oath, 
and  you  are  free  to  be  my  foe.  Thr 
crowd  gape  and  gaze  upon  us  —  a 
minute  more,  and  I  may  not  avail  to 
save  you." 

The  feelings  of  the  young  patrician 
were  such  as  utterly  baffle  description. 
He  had  never  been  much  amongst  his 
house,  nor  ever  received  more  than 
common  courtesy  at  their  hands.  But 
lineage  is  lineage  still !  And  there, 
in  the  fatal  hazard  of  war,  lay  the 
tree  and  sapling,  the  prime  and  hope 
of  his  race.  He  felt  there  was  no 
answer  to  the  Tribune,  the  very  place 
of  their  death  proved  they  had  fallen 
in  an  assault  upon  their  countrymen. 
He  sympathised  not  with  their  cause, 
but  their  fate.  And  rage,  revenge 
alike  forbidden — his  heart  was  the 
more  softened  to  the  shock  and  para- 
lysis of  grief.  He  did  not  therefore 
speak,  but  continued  to  gaze  upon 
the  dead,  while  large  and  unheeded 
tears  flowed  down  his  cheeks,  and  his 
attitude  of  dejection  and  sorrow  was 
so  moving,  that  the  crowd,  at  fir^t 
indignant,  now  felt  for  his  affliction. 
At  length  his  mind  seemed  made  up. 
He  turned  to  Rienzi,  and  said,  falter 
ingly,  "Tribune,  I  blame  you  not,  nor 
accuse.  It  you  have  been  rash  in 
this,  God  will  have  blood  for  blood.  I 
wage  no  war  with  you — you  say  right, 
:n.\  oath  prevents  mo;  and  if  you 
gOA  i  in  well,  I  can  still  remember  that 
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I  am  Roman.  But — l.ut — look  to 
that  bleeiling  clay  —  we  meet  no 
more  ! — your  sister — God  be  with 
her! — between  her  ami  me  flows  a 
■lurk  i^ulf!"  The  young  noble  paused 
some  moments,  choked  by  his  emo- 
tion-, and  then  continued,  "  These 
papers  discharge  me  of  my  mission. 
Standard-bearers,  lay  down  the  banner 
of  the  Republic.  Tribune,  speak  not 
— I  would  be  calm — calm.  And  so 
farewell  to  Rome."  With  a  hurried 
glance  towards  the  dead,  lie  sprung 
upon  I,  ad,   followed    by  his 

train,  vanished  through  the  arch. 

The  Tribune  had  nol  attempted  to 
detain  him — had  not  interrupted  him. 
He  felt   that  the  young  noble    had 


thought — acted  as  became  him  best. 
He  followed  him  with  his  eyes. 

"  And  thus,"  said  he  jrloomily, 
plucks  from  me  my  noblest 
friend  and  my  justest  counsellor — a 
better  man  Home  never  lost!" 

Such  is  the  eternal  doom  of  dis- 
ordered states.  The  mediator  between 
rank  and  rank, — the  kindly  noble — 
the  dispassionate  patriot — the  first 
to  act — the  most  hailed  in  action 
—  darkly  vanishes  from  the  scene. 
Fiercer  and  more  unscrupulous  spirits 
alone  stalk  the  field;  and  no  neutral 
and  harmonizing  link  remains  between 
hate  and  hate, — until  exhaustion,  sick 
with  horrors,  succeeds  to  frenzy,  and 
despotism  is  welcomed  as  repose! 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    HOLLOWNESS    OF   THE    BASK 


The  rapid  and  busy  march  of  state 
events  has  led  us  long  away  from  the 
sister  of  the  Tribune  and  the  betrothed 
of  Adrian.  And  the  sweet  thoughts 
and  gentle  day-dreams  of  that  fair 
and  enamoured  girl,  however  full  to 
her  of  an  interest  beyond  all  the 
and  perils  of  ambition,  are  not 
lyad  ipted  to  narration: — their 
soft  monotony  a  few  words  can  paint. 
They  knew  but  one  imag 
tended  to  bu I  one  prospect.  Shrinking 
from  the  glare  of  her  brother's  court, 
and  eclipsed,  when  she  : 

to   appear,  by  the  inure  niatu: 
dazzling    beauty,    and    all-command- 
ing pi.  Nina, —  to  her  the 
pomp   and   crowd    seemed    an    unreal 
pageant,   from  which  she  retired  to 

—  til":    hop 

musings  of  her  on  a  heart.    Poor  girl ! 

with  all  lie-  -"it  and   ••  D 

Ipt  dead  brother,  and   none  of  the 

-  •  n i 1 1 s    and     the    prodigal    am- 
bition, 


and  fervour  of  the  living — she  was  but 

ill -fitted  for  the  unquiet  but  splendid 

bo  which  she  was  thus  suddenly 

ired. 

With  all  her  affection  for  Rienzi, 

she  could  not  conquer  a  certain  fear 

which,  conjoined  w  ith   the  difference 

and    age,   forbade   her   to    be 

communicative  with  him   upon   the 

subject,  most  upon  her  heart. 

A-  tie-  ah-'  i of  Adrian  at  the 

Neapolitan  Court  passed  the  antici- 
pated d  \\   no  Court  then, 
with  a  throne  fiercely  disputed,  did 
■  iic-  require  a  nobler  (,r  more 
ntative, — and    in- 
1       inter-intj 
i.i-  departure  from  week  to  week),  Bhe 
grew  uneasyand  a!  trmed.  Like  many, 
themselves  una  en,  inactii  ■-.  1 1 

,  she  Baw  involun- 
tarily further  into  the  time  than  the 
deeper  intellect  either  of  the  Tribune 
or  Nina;  and  the  dangerous  discon- 
U  at  of  the  1 1  ible  and 
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udible  to  her  in  looks  and  whispers, 
which  reached  not  acuter  or  more 
suspected  ears  and  eyes.  Anxiously, 
restlessly,  did  she  long  for  the  return 
of  Adrian,  not  from  selfish  motives 
alone,  but  from  well-founded  appre- 
hensions for  her  brother.  With  Adrian 
di  Castellc,  alike  a  noble  and  a  patriot, 
each  party  had  found  a  mediator,  and 
his  presence  grew  daily  more  needed, 
till  at  length  the  conspiracy  of  the 
Barons  had  broken  out.  From  that 
hour  she  scarcely  dared  to  hope  ;  her 
calm  sense,  unblinded  by  the  high- 
wrought  genius  which,  as  too  often 
happens,  made  the  Tribune  see  harsh 
realities  through  a  false  and  brilliant 
light,  perceived  that  the  Rubicon  was 
passed ;  and  through  all  the  events 
that  followed  she  could  behold  but 
two  images — danger  to  her  brother, 
separation  from  her  betrothed. 

With  Nina  alone  could  her  full 
heart  confer ;  for  Nina,  with  all  the 
differences  of  character,  was  a  woman 
who  loved.  And  this  united  them. 
In  the  earlier  power  of  Rienzi,  many 
of  their  happiest  hours  had  been 
passed  together,  remote  from  the 
gaudy  crowd,  alone  and  unrestrained, 
in  the  summer  nights,  on  the  moon- 
lit balconies,  in  that  interchange  of 
thought,  sympathy,  and  consolation, 
which  to  twro  impassioned  and  guile- 
less women  makes  the  most  interest 
ing  occupation  and  the  most  effectual 
solace.  But  of  late,  this  intercourse 
had  been  much  marred.  From  the 
morning  in  which  the  Barons  had 
received  their  pardon,  to  that  on  which 
they  had  marched  on  Rome,  had  been 
one  succession  of  fierce  excitements. 
Every  face  Irene  saw  was  clouded  and 
overcast — all  gaiety  was  suspended — 
bustling  and  anxious  councillors,  or 
armed  soldiers,  had  for  days  been  the 
only  visitors  of  the  palace.  Rienzi 
had  been  seen  but  for  short  moments: 
his  brow  wrapt  in  care.  Nina  had 
been  more  fond,  more  caressing  than 
ever,    but   in    those    caresses    there 


I  seemed  a  mournful  and  ominous  com- 
passion. The  attempts  at  comfort 
and  hope  were  succeeded  by  a  sickly 
smile  and  broken  words ;  and  Irene 
was  prepared,  by  the  presentiments  of 

:  her  own  heart,  for  the  stroke  that  fell 
— victory  was  to  her  brother — his  foe 
was  crushed  —  Rome  was  free — but 
the  lofty  house  of  the  Colonnas  had 
lost  its  stateliest  props,  and  Adrian 
was  gone  for  ever! — She  did  not  blame 
him ;  she  could  not  blame  her  brother; 
each  had  acted  as  became  his  several 

;  station.  She  was  the  poor  sacrifice  of 
events  and  fate — the  Iphigenia  to  the 
Winds  which  were  to  bear  the  bark 
of  Rome  to  the  haven,  or,  it  might 
be,  to  whelm  it  in  the  abyss.  She  was 
stunned  by  the  blow ;  she  did  not 
even  weep  or  complain  ;  she  bowed  to 
the  storm  that  swept  over  her,  and  it 
passed.  For  two  days  she  neither 
took  food  nor  rest ;  she  shut  herself 
up ;  she  asked  only  the  boon  of  soli- 
tude :  but  on  the  third  morning  she 
recovered  as  by  a  miracle,  for  on  the 
third  morning,  the  following  letter 
was  left  at  the  palace  : — 

"  Irene, — Ere  this  you  have  learned 
my  deep  cause  of  grief ;  you  feel  that 
to  a  Colonna  Rune  can  no  longer  be 
a  home,  nor  Rome's  Tribune  be  a 
brother.  While  I  write  these  words 
honour  but  feebly  supports  me  :  all 
the  hopes  I  had  formed,  all  the  pros- 
pects I  had  pictured,  all  the  love  I 
bore  and  bear  thee,  rush  upon  my 
heart,  and  I  can  only  feel  that  I  am 
wretched.  Irene,  Irene,  your  sweet 
face  rises  before  me,  and  in  those 
beloved  eyes  I  read  that  I  am  for- 
given,—  I  am  understood  ;  and  dearly 
as  I  know  thou  lovest  me,  thou 
wouldst  rather  I  were  lost  to  thee, 
rather  I  were  in  the  grave  with  mj 
kinsmen,  than  knowr  1  lived  the  re- 
proach of  my  order,  the  recreant  of 
my  name.  Ah  !  whywas  I  a  Colonna? 
why  did  Fortune  make  me  noble,  and 
n  it.  e  and  circumstance  attach  me  to 
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the  people?  lam  barred  alike  from 
lore  and  from  revenge ;  all  my  revenge 
tall- upon  thee  and  me.  Adored!  we 
are  perhaps  separated  fur  ever;  but, 
l>v  all  the  happiness  I  have  known  by 
thy  side — by  all  the  rapture  of  which 
I  dreamed — by  that  delicious  hour 
which  first  gave  thee  to  my  gaze,  when 
1  watched  the  soft  soul  returning  to 
thine  eyes  and  lip — by  thy  first  blush- 
ing confession  of  love — by  our  first 
kiss — by  our  last  farewell — I  swear  to 
be  faithful  to  thee  to  the  last.  None 
other  shall  ever  chase  thine  image 
from  my  heart.  And  now,  when 
Hope  seems  over,  Faith  becomes 
doubly  sacred  ;  and  thou,  my  beauti- 
ful, wilt  thou  not  remember  me  .'  wilt 
thou  not  feel  as  if  we  were  the  be- 
trothed of  Heaven  !  In  the  1<  g<  ads 
of  the  North  we  are  told  of  the  knight 
who,  returning  from  the  Holy  Land, 
found  his  mistress  (believing  his 
death)  the  bride  of  Heaven,  and  he 
built  a  hermitage  by  the  convent 
where  she  dwelt ;  and,  though  they 
never  saw  each  other  more,  their  souls 
were  faithful  unto  death.  Even  so, 
Irene,  be  we  to  each  other — dead  to 
all  else — betrothed  in  memory — to  be 
wedded  above!  Ami  yet,  yet  ere  I 
close,  one  hope  dawns  upon  me.  Thy 
brother's  career,  brighl  and  lot 
be  but  as  a  falling  .-tar ;  Bhould  dark- 
ness swallow   it,  should    hie 

should   his  throne  be  broken, 
.  ime  know  no  more-  her  Tribune; 
should.-t   thou    ao   1  inger  have  a  bro- 
ther in  the  judge  and  destroyer  of  my 
midst     thou   be    stricken 
from  pomp  and  -tat. ■  ;  shouldsl  thou 

then,   without   a   stain  on  mine    ho- 
nour, without  the   shame  and   odium 

of  receiving  power  .and  happini 
hands  yet  red  with  the  blood  of  my 
race,  I  may  claim  thee-  as  in 
Honour  ceases  to  command  when  thou 
ceasest  to  be  great.  I  dare  not  too 
fondly  indulge  this  dream,  perchance 
it  ifl  a  sin   in   both.      I5ut   it    mu.-i.  be 


whispered,  that  thou  mayest  know  all 
thy  Adrian,  all  his  weakness  and  his 
strength.  My  own  loved,  my  ever 
loved,  loved  more  fondly  now  when 
loved  despairingly,  farewell !  May 
angels  heal  thy  sorrow,  and  guard  vie 
from  sin,  that  hereafter  at  least  we 
may  meet  again  !  " 

"  He  loves  me — he  loves  me  still ! " 
said  the  maiden,  weeping  at.  last; 
"and  I  am  blest  once  more  !  " 

With  that  letter  pressed  to  her 
heart  she  recovered  outwardlyfrom  the 
depth  of  her  affliction  ;  she  met  her 
brother  with  a  smile,  and  Nina  with 
embraces  ;  and  if  still  she  pined  and 
sorrowed,  it  was  in  that  "concealment" 
which  is  the  "  worm  i'  the  bud." 

Meanwhile,  after  the  first  flush  of 
victory,  lamentation  succeeded  to  joy 
in  Rome;  so  great  had  been  the 
slaughter  that  the  private  grief  was 
large  enough  to  swallow  up  all  public 
triumph  ;  and  many  of  the  mourners 
blamed  even  their  defender  for  the 
swords  of  the  assailant,  "Soma Jit 
terribilmt  nte  vedovata."*  The  nume- 
rous funerals  deeply  affected  the  Tri- 
bune ;  and,  in  proportion  to  his  sym- 
pathy  with  his  people,  grew  his  stern 
indignation  against  the  Barons.  Like 
all  men  whose  religion  is  intense, 
passionate,  and  zealous,  the  Tribune 
had  littl"  toleration  tor  those  crimes 
which  went  to  the  root  of  religion. 
Perjury  was  to  him  the  most  base  and 

offence8,  and    the   slain 

Barons  had  b<  en  twice  perjured  :  in 

the  bitterne&S  of  his  wrath  he  forbade 

their  families  for  some  days  to  lament 

over  their  remains;  and  it  Was  only 
in  private   and  in    secret   that  lie  per- 

min  d  them  to  be  interred  in  their 
ancestral  vaults:  an   excess  of  ven 

which   sullied   his  laurel-,  but 

which  was  scarcely  inconsistent  with 

ii  patriotism  of  his  character. 

Impatient  to  finish  what  ho  had  begun 

*    "  hums  UMU  lerrilily  irefmrri/." 
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anxious  to  march  at  once  to  Marino, 
where  the  insurgents  collected  their 
shattered  force,  he  summoned  his 
Council,  and  represented  the  certainty 
of  victory,  and  its  result  in  the  com- 
plete restoration  of  peace.  But  pay 
was  due  to  the  soldiery  ;  they  already 
murmured;  the  treasury  was  emptied, 
it  was  necessary  to  fill  it  hy  raising  a 
new  tax. 

Among  the  councillors- were  some 
whose  families  had  suffered  grievously 
in  the  battle — they  lent  a  lukewarm 
attention  to  propositions  of  continued 
strife.  Others,  among  whom  was 
Pandulfo,  timid  but  well-meaning, 
aware  that  grief  and  terror  even  of 
their  own  triumph  had  produced  re- 
action amongst  the  people,  declared 
that  they  would  not  venture  to  pro- 
pose a  new  tax.  A  third  party, 
headed  by  Baroncelli — a  demagogue 
whose  ambition  was  without  principle 
— but  who,  by  pandering  to  the  worst 
passions  of  the  populace,  by  a  sturdy 
coarseness  of  nature  with  which  they 
sympathised — and  by  that  affectation 
of  advancing  what  we  now  term  the 
"movement,"  which  often  gives  to  the 
fiercest  fool  an  advantage  over  the 
most  prudent  statesman,  had  quietly 
acquired  a  great  influence  with  the 
lower  ranks  —  offered  a  more  bold 
opposition.  They  dared  even  to  blame 
the  proud  Tribune  for  the  gorgeous 
extravagance  they  had  themselves 
been  the  first  to  recommend — and 
half  insinuated  sinister  and  treacher- 
ous motives  in  his  acquittal  of*the 
Barons  from  the  accusation  of  Rodolf. 
In  the  very  Parliament  which  the 
Tribune  had  revived  and  remodelled 
for  the  support  of  freedom — freedom 
was  abandoned.  His  fiery  eloquence 
met  with  a  gloomy  silence,  and  finally, 
the  votes  were  against  his  propositions 
for  the  new  tax  and  the  march  to 
Marino.  Rienzi  broke  up  the  Council 
in  haste  anil  disorder.  As  lie  left  I  lie 
hall,  a  letter  was  put  into  his  hands  ; 
he   read  it,  and  remained  for  some 


moments  as  one  thunderstruck.  He 
then  summoned  the  Captain  of  his 
Guards,  and  ordered  a  band  of  fifty 
horsemen  to  be  prepared  for  his  com- 
mands ;  he  repaired  to  Nina's  apart- 
ment, he  found  her  alone,  and  stood 
for  some  moments  gazing  upon  her 
so  intently  that  she  was  awed  and 
chilled  from  all  attempt  at  speech.  At 
length  he  said,  abruptly — 

"  We  must  part." 

"  Part ! " 

"  Yes,  Nina — your  guard  is  pre- 
paring; 3rou  have  relations,  I  have 
friends,  at  Florence.  Florence  must 
be  your  home." 

"  Cola, " 

"  Look  not  on  me  thus. — In  power, 
in  state,  in  safety — you  were  my  orna- 
ment and  counsellor.  Now  you  but 
embarrass  me.     And *' 

"  Oh,  Cola,  speak  not  thus  !  What 
hath  chanced?  Be  not  so  cold — frown 
not — turn  not  away !  Am  I  not 
something  more  to  thee,  than  the 
partner  of  joyous  hours — the  minioD 
of  love  ]  Am  I  not  thy  wife,  Cola — 
not  thy  leman  3 " 

"  Too  dear — too  dear  to  me,"  mut- 
tered the  Tribune ;  "  with  thee  by  my 
side  I  shall  be  but  half  a  Roman. 
Nina,  the  base  slaves  whom  I  myself 
made  free  desert  me. — Now,  in  the 
very  hour  in  which  I  might  sweep 
away  for  ever  all  obstacles  to  the  rege- 
neration of  Rome — now,  when  one 
conquest  points  the  path  to  complete 
success — now  when  the  land  is  visible, 
my  fortune  suddenly  leaves  me  in  the 
midst  of  the  seas  !  There  is  greater 
danger  now  than  in  the  rage  of  the 
Barons  the  Barons  are  fled  ;  it  is  the 
People  who  are  becoming  traitors  to 
Rome  and  to  me." 

"  And  wouldst  thou  have  we  traitor 
also  !  No,  Cola  ;  in  death  itself  Nina 
shall  be  beside  thee.  Life  and  honour 
are  reflected  but  from  thee,  and  the 
stroke  that  slays  the  substance,  shall 
destroy  the  humble  shadow.  I  will 
not  part  from  thee." 
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"  Nina,"  said  the  Tribune,  contend- 
ing with  strong  and  convulsive  emo- 
tion— "  it  may  be  literally  of  death 
that  you  speak. — Go  !  leave  one  who 
can  no  longer  protect  you  or  Rome ! " 

"  Never — Never." 

"  You  are  resolved  ] " 

"  I  am." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Tribune,  with 
deep  sadness  in  his  tone.  "Arm 
thyself  for  the  worst." 

'•  There  is  no  word  with  thee, 
Cola!" 

"  Come  to  my  arms,  brave  woman ; 
thy  words  rebuke  my  weakness.  But 
my  sister! — if  /  fall,  you,  Nina,  will 
not  survive — your  beauty  a  prey  to 
the  most  lustful  heart  and  thestrongest 
hand.  We  will  have  the  same  tomb 
on  the  wrecks  of  Roman  liberty.  But 
Irene  is  of  weaker  mould;  poor 
child,  I  have  robbed  her  of  a  lover, 
and  now " 

"  You  are  right;  let  Irene  go.  And 
in  truth  we  may  well  disguise  from 
her  the  real  cause  of  her  departure. 
Change  of  scene  were   best  for  her 


grief;  and  under  all  circumstances 
would  seem  decorum  to  the  curious. 
I  will  see  and  prepare  her." 

"  Do  so,  sweetheart.  I  would 
gladly  be  a  moment  alone  with 
thought.  But  remember,  she  must 
part  to-day — our  sands  run  low." 

As  the  door  closed  on  Nina,  the 
Tribune  took  out  the  letter  and  again 
read  it  deliberately.  "  So  the  Pope's 
Legate  left  Sienna  : — prayed  that  Re- 
public to  withdraw  its  auxiliary  troops 
from  Rome — proclaimed  me  a  rebel 
and  a  heretic ; — thence  repaired  to 
Marino  ; — now  in  council  with  the 
Barons.  Why,  have  my  dreams  belied 
me,  then — false  as  the  waking  things 
that  flatter  and  betray  by  day  ?  In 
such  peril  will  the  people  forsake  me 
and  themselves  i  Army  of  saints  and 
martyrs,  shades  of  heroes  and  patriots, 
have  ye  abandoned  for  ever  your 
ancient  home?  No.no, I  was  not  raised 
to  perish  thus  ;  1  will  defeat  them  yet 
— and  leave  my  name  a  legacy  to 
Rome  ;  a  warning  to  the  oppressor — 
an  example  to  the  free  !  " 


CHAPTER  V. 


THK  ROTTENNESS  OK  THE  EDIFICE. 


The  kindly  skill  of. Nina  induced 
Irene  to  believe  that,  it  was  but  the 
tender  consideration  of  her  brother  to 
change  a  scene  embittered  by  her  own 
thoughts,  and  in  which  the  no 
of  her  engagement  with  Adrian  ex 
posed  her  to  all  I  oa1  could  mortify 
and  embarrass,  thai  led  to  the  pro 
i  1  [I 

d  to  the  occa 
sion  of  an 

Florence,    (for   a  loan   of  an 
money,)  which  thu 
and  honoured  escort.     Passively  she 
submitted  to  what  she  herself  deemed 
a  relief;  and  it  was  agreed  that  she 


should  for  a  while  be  the  guest  of  a 
relation  of  Nina's,  who  was  the  abbess 
of  one  of  (lie  wealthiest  of  the  Floren- 
tine convents:  tin;  idea  of  monastic 
seclusion  was  welcome  to  the  bruised 
heart  and  wearied  spirit. 

But  though    not,  apprised   of  the 

immediate  peril  of  Rienzi,  it  was  with 

1  ness  and  gloomy  forebodings 

iraed   in    embrace  and 

parting  blessing  ;  and  when  at  length 

alone  in  her  litter,  ami  beyond    the 

rep, -nte,!  a  depar- 

■  '.'. hieh  tie-  cham f  danger 

gave  tli'-  appearance  of  desertion. 
Meanwhile,   as  the  declinin 
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closed  around  ihe  litter  and  its  troop, 
more  turbulent  actors  in  the  drama 
demand  our  audience.  The  traders 
and  artisans  of  Home  at  that  time, 
and  especially  during  the  popular 
government  of  Rien/.i,  held  weekly 
meetings  in  each  of  the  thirteen 
quarters  of  the  city.  And  in  the 
most  democratic  of  these,  Cecco  del 
Vecchio  was  an  oracle  and  leader.  It 
was  at  that  assembly,  over  which  the 
smith  presided,  that  the  murmurs  that 
preceded  the  earthquake  were  heard. 

"  So,"  cried  one  of  the  company — 
Luigi,  the  goodly  butcher, — "  they 
say  he  wanted  to  put  a  new  tax  on  us ; 
and  that  is  the  reason  he  broke  up 
the  Council  to-day,  because,  good 
men,  they  were  •  honest,  and  had 
bowels  for  the  people  :  it  is  a  shame 
and  a  sin  that  the  treasury  should  be 
empty." 

"I  told  him,"  said  the  smith,  "to 
beware  how  he  taxed  the  people. 
Poor  men  won't  be  taxed.  But  as  he 
does  not  follow  my  advice,  he  must 
take  the  consequence — the  horse  runs 
from  one  hand,  the  halter  remains  in 
the  other." 

"  Take  your  advice,  Cecco  !  I  war- 
rant me  his  stomach  is  too  high  for 
that  now.  Why  he  is  grown  as  proud 
as  a  pope." 

"  For  all  that,  he  is  a  great  man," 
said  one  of  the  party.  "  lie  gave  us 
laws— he  rid  the  Campagna  of  rob- 
bers—  filled  the  streets  with  mer- 
chants, and  the  shops  with  wares- 
defeated  the  boldest  lords  and  fiercest 
soldiery  of  Italy " 

"  And  now  wants  to  tax  the  people! 
— that's  all  the  thanks  we  get  for  help- 
ing him,"  said  the  grumbling  Cecco. 
•'  What  would  he  have  been  without 
us  ? — we  that  make,  can  unmake." 

"  But,"  continued  the  advocate, 
seeing  that  he  had  his  supporters — 
"  but  then  he  taxes  us  for  our  own 
liberties." 

"Who  strikes  at  them  now?" 
asked  the  butcher. 


"  Why  the  Barons  are  daily  mus- 
tering new  strength  at  Marino.' 

"  Marino  is  not  Koine,"  said  Luigi, 
the  butcher.  "  Let 's  wait  till  they 
come  to  our  gates  again — we  know 
how  to  receive  them.  Though,  for 
the  matter  of  that,  I  think  wc  have 
had  enough  fighting — my  two  poor 
brothers  had  each  a  stab  too  much  for 
them.  Why  won't  the  Tribune,  if  he 
be  a  great  man,  let  us  hare  peace'! 
All  we  want  now  is  quiet." 

"Ah!"  said  a  seller  of  horse-har- 
ness. "  Let  him  make  it  up  with  the 
Barons.  They  were  good  customers 
after  all." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  a  merry-look- 
ing fellow,  who  had  been  a  grave- 
digger  in  bad  times,  and  had  now 
opened  a  stall  of  wares  for  the  living, 
"  I  could  forgive  hiui  all,  but  bathing 
in  the  holy  vase  of  porphyry." 

'•  Ah,  that  was  a  bad  job,"  said 
several,  shaking  their  heads. 

"  And  the  knighthood  was  but  a 
silly  show,  an'  it  were  not  for  the  wine 
from  the  horse's  nostrils — that  had 
some  sense  in  it," 

"My  masters,"  said  Cecco,  "the 
folly  was  in  not  beheading  the  Barons 
when  he  had  them  all  in  the  net ; 
and  so  Messere Baroncelli  says.  (Ah, 
Baroncelli  is  an  honest  man,  and  fol- 
lows no  half  measures !)  It  was  a  sort 
of  treason  to  the  people  not  to  do  so. 
Why,  but  for  that,  we  should  never 
have  lost  so  many  tall  fellows  by  the 
gate  of  San  Lorenzo." 

"  True,  true,  it  was  a  shame  ;  some 
say  the  Barons  bought  him." 

"  And  then,"  said  another,  "  those 
poor  Lords  Colonua — boy  and  man — 
they  were  the  best  of  the  family, 
save  the  Castello.  I  vow  I  pitied 
them." 

"  But  to  the  point,"  said  one  of  the 
crowd,  the  richest  of  the  set ;  "  the  tax 
is  flu  tiring  The  ingratitude  to  tax 
us. — Let  him  dare  to  do  it !  " 

"  Oh,  he  will  not  dare,  for  I  hear 
that  the  Pope's  bristles  are  up  at  last; 
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so  he  will  only  have  us  to  depend 
upon  !  " 

The  door  was  thrown  upon  —a  man 
rushed  in  open-mouthed — 

••  Masters, masters,  the  Pope'slegate 
has  arrived  at  Rome,  and  sen!  for  the 
Tribune,  who  has  just  left  his  pre- 
sence." 

Ere  his  auditors  had  recovered  their 
surprise,  the  sound  of  trumpets  made 
them  rush  forth  ;  they  saw  Rienzi 
sweep  by  with  his  usual  cavalcade,  and 
in  his  proud  array.  The  twilight  was 
advancing,  and  torch-bearers  preceded 
Ins  way.  Upon  his  countenance  was 
deep  calm,  but  it  was  not  the  calm  of 
contentment.  He  passed  on.  and  the 
street  was  again  desolate.  Meanwhile 
Rienzi  reached  the  Capitol  in  silence, 
and  mounted  to  the  apartments  of  the 
palace,  where  Nina,  pale  and  breath- 
less, awaited  his  return. 

"  Well,  well,  thou  smiles!  .'  No — it 
is  thai  dreadsmile,  worse  than  frowns. 
Speak,  beloved,  speak!  What  said  the 
Cardinal  !" 

"  Little  thou  wilt  love  to  hear.  He 
spoke  at  first  high  and  solemnly, 
the  crime  of  declaring  the 
Romans  free  j  next  aboul  the  treason 
of  asserting  that  the  election  of  the 
King  of  Rome  was  in  the  hands  of  the 
Romans." 

•■  Well — thy  answer." 

"  That  which  became  Koine's  Tri- 
bune :  I  re-asserted  each  right,  and 
proved   it.     The  Cardinal  passed  to 

Other  char 
"  What  '  • 

••The  blood  of  the  Barons  by  San 
Lorenzo  —  blood  only  Bhed  in  our 
own  defence  against  perjured  assail- 
this  i-  in  reality  the  main 
crime.  The  I  lolonna  hai  e  the  Pope's 
car.     Furthermore,   thi 

laugh,  Nina, 
laugh  !)  of  bathing  in  a  rase  of  por 
phyry  used  by  Constantine  while  yet 

a  heathen." 

••  ( Ian  ii  be  !     What  saidsl  thou  I" 
"1   laughed.     'Cardinal,'  quoth    I, 


'what  was  not  too  good  for  a  heathen 
is  not  too  good  lor  a  Christian  Catho- 
lic!'" And  verily  the  sour  Frenchman 
looked  as  if  I  had  smote  him  on  the 
liiji.  When  he  had  done,  1  asked  him, 
in  my  turn,  '  Is  it  alleged  againsl  mo 
that  I  have  wronged  one  man  in  my 
judgment-court?'  Silence.  'Is  it 
said  that  I  have  broken  one  law  of  the 
state  I  ' — Silence.  '  is  it  even  whis- 
pered that  trade  docs  not  flourish — 
that  life  is  not  safe — that  abroad  or  at 
hom  ■  tiie  Roman  name  is  not  ho- 
noured, to  that  point  which  no  former 
rule  can  parallel  (  '  -Silence.  'Then,' 
said  1,  '  Lord  Cardinal,  I  demand  thy 
thanks,  not  thy  censure. '  The  French- 
man looked,  and  looked,  and  trembled. 
and  shrunk,  and  then  out  he  -poke. 
'  1  have  but  one  mission  to  fulfil,  on 
the  part  of  the  Pontiff — resign  at 
once  thy  Tribuneship,  or  the  Church 
indicts  upon  thee  its  solemn  curse.'" 
"  How — how?"  said  Nina,  turning 
very  pale  ;  "  what  is  it   that   awaits 

"  Excommunication !  " 

This  awful  sentence,  by  which  the 
spiritual  arm  had  so  often  stricken 
down  the  fiercest  foe,  came  to  Nina's 
ear  as  a  knell.  She  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands.  Rienzi  paced  the 
room  with  rapid  strides.  "  The  curse!" 
he  muttered;  "  the  Church's  curse — 
lor  me — for  ME  !  " 

"Oh,  Cola!  didst  thou  not  seek  to 
pacify  this  stem " 

"Pacify!     Death   and   dishonour! 

Pacify  !    '  *  lardinal,'  1  said,  and  1  felt 

shrivel  at  my  gaze, '  my  power 

I    received    from    the    people      to    the 

-■■lie  1  rentier  it.     Fur  mv  soul, 

man's  word  cannol  scathe  it.     Thou, 

haughty    priest,   thou    thyself    art    the 

d,  if,  puppet  and  tool 
cabals  and  exiled  tj  ram.-,  thou  breath- 
es!   hut  a   breath    in   the  name  of  the 
Lord    of  .lii-iice,  fm-  the  can-  !   of  the 

oppressor,  an 

d  '      With  that  I  left  him, 
and  now " 
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"Ay,  now — now  what  will  happen] 
Excommunication  !  In  the  metro- 
polis of  the  Church,  too — the  supersti- 
tion of  the  people  !  Oh,  Cola  ! " 

"If,"  muttered  Rienzi,  "my  con- 
science  condemned  me  of  one  crime 
— -if  I  had  stained  my  hands  in  one 
just  man's  blood — if  I  had  broken  one 
law  I  myself  had  framed — if  I  had 
taken  bribes,  or  wronged  the  poor,  or 
scorned  the  orphan  or  shut  my  heart 
to  the  widow — then,  then — but  no! 
Lord,  thru  wilt  not  desert  me  !  " 

"  But  man  may  !  "  thought  Nina 
mournfully,  as  she  perceived  that  one 
of  Rienzi's  dark  tits  of  fanatical  and 
mystical  rcvery  was  growing  over  him 
— fits  which  he  suffered  no  living  eye, 
not  even  Nina's,  to 'witness  when  they 
gathered  to  their  height.  And  now, 
indeed,  alter  a  short  interval  of  mut- 
tered soliloquy,  in  which  his  face 
worked  so  that  the  veins  on  his 
temples  swelled  like  cords,  he  abruptly 
left  the  room,  and  sought  the  private 
oratory  connected  with  his  closet. 
Over  the  emotions  there  indulged  let 
us  draw  the  veil.  Who  shall  describe 
those  awful  and  mysterious  moments, 
when  man,  with  all  his  fiery  passions, 
turbulent  thoughts,  wild  hopes,  and 
despondent  fears,  demands  the  solitary 
audience  of  his  Maker? 

It  was  long  after  this  conference 
with  Nina,  and  the  midnight  bell  had 
long  tolled,  when  Rienzi  stood  alone, 
upon  one  of  the  balconies  of  the 
palace,  to  cool,  in  the  starry  air,  the 
lexer  that  yet  lingered  on  his  ex- 
hausted frame.  The  night  was 
exceedingly  calm,  the  air  clear,  but 
chill,  for  it  was  now  December.  He 
gazed  intently  upon  those  solemn  orbs 
to  which  our  wild  credulity  has  re- 
ferred the  prophecies  of  our  doom. 

"  Vain  science  !  "  thought  the  Tri- 
bune, "and  gloomy  fantasy,  that 
man's  fate  is  pre-ordained — irrevocable 
•  unchangeable,  from  the  moment  of 
his  birth  !  Yet,  were  the  dream  not 
baseless,  fain  would  I  know  "-Inch  of 


yon  stately  lights  is  my  natal  star, — 
which  images — which  reflects — my 
career  in  life,  and  the  memory  I  shall 
leave  in  death."  As  this  thought 
crossed  him,  and  his  gaze  was  still 
fixed  above,  he  saw,  as  if  made  sud- 
denly more  distinct  than  the  stars 
around  it,  that  rapid  and  fiery  comet 
which  in  the  winter  of  1347  dismayed 
the  superstitions  of  those  who  recog- 
nised in  the  stranger  of  the  heavens 
the  omen  of  disaster  and  of  woe. 
He  recoiled  as  it  met  his  eye,  and  mut- 
tered to  himself,  "  Is  such  indeed  my 
type  !  or,  if  the  legendary  lore  speak 
true,  and  these  strange  fires  portend 
nations  ruined  and  rulers  overthrown, 
does  it  foretell  my  fate?  I  will  think 
no  more."*  As  his  eyes  fell,  they 
rested  upon  the  colossal  Lion  of  Ba- 
salt in  the  place  below,  the  starlight 
investing  its  grey  and  towering  form 
with  a  more  ghostly  whiteness  ;  and 
then  it  was,  that  he  perceived  two 
figures  in  black  robes  lingering  by  the 
pedestal  which  supported  the  statue, 
and  apparently  engaged  in  some  occu- 
pation which  he  could  not  guess.  A 
fear  shot  through  his  veins,  for  he  had 
never  been  able  to  divest  himself  of 
the  vague  idea  that  there  was  some 
solemn  and  appointed  connexion  be- 
tween his  fate  and  that  old  Lion  of 
Basalt.  Somewhat  relieved,  he  heard 
his  sentry  challenge  the  intruders; 
and  as  they  came  forward  to  the  light, 
he  perceived  that  they  wore  the  gar- 
ments of  monks. 

"  Molest  us  not,  son,"  said  one  of 
them  to  the  sentry.  "By  order  of  the 
Legate  of  the  Holy  Father  wc  affix  to 
this  public  monument  of  justice  and 
of  wrath,  the  bull  of  excommunication 
against  a  heretic  and  rebel.     Wok  to 

THE    ACCURSKD    OF    THE    ^'nURi.H  !  " 


*  Alas  !  if  by  the  Homans  associated  with 
the  fall  i'f  Rienzi,  that  comet  was  by  the 
rest  of  Europe  connected  with  the  more  dire 
calamity  of  the  (ireat  Plague  that  so  soon 
afterwards  enbued. 
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Till".    FAI.Ii    OP    THE    TEMPLE. 


Iiwasasathunderboltin  a  serene  day 
— the  reverse  of  the  Tribune  in  the 
zenith  of  Ids  power,  in  the  abasement 
of  his  foe;  when,  with  but  a  handful 
of  brave  Romans,  determined  to  be 
free,  he  might  have  crushed  for  ever 
the  antagonist  power  to  the  Roman 
liberties — have  secured  the  rights  of 
his  country,  and  filled  up  the  measure 
of  his  own  renown.  Such  a  reverse 
was  the  very  mockery  of  Fate,  who 
bore  him  through  disaster,  to  abandon 
him  in  the  sunniest  noon  of  his  pros- 
perity. 

The  next  morning  not  a  soul  was  to 
be  seen  in  the  streets;  the  shops  were 
shut — the  churches  closed ;  the  city 
was  as  under  an  interdict.  The  awful 
curse  of  the  papal  excommunication 
upon  the  chief  magistrate  of  the  Pon- 
tifical City,  seemed  to  freeze  up  all  the 
arteries  of  life.  The  Legate  himself, 
affecting  fear  of  his  life,-  had  fled  to 
Monte  Fiascone,  where  he  was  joined 
by  the  Barons  immediately  after  the 
publication  of  the  edict.  The  curse 
worked  best  in  the  absence  of  the 
execrator. 

Towards  evening  a  few  persons 
might  be  seen  traversing  the  broad 
space  of  the  Capitol,  crossing  them- 
ae  the  bull,  placarded  on  the 
Lion,  met  their  eyes,  and  disappearing 
within  the  doors  of  the  great  palace. 
By  and  by,  a  few  anxious  groups  col- 
lected in  tli 
dispersed,     It   was  a  paralj 

lurse  and  commune.  Thai  spi- 
ritual and.  unarmed  authority,  which, 
like  the  invisible  hand  of  God,  deso 
lated  the  market-place,  and  humbled 
the  crowned  head,  no  physical  force 

could    rally  Yel, 

through  the  universal  awe,  one  eon 
viction  touched  the  multitude — it  was 


for  them  that  their  Tribune  was  thug 
blasted  in  the  midst  of  his  glories ! 
The  words  of  the  Brand  recorded 
against  him  on  wall  and  column  de- 
tailed his  offences : — rebellion  in  assert- 
ing the  liberties  of  Rome — heresy  in 
purifying  ecclesiastical  abuses; — and, 
to  serve  for  a  miserable  covert  to 
the  rest,  it  was  sacrilege  for  bathing 
in  the  porphyry  vase  of  Constantine ! 
They  felt  the  conviction  ;  they  sighed 
— they  shuddered — and,  in  his  vast 
palace,  save  a  fewattached  and  devoted 
hearts,  the  Tribune  was  alone  ! 

The  staunchest  of  his  Tuscan  sol- 
diery were  gone  with  Irene.  The  rest 
of  his  force,  save  a  few  remaining 
guards,  was  the  paid  Roman  militia, 
composed  of  citizens ;  who,  long  dis- 
contented by  the  delay  of  their  sti- 
pends, now  seized  on  the  excuse  of  the 
excommunication  to  remain  passive, 
but  grumbling,  in  their  homes. 

On  the  third  day,  a  new  incident 
Droke  upon  the  deathlike  lethargy  of 
the  city  ;  a  hundred  and  fifty  merce- 
naries, with  Pepin  of  Minorbino,  a 
Neapolitan,  half  noble,  half  bandit,  (a 
creature  of  Montreal's.)  at  their  head, 
entered  the  cii  upon  th<  for- 

of  the  Colonna,   and    sent   a 
herald  through  the  city,  proclaiming, 
in  the  name  of  the  Cardinal   Legato  , 
.id  of  ten  thousand  florins  !'<>r 
the  head  of  Cola  di  Etienzi. 

Then,  swelled  on  high,  shrill  but  uot 
inspiring  as  of  old,  the  great  bell  of 
the  I  lapitol  the  people,  listless,  dis- 
heartened, awed  by  the  Bpirito 
of  i  he  papal  authority,  (yet  greater  In 
such  evi  ni  -,  since  I  he  removal  of  the 
me  unarmed  to  the  Capitol  ; 
and  i  here,  by  the  Place  of  the  Lion, 
stood  i  he  Tribune.  1 1  if  'squires,  below 
!■  held  his  war  horse,  his  helm, 
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and  the  same  battle-axe  which  had 
l.lazed  in  the  van  of  victorious  war. 

Beside  him  were  a  few  of  his  guard, 
his  attendants,,  and  two  or  three  of  the 
principal  citizens. 

He  stood  bareheaded  and  erect, 
gazing  upon  the  abashed  and  unarmed 
crowd  with  a  look  of  bitter  scorn, 
mingled  with  deep  compassion ;  and, 
as  the  bell  ceased  its  toll,  and  the 
throng  remained  hushed  and  listening, 
he  thus  spoke  : — 

"  Ye  come,  then,  once  again  !  Come 
ye  as  slaves  or  freemen  ?  A  handful 
of  armed  men  are  in  your  walls  :  will 
ye  who  chased  from  your  gates 
the  haughtiest  knights — the  most 
practised  battle-men  of  Rome,  suc- 
cumb now  to  one  hundred  and 
fifty  hirelings  and  strangers  ?  "Will 
ye  arm  for  your  Tribune?  You 
are  silent !  —be  it  so.  Will  you  arm 
for  your  oion  liberties — your  own 
Pome?  Silent  still!  By  the  saints 
that  reign  on  the  thrones  of  the  hea- 
ven gods!  are  ye  thus  fallen  from 
vour  birthright  ?  Have  you  no  arms 
.or  your  own  defence  ?  Romans,  hear 
me  !  Have  I  wronged  you  ? — if  so, 
by  your  hands  let  me  die  :  and  then, 
with  knives  yet  reeking  with  my 
blood,  go  forward  against  the  robber 
who  is  but  the  herald  of  your  slavery  ; 
and  I  die  honoured,  grateful,  and 
avenged.  You  weep !  Great  God ! 
you  weep !  Ay,  and  I  could  weep,  too 
— that  1  should  live  to  speak  of  liberty 
in  vain  to  Romans — Weep  !  is  this  an 
hour  for  tears  !  Weep  now,  and  your 
tears  shall  ripen  harvests  of  crime, 
and  licence,  and  despotism,  to  come ! 
Romans,  arm !  follow  me  at  once  to 
the  Place  of  the  Colonna :  expel  this 
ruffian — expel  your  enemy  (no  matter 
what  afterwards  you  do  to  me) : "  he 
paused;  no  ardour  was  kindled  by  his 
words — "or,"  he  continued,  "I  aban- 
don yon  to  your  fate."  There  was  a 
long,  low,  general  murmur ;  at  length 
it  became  shaped  into  speech,  and 
many    voices    cried    simultaneously  : 


"  The  Pope's  bull !— Thou  art  a  man 
accursed ! " 

"  What ! "  cried  the  Tribune ;  "  and 
is  it  ye  who  forsake  me,  ye  for  whose 
cause  alone  man  dares  to  hurl  against 
me  the  thunders  of  his  God  ?  Is  it  not 
for  you  that  I  am  declared  heretic  and 
rebel !  What  are  my  imputed  crimes? 
That  I  have  made  Rome  and  asserted 
Italy  to  be  free  ;  that  I  have  subdued 
the  proud  Magnates,  who  were  tho 
scourge  both  of  Pope  and  People 
.And  you — you  upbraid  me  with  wnat 
I  have  aared  and  done  for  you  !  Men, 
with  you  I  would  have  fought,  for  you 
I  would  have  perished.  You  forsake 
yourselves  in  forsaking  me,  and  since 
I  no  longer  rule  over  brave  men,  I 
resign  my  power  to  the  tyrant  you 
prefer.  Seven  months  I  have  ruled 
over  you,  prosperous  in  commerce, 
stainless  in  justice— victorious  in  the 
field  : — I  have  shown  you  what  Rome 
could  be;  and,  since  I  abdicate  the 
government  ye  gave  me,  when  I  am 
gone,  strike  for  your  own  freedom  ! 
It  matters  nothing  who  is  the  chief  of 
a  brave  and  great  people.  Prove  that 
Rome  hath,  many  a  Rienzi,  but  of 
brighter  fortunes." 

"  I  would  he  had  not  sought  to  tax 
Qs,"  said  Cecco  del  Vecchio,  who  was 
the  very  personification  of  the  vulgar 
feeling :  "  and  that  he  had  beheaded 
the  Barons ! " 

"  Ay  ! "  cried  the  ex-gravedigger ; 
"but  that  blessed  porphyry  vase  !  " 

"And  why  should  we  get  our  throats 
cut," said  Luigi,  the  butcher,  "like  my 
two  brothers? — Heaven  rest  them  !" 

On  the  face  of  the  general  multitude 
there  was  a  common  expression  of 
irresolution  and  shame,  many  wept 
and  groaned,  none  (save  the  aforesaid 
grumblers)  accused;  none  upbraided, 
but  none  seemed  disposed  to  arm.  It 
was  one  of  those  listless  panics,  those 
strange  tits  of  indifference  andlethargy 
which  often  seize  upon  a  people  who 
make  liberty  a  matter  of  impulse  and 
caprice,   to   whom    it  has  beoome  a 
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catchword,  who  have  not  long  enjoyed 
all  its  rational,  and  sound,  and  prac- 
tical, and  blessed  results;  who  have 
been  atlrayed  by  the  storms  that, 
herald  its  dawn  ; — a  people  such  as  is 
common  to  the  south  :  such  as  even 
the  north  has  known;  such  as,  had 
C  romwel!  lived  a  year  longer^  even 
England  mighi  have  seen  ;  and,  in- 
deed, in  some  measure,  such  a  reaction 
from  popular  enthusiasm  to  populai 
indifferi  ace  Englaud  did  see,  when 
her  children  madly  surrenderee!  the 
of  a  bloody  war,  without  reserve, 
without  foresight,  to  the  lewd  pen- 
sioner of  Louis,  and  the  royal  mur- 
derer of  Sydney.  To  such  prostration 
of  soul,  such  blindness  of  intellect, 
even  the  noblest  people  will  he  sub- 
jected, when  liberty,  which  should  be 
the  growth  of  ages,  spreading  its  roots  ] 
through  the  strata  of  a  thousand  cus- 
toms, is  raised,  the  exotic  of  an  hour, 
and  i like  the  Tree  and  Dryad  of 
ancient  table)  tlourishes  and  withers 
with  the  single  epirit  that  protects  it. 

"  Oh,  Heaven,  that  I  were  a  man  !" 
exclaimed  Angelo,  who  stood  behind 
Itienzi 

"  Hear  him,  hear  the  boy,"  cried 
the  Tribune  ;  "out  of  the  mouths  of 
babes  jpeaketh  wisdom!  He  wishes 
a  man,  as  ye  are  men, 
thai  he  mighi  do  as  ye  should  do. 
Mark  me, — I  ride  with  these  faithful 
few  through  the  quarter  of  the  <  !o- 
lonna,  before  the  fortress  of  your  foe. 

'hat  fort  ri- 
my trumpets  sound  ;  if  at  the  third 

not,    armed  a-   b 

aol  all,  but  three,  bui  two,  but 

one  hundred  of  ye—  I  break  up  my 

wand  of  ,,iti.-,-.  and  t  be  world  shall    i  j 

one  hundred  and  fifty  robbers  quelled 

■    i:  ■       and  crushed  her 

and  her  laws  I" 

With    thoee    words    he   descended 

dre,  and  mounted  his  charger  ; 

the    populace   gave   waj    in    silence, 

ami  their  Tribune  and    his  slender 

train   passed   Blowlj  On.  and  JT 


vanished  from  the  view  of  the  increas- 
ing crowd. 

The  Romans  remained  on  the  place, 
and  after  a  pause,  the  demagogue 
Baroncelli,  who  saw  an  opening  to  his 
ambition,  addressed  them.  Though 
not  an  eloquent,  nor  gifted  man,  he 
had  the  art  of  uttering  the  most  popu- 
lar commonplaces.  And  he  knew  the 
weak  side  of  his  audience,  in  their 
vanity,  indolence,  and  arrogant  pride. 

"  l.oi.k  you.  my  masters,'' said  he, 
leaping  up  to  the  Place  of  the  Lion  ; 
"  the  Tri  bunetal  ks  bravely — he  always 
did  —  but  the  monkey  used  the  cat 
for  his  chestnuts  ;  he  wants  to  thrust 
your  paws  into  the  fire  ;  you  will  not 
he  so  silly  as  to  let  him.  The  saints 
bless  us  !  but  the  Tribune,  good  man, 
gets  a  palace  and  has  banquets,  and 
bathes  in  a  porphyry  vase ;  the  moro 
shame  on  him  ! — in  which  San  Syl- 
vester christened  the  Kmperor  Con- 
stantino: all  this  is  worth  fighting 
for ;  but  you,  my  masters,  what  do 
you  get  except  hard  blows,  and  a  stare 
at  a  holyday  spectacle  ?  Why,  if  you 
beat  these  fellows,  you  will  have  ano- 
ther tax  on  the  wine :  that  will  be  your 
reward !" 

"  Hark!"  cried Cecco,  "there  sounds 
the  trumpet, — a  pity  he  wanted  to 
tax  us  I" 

"True,"  cried  Baroncelli,  "there 
sounds  the  trumpet  ;  a  siher  trumpet, 
by  the  Lord  !  Next  week,  if  you  help 
him  out  of  the  scrape,  he'll  have  a 
golden  one.      i  iiy  don't  you 

move,  my  friende  I  'tis  bui  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  mercenaries.  True,  thej 
are  devils  to  fight,  clad  in  armour  from 
top  to  toe  ;  but  what  then  '  .  if  they 
do  eui    some   four  or   five   hundred 

you   II   beat   l  hem    at    last,  ami 

the  Tribune  will  Bup  t  he  merrier." 

"  There  sounds  the  Becond  blast," 
-aid  the  butcher.   "  If  mj  old  mother 

had    not    lost    tWO    of   US   already,    'tis 

odda,  bul   I  M  strike  a  blow  for  the 
bold  Tribune." 
•■  Y"u  had  better  pul  more  quick- 
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silver  in  you,"  continued  Baroncclli, 
"  or  you  will  be  too  late.  And  what 
a  pity  that  will  be ! — If  you  believe 
the  Tribune,  he  is  the  only  man  that 
can  save  Rome.  What,  you,  the  finest 
people  in  the  world — you,  not  able  to 
save  yourselves  ! — you,  bound  up  with 
me  man — you,  not  able  to  dictate  to 
the  Colonna  and  Orsini !  Why,  who 
beat  the  Barons  at  San  Lorenzo  ]  Was 
it  not.  you  ]  Ah !  you  got  the  buffets, 
and  the  Tribune  the  moneta  !  Tush, 
my  friends,  let  the  man  go ;  I  warrant 
there  are  plenty  as  good  as  he  to  be 
bought  a  cheaper  bargain.  And,  hark! 
there  is  the  third  blast ;  it  is  too  late 
now ! " 

As  the  trumpet  from  the  distance 
sent  forth  its  long  and  melancholy 
note,  it  was  as  the  last  warning  of  the 
parting  genius  of  the  place ;  and  when 


silence  swallowed  up  the  sound,  a 
gloom  fell  over  the  whole  assembly. 
They'began  to  regret,  to  repent,  when 
regret  and  repentance  availed  no  more. 
The  buffoonery  of  Baroncelli  became 
suddenly  displeasing ;  and  the  orator 
had  the  mortification  of  seeing  his 
audience  disperse  in  all  directions, 
just  as  he  was  about  to  inform  them 
what  great  things  he  himself  could  dc 
in  their  behalf. 

Meanwhile  the  Tribune,  passing  un- 
scathed through  the  dangerous  quarter 
of  the  enemy,  who,  dismayed  at  his 
approach, shrunk  within  their  fortress, 
proceeded  to  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo, 
whither  Nina  had  already  preceded 
him ;  and  which  he  entered  to  find 
that  proud  lady  with  a  smile  for  his 
safety, — without  a  tear  for  his  reveree. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE  SUCCESSORS  01'  AN  UNSUCCESSFUL  REVOLUTION WHO  IS  TO  BLAME — THJ! 

FORSAKEN  ONE  OR  THE  FORSAKEKS? 


Cheerfully  broke  the  winter  sun 
over  the  streets  of  Rome,  as  the  army 
of  the  Barons  swept  along  them.  The 
Cardinal  Legate  at  the  head ;  the  old 
Colonna  (no  longer  haughty  and  erect, 
but  bowed,  and  broken-hearted  at  the 
loss  of  his  sons)  at  his  right  hand  ; — 
the  sleek  smile  of  Luca  Savelli  — 
the  black  frown  of  Rinaldo  Orsini. 
were  seen  close  behind.  A  long  but 
barbarous  array  it  was;  made  up 
chiefly  of  foreign  hirelings ;  nor  did 
the  procession  resemble  the  return  of 
exiled  citizens,  but  the  march  of  in- 
vading foes. 

"  My  Lord  Colonna,"  said  the  Car- 
dinal Legate,  a  small  withered  man, 
by  birth  a  Frenchman,  and  full  of 
the  bitterest  prejudices  against  the 
Remans,  who  had  in  a  former  mission 


very  ill  received  him,  as  was  their 
wont  with  foreign  ecclesiastics  ;  "this 
Pepin,  whom  Montreal  has  deputed 
at  your  orders,  hath  done  us  indeed 
good  service." 

The  old  Lord  bowed,  but  made  no 
answer.  His  strong  intellect  was  al- 
ready broken,  and  there  was  dotage 
in  his  glassy  eye.  The  Cardinal  mut- 
tered. "  lie  hears  me  not;  sorrow  hath 
brought  him  to  second  childhood!" 
and  looking  back,  motioned  to  Luca 
Savelli  to  approach. 

"  Luca,"  said  the  Legate,  "  it  was 
fortunate  that  the  Hungarian's  black 
banner  detained  the  Provencal  at 
Aversa.  Had  he  entered  Rome,  wa 
might  have  found  Hien/.i's  successor 
worse  than  the  Tribune  himself.  .Mon- 
treal," he  added,  with  a. slight  emphasis 
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and  a  curled  lip,  "is  a  gentleman, 
:uk1  a  Frenchman.  This  Pepin,  who 
is  his  delegate,  we  must  bribe,  or  me- 
nace to  our  will." 

"  Assuredly,''  answered  Savelli,  "it 
is  not  a  difficult  task  :  for  Montreal 
calculated  on  a  more  stubborn  contest, 
which  he  himself  would  have  found 
leisure  to  close " 

"  As  Fodesta,  or  Prince  of  Pome! 
the  modest  man  !  We  Frenchmen 
have  a  due  sense  of  our  own  merits ; 
lint  this  sudden  victory  surprises  him 
us  it  doth  us,  Lucn  ;  and  we  shall 
wrest  the  prey  from  Pepin,  ere  Mon- 
treal can  come  to  his  help  !  But  Ricnzi 
must  die.  He  is  still,  I  hear,  shut 
up  in  St.  Angelo.  The  Orsini  shall 
storm  him  there  ere  the  day  be  much 
older.  To-day  wc  possess  the  Capitol — 
annul  all  the  rebel's  laws— break  up 
his  ridiculous  parliament,  and  put  all 
the  government  of  the  city  under  three 
senators — Rinald?  Orsini,  Colonna,  and 
myself ;  yon,  my  Lord,  I  trust,  we  shall 
fitly  provide  for." 

"  Oh  !  I  am  rewarded  enough  by 
returning  to  my  palace;  andadescenl 
on  the  Jewellers'  quarter  will  soon 
build  up  its  fortifications.  Luca  Sa- 
velli is  nr.t  an  ambitious  man.  lie 
wants  but  t'i  liv  in  peace." 

The  Cardinal  smiled  sourly,  and 
.ook  tli*-  turn  towards  the  Capitol. 

In  the  front  upace  the  usual  Lrap'-r- 

jembled.     "  Make  way  !  make 

way!    knaves!"    cried    the    guards, 

Lrampling  en  eithi  r  side  the  crowd, 

who,  accustomed   to  tie-  sedate  and 

:ourteous  order  of  Rienzi's  guard,  fell 

>ack  too  slowly  for  many  of  them  to 

-cap.'  Bevere  injur]  from  the  pikes  of 

ldiere   and    the    I 

<  hit-  friend,  Luigi,  the  butcher, 

I    llli  -s  of 

Roman  Hood    iras   past    boiling 
b  at  when  hi  a  hit  ample 

eh  the  blunt  end  of  a  German's 
pke.  "There,  Roman,"  said  the  rude 
mercenary,  in  his  barbarous  attempt 
at  Italian,  "make  way  foryour  better .; 
Mo.  12 


you  have  had  enough  crowds  and&iiow 
of  late,  in  all  conscience." 

"  Betters !"  gulped  out  the  poor 
butcher ;  "  a  lloman  has  no  betters ; 
and  if  I  had  not  lost  two  brothers  by 
San  Lorenzo,  I  would " 

"  The  dog  is  mutinous,"  said  one  of 
the  followers  of  the  Orsini,  succeeding 
the  German  who  had  passed  on,  "  and 
talks  of  San  Lorenzo!" 

"  Oh!"  said  another  Orsinist,  who 
rode  abreast,  "  I  rememher  him  of  old. 
He  was  one  of  Rienzi's  gang." 

"  Was  he  l "  said  the  other,  sternly ; 
"  then  we  cannot  begin  salutary  ex- 
amples too  soon ;"  and,  offended  at 
something  swaggering  and  insolent  in 
the  butcher's  look,  the  Orsinist  coolly 
thrust  him  through  the  heart  with  his 
pike,  and  rode  on  over  his  body. 

"  Shame  !  Shame  !"  "  Murder  ! 
Murder  !  "  cried  the  crowd  :  and  they 
began  to  press,  in  the  passion  of  the 
moment,  round  the  fierce  guards. 

Tlio  Legate  heard  the  cry,  and  saw 
the  rush  :  he  turned  pale.  "  The  ras- 
cals rebel  again  !  "  lie  faltered. 

"  No,  your  Eminence — no,"  said 
Luca ;  "  but  it  may  he  as  well  to  in- 
fuse a  wholesome  terror;  they  are  all 
unarmed  ;  let  me  bid  the  guards  dis- 
perse them.     A  word  will  do  it." 

The  Cardinal  assented:  the  word  was 
given;  and,  in  a  lew  minutes,  the 
soldiery,  who  still   smarted   under  tin: 

vindictive  memory  of  defeat  from  an 
undisciplined  multitude, scattered  the 
crowd  down  the  streets  without  sera]  e 
or  mercy — riding  over  some,  spearing 
others— filling  tie'  air  with  shrieks 
and  yds,  ami  Btrewing  the  ground 

willi    aim. -I   as    many    men    as   a    lew 

fore  ffould  have  sufficed  I  have 
guarded  Rome,  and  preserved  the  con 
Btitution  !  Throngli  this  « lid,  Lumul- 
•  ii'-,  and  over  the  bodies  <>f 
its  victims,  rode  the  Legate  and  his 
train,  to  receive  in  the  II  ill  of  the 
Capitol  the  allegiance  of  the  citizena, 
and  to  proclaim  the  return  of  1 1*** 
oppri 
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As  they  dismounted  at  the  stairs, 
a  placard  in  large  letters  struck  the 
eye  of  the  Legate.  It  was  placed  upon 
the  pedestal  of  the  Lion  of  Basalt, 
covering  the  very  place  that  had  been 
occupied  by  the  bull  of  excommuni- 
cation. The  words  were  few,  and  ran 
thus  : 

"Tremble!  Rienzi  shall  return!" 

"  How !  what  means  this  mum- 
mery !"  cried  the  Legate,  trembling 
already,  and  looking  round  to  the 
nobles. 

"  Please  your  Eminence,"  said  one 
of  the  councillors,  who  had  come  from 
the  Capitol  to  meet  the  Legate,  "  we 
saw  it  at  day-break,  the  ink  yet  moist, 
as  we  entered  the  Hall.  We  deemed 
it  best  to  leave  it  for  your  Eminence 
to  deal  with." 

"  You  deemed !  Who  are  you, 
then  1 " 

"  One  of  the  members  of  the  Coun- 
cil, your  Eminence,  and  a  stanch  op- 
ponent of  the  Tribune,  as  is  well 
known,  when  he  wanted  the  new 
tax " 

"  Council — trash  !  No  more  coun- 
cils now!  Order  is  restored  at  last. 
The  Orsini  and  the  Colonna  will  look 
to  you  in  future.  Resist  a  tax,  did 
you  'I  Well,  that  was  right  when  pro- 
posed by  a  tyrant  ;  but  7  warn  you, 
friend,  to  take  care  how  you  resist,  the 
tax  we  shall  impose.  Happy  if  your 
city  can  buy  its  peace  with  the  Church 
on  any  terms : — and  his  Holiness  is 
fehort  of  the  florins." 


The  discomfited  councillor  shrank 
back. 

"  Tear  off"  yon  insolent  placard. 
Nay,  hold  !  fix  over  it  our  proclama- 
tion of  ten  thousand  florins  for  the 
heretic's  head  !  Ten  thousand  ?  me- 
thinks  that  is  too  much  norm — we  will 
alter  the  cipher.  Meanwhile  Einaldo 
Orsini,  Lord  Senator,  march  thy  sol- 
diers to  St.  Angelo ;  let  us  see  if  the 
heretic  can  stand  a  siege." 

"  It  needs  not,  your  Eminence,"  said 
the  councillor,  again  officiously  bust- 
ling up  ;  "  St.  Angelo  is  surrendered. 
The  Tribune,  his  wife,  and  one  page, 
escaped  last  night,  it  is  said,  in  dis- 
guise." 

"  Ha  !  "  said  the  old  Colonna,  whose 
dulled  sense  had  at  length  arrived  at 
the  conclusion  that  something  extra- 
ordinary arrested  the  progress  of  his 
friends.  "  What  is  the  matter?  What 
is  that  placard  1  Will  no  one  tell  me 
the  words  ?     My  old  eyes  are  dim." 

As  he  uttered  the  questions,  in  the 
shrill  and  piercing  treble  of  age,  a 
voice  replied  in  a  loud  and  deep  tone 
— none  knew  whence  it  came  ;  the 
crowd  was  reduced  to  a  few  stragglers, 
chiefly  friars  in  cowl  and  serge,  whose 
curiosity  nought  could  daunt,  and 
whose  garb  ensured  them  safety — the 
soldiers  closed  the  rear :  a  voice.  I 
say,  came,  startling  the  colour  from 
many  a  cheek — in  answer  to  the  Co- 
lonna, saying : 

"  Trem  i-.i.k  !  Rikkzi  shall  khturb  f 
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BOOK  VI. 

THE    PLAGU  E. 

"  Erano  gli  annl  dolla  fruttiiVra  Incarnazinne  del  Figliuolo  di  Dio  nl  numero  pen>emiti 
di  mille  trecento  quarant'otto,  quando  nell"  egregia  citta  di  Fiorenza  oltre  ad  ogni 
altra  ltalica  bellissima,  peryenne  la  mortifera  pestuenaa." — Boccaccio,  Introdttzione  at 
Decameronr. 

"  The  years  <>f  the  fructiferous  incarnation  of  ihe  Son  of  God  had  reached  the  number 
of  '.nc  thousand  three  hundred  and  forty-eight,  when  into  the  illustrious  city  of  Florence, 
beautiful  beyond  every  other  in  Italy,  entered  the  death-fraught  pestilence." — Introiluction 
to  the  ftecameron. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE  RETREAT  OF  THE  LOVER. 


By  the  borders  of  one  of  the  fairest 
lakes  of  Northern  Italy  stood  the 
favourite  mansion  of  Adrian  di  Cas- 
tello,  to  which  in  his  softer  and  less 
patriotic  moments  bis  imagination 
had  often  and  fondly  turned  :  and 
thither  the  young  nobleman,  dismiss- 
ing hi  -  more  courtly  and  distinguished 
companions  in  the  Neapolitan  em- 
bass]  .  retired  after  bis  ill  -tarred 
return  to  Borne.  Most  of  those  thus 
dismissed  joined  the  Barons;  the 
young  Annibaldi,  whose  daring  and 
ambitious  nature  had  attached  him 
strongly  to  tl  e,  maintained 

a  neutral  ground  ;  he  betook  himself 
to  hi>  castle  in  the  Campagna,  and 
did  m>t  return  to  Some  till  the  expul- 
sion ofBienzi. 

The  retreat,  of  Irene's  lover  was ■ 

well    fitted   tu   feed   hi*  melancholy 
Without   being  absolutely 
a  f.rtr  -    sufficiently 

'i  nf  the  mountain 
robbers  or  petty  tyrants  in  the  vici- 
nity; while,  buill  by  some  former 
lord  from  the  materials  of  the  half 
ruined  villas  of  the  ancient  B 
its  marbled   columns  and  V  i 


pavements  relieved  with  a  wild  grace 
the  grey  stone  walls  and  massive 
towers  of  feudal  masonry.  1 J  -  -  i  1 1  i_r 
from  a  green  eminence  gently  sloping 
to  the  lake,  the  stately  pile  cast  its 
shadow  far  and  dark  over  the  beauti- 
ful waters  ;  by  its  side,  from  the  high 
and  wooded  mountains  on  the  back- 
ground, broke  a  waterfall,  in  irregular 

and    sinuous  course  —  now  hid  by  the 

foliage,  now  gleaming  in  the  light, 
and  colli  cting  i1  -i  If  at  last  in  a  broad 
basin     beside  which  a  lii tie  fountain, 

d  with  half-obliterated  letters, 
attested  the  departed  elegance  of  the 

ige  some  memento  of  lord 
and  poel  whose  very  names  were  tosl ; 
thence  descending  through  mosses 
and  lichen, and  odorous  herbs,  a  brief, 
in  bore  its  Burplus  into 
the  lake.  And  there,  amidst  the 
Bturdier  and  holder  foliage  of  the 
North,  grew,  wild  ami  picturesque, 
many  a  tree  transplanted,  in  ages 
back,  from  the  sunnier  Baal  ;  not 
d  nor  stunted  in  thai  goldi  n 
clime,    which    fosti  !    ev<  rj 

produce  of  nature  as  wit  h  a  mol  hi  i  - 

The    pla was    remote  a'"' 
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solitary.  The  roads  that  conducted 
to  it  from  the  distant  towns  were 
tangled,  intricate,  mountainous,  and 
beset  by  robbers.  A  few  cottages, 
and  a  small  convent,  a  quarter  of  a 
league  up  the  verdant  margin,  were 
the  nearest  habitations ;  and,  save  by 
some  occasional  pilgrim  or  some 
bewildered  traveller,  the  loneliness 
of  the  mansion  was  rarely  invaded. 
ii  was  precisely  the  spot  which  prof- 
fered  rest  to  a  man  weary  of  the 
world,  and  indulged  the  memories 
which  grow  in  rank  luxuriance  over 
the  wrecks  of  passion.  And  he  whose 
mind,  at  once  gentle  and  self-depend- 
ent,  can  endure  solitude,  might  have 
ransacked  all  earth  for  a  more  fair  and 
undisturbed  retreat. 

But  not  to  such  a  solitude  had  the 
earlier  dreams  of  Adrian  dedicated 
the  place.  Here  had  he  thought — 
should  one  bright  being  have  pre- 
sided— here  should  Ipve  have  found 
its  haven  :  and  hither,  when  love  at 
length  admitted  of  intrusion,  hither 
might  wealth  and  congenial  culture 
have  invited  all  the  gentler  ami  bel  ter 
spirits  which  had  begun  to  move  over 
the  troubled  face  of  Italy,  promising 
a  second  and  younger  empire  of  poesy, 
and  lore,  and  art:.  To  the  graceful 
and  romantic  but  somewhat  pensive 
and  inert,  temperament  of  the  young 
noble,  more  adapted  to  calm  and 
civilized  than  stormy  and  barbarous 
times,  ambition  proffered  no  reward 
ko  grateful  as  lettered  leisure  and 
intellectual  repose.  His  youth  coldured 
by  the  influence  of  Petrarch,  his 
manhood  had  dreamed  of  a  happier 
Vaueluse  mil  untenanted  by  a  Laura. 
The  visions  which  had  connected  the 
*cene  with  the  image  of  Irene  made 
rlie  place  still  haunted  by  her  shade  ; 
ind  time  and  absence  only  minister- 
ing to  his  impassioned  meditations, 

leepened    his    melancholy    and     in- 

reased  his  love. 

In  this  lone  retreat — which  even  in 
describing  from  memory,  for  these  eves 


have  seen,  these  feet  have  trodden, 
this  heart  yet  yea rneth  for,  the  spot — 
which  even,  I  say,  in  thus  describing, 
seems  to  me  (and  haply  also  to  the 
gentle  reader)  a  grateful  and  welcome 
transit  from  the  storms  of  action  and 
the  vicissitudes  of  ambition,  so  long 
engrossing  the  narrative ; — in  thin 
lone  retreat  Adrian  passed  the  winter, 
which  visits  with  so  mild  a  change 
that  intoxicating  clime.  The  roar  01 
the  world  without  was  borne  but  in 
faint  and  indistinct  murmurings  tc 
his  ear.  He  learned  only  imperfectly, 
and  with  many  contradictions,  the 
news  which  broke  like  a  thunderbolt 
over  Italy,  that  the  singular  and 
aspiring  man — himself  a  revolution — 
who  had  excited  the  interest  of  all 
Europe,  the  brightest  hopes  of  the 
enthusiastic,  the  profusest  adulation 
of  the  great,  the  deepest  terror  of  the 
despot,  the  wildest  aspirations  of  all 
free  spirits,  had  been  suddenly  stricken 
from  his  state,  his  name  branded  and 
his  head  proscribed.  This  event, 
which  happened  at  the  end  of  Decem- 
ber, reached  Adrian,  through  a  wan- 
dering pilgrim,  at,  the  commencement 
of  March,  somewhat  more  than  two 
months  after  the  date;  the  March 
of  that  awful  year  1348,  which  saw 
Europe,  and  Italy  especially,  deso- 
lated by  the  direst  pestilence  which 
history  has  recorded,  accursed  alike 
by  the  numbers  and  the  celebrity  of 
its  victims,  and  yet  strangely  con- 
nected with  some  not  unpleasant 
images  by  the  grace  of  Boccaccio  and 
the  eloquence  of  Petrarch. 

The  pilgrim  who  informed  Adrian 
of  the  revolution  at  Rome  was  unable 
to  give  him  any  clue  to  the  present 
fate  of  Rienzi  or  his  family.  It  was 
only  known  that  the  Tribune  and  hio 
wife  had  escaped,  none  knew  whither, 
many  guessed  that  they  were  already- 
dead,  victims  to  the  numerous  robbers 
who  immediately  on  the  fall  of  the 
Tribune  settled  back  to  their  former 
habits,  spn-ing  neither  a^e  nor  sex. 
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wealth  nor  poverty.  As  all  relating 
to  the  ex-Tribune  was  matter  of  eager 
interest,  the  pilgrim  had  also  learned 
that,  previous  to  the  fall  of  Rienzi,  his 
Bister  had  left  Rome,  but  it  was  not 
known  to  what  place  she  had  been 
conveyed 

The  news  utterly  roused  Adrian 
from  his  dreaming  life.  Irene  was 
then  in  the  condition  his  letter  dared 
to  picture— severed  from  her  brother, 
fallen  from  her  rank,  desolate  and 
friendless.  "  Now," said  the  generous 
and  high-hearted  lover,  "she  may  he 
mine  without  a  disgrace  to  my  name. 
Whatever  Rienzi's  faults,  she  is  not 
implieated  in  them.  //.  r  hands  are  not 
red  with  my  kinsman's  blood;  nor 
can  men  say  that  Adrian  di  Castello 
allies  himself  with  a  House  whose 
power  is  built  upon  the  ruins  of  the 


Colonnas.  The  Colouna  are  re- 
stored ■ —  again  triumphant —  Rienzi 
is  nothing — distress  and  misfortune 
unite  me  at  once  to  her  on  whom  they 
fall  !" 

But  how  were  these  romantic  reso- 
lutions to  be  executed — Irene's  dwell- 
ing-place unknown'!  He  resolved 
himself  to  repair  to  Borne  and  make 
the  necessary  inquiries:  accordingly 
he  summoned  his  retainers: — blithe 
t  o  them,  those  of  travel !  The 
mail  left  the  armoury — the  banner  the 
hall — and  after  two  days  of  animated 
bustle,  the  fountain  by  which  Adrian 
had  passed  so  many  hours  of  revery 
was  haunted  only  by  the  birds  of  the 
returning  spring;  and  the  nightly 
lamp  no  longer  cast  its  solitary  ray 
from  his  turret  chamber  over  the 
bosom  of  the  deserted  lake. 


CHAPTER  IL 


THE   SEEKER. 


It  was  a  bright,  oppressive,  sultry 
morning,  when  a  solitary  hi 
was  Been  winding  thai  unequalled 
road,  from  who--  height,  amidst  fig- 
trees,  vines,  and  olives,  the  traveller 
beholds  gradually  break  upon  his 
gaze  the  enchanting  valley  of  the  Arno, 
and  the  spin  -  and  domes  of  I 
But  not  with  the  I  raveller'e  customary 
eye  of  admiration  and  delight  passed 
that  sol  man,   and  not  upon 

the  usual   activity,   and  mirth,   and 
animal   »i  ;       in  life,  broke 

(hat    n i  daj     -on.      All    was  silent, 

void,  and  hushed  ;  and  ev<  o   in  the 
i   heavi  d  • 

flare.    Tl ttages 

by  the  road,  ride  were  some  Bhul  up 
and  closed,   ome  open,  bul  -■ 
inmateless.    The  plough  stc 

ind  man 


had  a  dreary  holiday.  There  was  a 
darker  curse  upon  the  land  than  the 
eursi  of  Cain  '  Now  and  then  a  single 
figure,    usually    <dad    in    the    gloomy 

robe  of  a  friar,  crossed  I  be  road,  lifting 

towards  the  traveller  a  livid  and 
amazed  stare,  and  then  hurried  on, 
and    vanished    beneath    some    roof, 

iSBUI  d     a     Taint     and     dying 

moan,  which  but  for  the  exceeding 
around  could  scarcely  have 
pierced  the  threshold.    As  the  travel- 
red  1  be  citj .  the  sc<  no  became 

less  solitary,   yd   more  dread.      There 
ii  .-arts  and  litters,  (hick 

awnings  wrapped  closely  round  them, 
containing  tho  e  w  ho  aoughl  aafety 
in  Hi-;'  ul    that    the 

\ud   while  these 
gloom]  vehicle  .  conducted  l>\  I 
iiaunt,  shadofi  j    skeleton  .  crawling 
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heavily  along,  passed  byr,  like  hearses 
of  the  dead,  sometimes  a  cry  burst 
the  silence  in  which  they  moved,  and 
the  traveller's  steed  started  aside,  as 
some  wretch,  on  whom  the  disease  had 
broke  forth,  was  dropped  from  the 
vehicle  by  the  selfish  inhumanity  of 
his  comrades,  and  left  to  perish  by 
the  way.  Hard  by  the  gate  a  waggon 
paused,  and  a  man  with  a  mask  threw 
out  its  contents  in  a  green  slimy  ditch 
that  bordered  the  road.  These  were 
garments  and  robes  of  all  kind  and 
value ;  the  broidered  mantle  of  the 
gallant,  the  hood  and  veil  of  my  lady, 
and  the  rags  of  the  peasant.  While 
glancing  at  the  labour  of  the  masker, 
the  cavalier  beheld  a  herd  of  swine, 
gaunt  and  half  famished,  run  to  the 
spot  in  the  hopes  of  food,  and  the 
traveller  shuddered  to  think  what 
food  they  might  have  anticipated  ! 
But  ere  he  reached  the  gate,  those  of 
the  animals  that  had  been  busiest 
rooting  at  the  infectious  heap,  dropped 
down  dead  amongst  their  fellows.* 

"  Ho,  ho,"  said  the  masker,  and  his 
hollow  voice  sounded  yet  more  hollow 
through  his  vizard, — "  comest  thou 
here  to  die,  stranger  ]  See,  thy  brave 
mantle  of  triple-pile  and  golden  broid- 
ery will  not  save  thee  from  the  gavoc- 
ciolo.t  Ride  on,  ride  on ; — to-day  fit 
morsel  for  thy  lady's  kiss,  to-morrow 
too  foul  for  the  rat  and  worm  ! " 

Replying  not  to  this  hideous  wel- 
come, Adrian,  for  it  was  he,  pursued 
his  way.  The  gates  stood  wide  open  : 
this  was  the  most  appalling  sign  of 
all,  for,  at  first,  the  most  jealous 
precaution  had  been  taken  against 
the  ingress  of  strangers.  Now  all 
tare,  all  foresight,  all  vigilance,  were 
vain.  And  thrice  nine  warders  had 
died  at  that  single  post,  and  the 
oliici  rs  to  appoint  their  successors 
wei ••'  dead  too !     Law  and  Police,  and 


*  The  same  spectacle  greeted,  and  is  re- 
corded by,  Boccaccio. 

+  The  tumour  that  made  the  fatal  symp- 
tom. 


]  the  Tribunals  of  Health,  and  the 
Boards  of  Safety,  Death  had  stopped 
them  all !  And  the  Plague  killed  art 
itself,  social  union,  the  harmony  and 
mechanism  of  civilization,  as  if  they 
had  been  bone  and  flesh  ! 

So,  mute  and  solitary,  went  on  the 
,  lover,  in  his  quest  of  love,  resolved  to 
find  and  to  save  his  betrothed,  and 
guided  (that  faithful  and  loyal  knight !) 
through  the  Wilderness  of  Horror  by 
the  blessed  hope  of  that  strange  pas- 
sion, noblest  of  all  when  noble,  basest 
of  all  when  base  !  He  came  into  a 
broad  and  spacious  square  lined  with 
!  palaces,  the  usual  haunt  of  the  best 
and  most  graceful  nobility  of  Italy. 
The  stranger  was  alone  now,  and  the 
tramp  of  his  gallant  steed  sounded 
ghastly  and  fearful  in '  his  own  ears, 
when  just  as  he  turned  the  corner  of 
one  of  the  streets  that  led  from  it,  he 
saw  a  woman  steal  forth  with  a  child 
in  her  arms,  while  another,  yet  in 
infancy,  clung  to  her  robe.  She  held 
a  large  bunch  of  flowers  to  her  nostrils, 
(the  fancied  and  favourite  mode  to 
prevent  infection),  and  muttered  to 
the  children,  who  were  moaning  with 
hunger, — "  Yes,  yes,  you  shall  have 
food !  Plenty  of  food  now  for  the 
stirring  forth.  But  oh,  that  stirring 
forth!" — and  she  peered  about  and 
round,  lest  any  of  the  diseased  might 
be  near. 

"  My  friend,"  said  he,  "  can  you 
direct  me  to  the  convent  of " 

"  Away,  man,  away  ! "  shrieked  the 
woman. 

"  Alas !"  said  Adrian,  with  a  mourn- 
ful smile,  "  can  you  not  see  that  I 
am  not,  as  yet,  one  to  sjiread  conta- 
gion } " 

But  the  woman,  unheeding  him, 
fled  on  ;  when,  after  a  few  paces,  she 
was  arrested  by  the  child  that  clung 
to  her. 

"  Mother,  mother  !"  it  cried,  "  I  am 
sick — I  cannot  stir." 

The  woman  halted,  tore  aside  the 
child's  robe,  saw  under  the  arm  the 
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fatal  tumour,  and,  deserting  her  own 
flesh,  fled  with  a  shriek  along  the 
square.  The  shriek  rang  long  in 
Adrian's  ears,  though  not  aware  of 
the  unnatural  cause: — the  motlier 
ft  art  i!  nut  for  !>■  r  in/out,  />ut  h  rs< ;'/". 
The  voice  of  Nature  was  no  more 
heeded  in  that  charnel  city  than  it  is 
in  the  tomb  itself!  Adrian  rode  OD 
at  a  brisker  pace,  and  came  at  length 
before  a  stately  church  ;  its  doors 
were  wide  open,  ami  he  saw  within  a 
company  of  monks  (the  church  had 
no  other  worshippers,  and  they  were 
masked)  gathered  round  the  altar, 
and  chanting  the  Miserer*  Domine  ; 
■ — the  ministers  of  God,  in  a  city 
hitherto  boasting  thedevoutesl  j •■  .j, u- 
lation  in  Italy,  without  a  flock  ! 

The  young  Cavalier  paused  before 
the  door,  and  waited  till  the  service 
was  ilme,  and  the  monks  descended 
pS  into  the  street. 

"  Holy  fathers,"  .-aid  he  then,  "may 
I  pray  your  goodness  to  tell  me  my 
nearest  way  to  the  convent  Santa 
Maria  de'  Pazzi '! " 

"Son,"  >aid  one  of  these  feat ure- 
!  -  spectres,  for  so  they  seemed  in 
their  shroud  like  robes,  and  uncouth 
vizards,—"  son,  pass  on  your  « 
God  be  with  you.  Robbers  or  re- 
vellers may  now  fill  the  holy  cloisters 
you  speak  of.  The  abbess  is  dead; 
and  many  a  sister  sleeps  with  her. 
And  the  nuns  have  lied  from  the 
-ion." 

Adrian  half  fell  from  hi-  horse, 
ami,  as  he  still  remained  rooted  to 

ot,   the  dan 
on,  hymning  in  solemn  dirge  tl 
the    denolate     street     the     m 

ehaunt — 

-  By  the  Mother  aim  tin-  S  n, 

Death  endured  and  mercy  wen: 

Spare   U-,  himii Ti  tbongll   ■ 
ilit .'" 

Recovering  from  his  stupor,  Adrian 
aren,  and,  a-  they 

elo.-ed  the  burthen  Of  their  BOng, 
again  accosted  them 


"  Holy  fathers,  dismiss  me  not 
thus.  Perchance  the  one  I  seek  may 
yet  be  heard  of  at  the  convent.  Tell 
me  which  way  to  shape  my  course." 

"  Disturb  us  not,  son,"  said  the 
monk  who  spoke  before.  "  It  is  an 
ill  omen  for  thee  to  break  thus  upon 
the  invocations  of  the  ministers  ol 
Heaven." 

"  Pardon,  pardon  !  I  will  do  ample 
penance,  pay  many  masses ;  but  I 
seek  a  dear  friend  —  the  wray  —  the 
way " 

"To  the  right,  till  you  gain  the 
first  bridge.  Beyond  the  third  bridge, 
on  the  river  side,  you  will  find  the 
convent,"  said  another  monk,  moved 
by  the  earnestness  of  Adrian. 

"  Bless  you,  holy  father,"  faltered 
forth  the  Cavalier,  and  spurred  his 
steed  in  the  direction  given.  The 
friars  heeded  him  not,  but  again  re- 
sumed their  dirge.  Mingled  with  thr 
sound  of  his  horse's  hoofs  on  the  ela! 
tering  pavement,  came  to  the  rider's 
ear  the  imploring  line — 

'*  Miserere  Domine  I" 

Impatient,  sick  at  heart,  desperate, 
Adrian  flew  through  the  street  at  the 
full  speed  of  his  horse.  He  passed 
the  market-place — it  was  empty  as 
the  desert ; — the  gloomy  and  barri- 
cadoed  streets,  in  which  the  counter 
cries  of  Guelf  and  Ghibeline  had  so 
often  cheered  on  the  Chivalry  and 

Bank  of  Florence.  Now  huddled 
together  in  vault  and  pit,  lay  Guelf 
and  Ghibeline,  knightly  spurs  ami 
beggar's    crutch.      To  that  silence  the 

rear  even  of  eivil  strife  would  have 
been  a  blessing  I  The  fir.-t  bridge; 
the  river  Bide,  the  second,  the  thin 
bridge,  all  were  gained,  anf    Adriai 

at  la-t  reined  his  steed  before  thi 
walls  of  tin:  convent     II'-  I 

.1  to  the  porch,  in  which  the 

tood    ajar,    half   torn    from    1U 

the  court, 

■  I ■  thai    admitted    to 

a  building,  came  to  Ibejealou* 


181 


K1ENZ* 


grating,  now  no  more  a  barrier  from 
the  profane  world,  and  as  he  there 
paused  a  moment  to  recover  breath  and 
nerve,  wild  laughter  and  loud  song, 
interrupted  and  mixed  with  oaths, 
startled  his  ear.  He  pushed  aside  the 
grated  door,  entered,  and,  led  by  the 
sounds,  came  to  the  refectory.  In 
that  meeting-place  of  the  severe  and 
mortified  maids  of  heaven,  he  now 
beheld  gathered  round  the  upper 
table,  used  of  yore  by  the  abbess, 
a  strange,  disorderly,  ruffian  herd, 
who  at  first  glance  seemed  indeed  of 
all  ranks,  for  some  wore  serge,  or 
'even  rags,  others  were  tricked  out  in 
all  the  bravery  of  satin  and  velvet, 
plume  and  mantle.  But  a  second 
glance  sufficed  to  indicate  that  the 
companions  were  much  of  the  same 
degree,  and  that  the  finery  of  the 
more  showy  was  but  the  spoil  rent 
from  unguarded  palaces  or  tenantless 
bazaars ;  for  under  plumed  hats, 
looped  with  jewels,  were  grim,  un- 
washed, unshaven  faces,  over  which 
hung  the  long  locks  which  the  pro- 
fessed brethren  of  the  sharp  knife  and 
hireling  arm  had  just  begun  to  assume, 
serving  them  often  instead  of  a  mask. 
Amidst  these  savage  revellers  were 
many  women,  young  and  middle- 
aged,  foul  and  fair,  and  Adrian  piously 
shuddered  to  see  amongst  the  loose 
robes  and  uncovered  necks  of  the 
professional  harlots  the  saintly  habit 
and  beaded  rosary  of  nuns.  Flasks 
of  wine,  ample  viands,  gold  and 
silver  vessels,  mostly  consecrated  to 
holy  rites,  strewed  the  board.  As 
the  young  Roman  paused  spell-bound 
at  the  threshold,  the  man  who  acted 
as  president  of  the  revel,  a  huge, 
swarthy  ruffian,  with  a  deep  scar  over 
his  face,  which,  traversing  the  whole 
of  the  left  check  and  upper  lip,  gave 
his  large  features  an  aspect  preter- 
natural]}' hideous,  called  out  to  him — 
"Come  in,  man — come  in  !  Why 
sstand  you  there  amazed  and  dumb  ! 
We  are  hospitable  revellers,  and  sive 


all  men  welcome.  Here  are  wine  and 
women.  My  Lord  Bishop's  wine  and 
my  Lady  Abbess's  women ! 

"  Sing  hey,  sing  ho,  for  the  royal  Death, 
That  scatters  a  host  with  a  single  breath  ; 
That  opens  the  prison  to  spoil  the  palace, 
And  rids  honest  necks  from  the  hangman's 

malice. 
Here's  a  health  to  the  Plague !    Let  the 

mighty  ones  dread, 
The  poor  never  lived  till  the  wealthy  were 

dead. 
A  health  to  the  Plague !  may  She  ever  as 

now 
Loose  the  rogue  from  his  chain  and  the 

nun  from  her  vow  : 
To  the  gaoler  a  sword,  to  the  captive  a  key, 
Hurrah  for  Earth's  Curse — 'tis  a  Blessing 

to  me  I 

Ere  this  fearful  stave  was  concluded, 
Adrian,  sensible  that  in  such  orgies 
there  was  no  chance  of  prosecuting 
his  inquiries,  left  the  desecrated 
chamber  and  fled,  scarcely  drawing 
breath,  so  great  was  the  terror  that 
seized  him,  till  he  stood  once  more 
in  the  court  amidst  the  hot,  sickly, 
stagnant  sunlight,  that  seemed  a  fit 
atmosphere  for  the  scenes  on  which  it 
fell.  He  resolved,  however,  not  to 
desert  the  place  without  making 
another  effort  at  inquiry;  and  while 
he  stood  without  the  court,  musing 
and  doubtful,  he  saw  a  small  chapel 
hard  by,  through  whose  long  case- 
ment gleamed  faintly,  and  dimmed 
by  the  noonday,  the  light  of  tapers. 
He  turned  towards  its  porch,  entered, 
and  saw  beside  the  sanctuary  a  single 
nun  kneeling  in  prayer.  In  thenarrow 
aisle,  upon  a  long  table,  (at  either  end 
of  which  burned  the  tall  dismal 
tapers  whose  rays  had  attracted  him,) 
the  drapery  of  several  shrouds  showed 
him  the  half  distinct  outline  of  human 
figures  hushed  in  death.  Adrian 
himself,  impressed  by  the  sadness  and 
sanctity  of  the  place,  and  the  touching 
sight  of  that  solitary  and  unselfish 
wutcher  of  the  dead,  knelt  down  and 
Intensely  prayed. 

A-  he  rose,  somewhat  relieved frrm 
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the  burthen  at  his  heart,  the  nun  rose  I 
also,  and  started  to  perceive  him. 

"  Unhappy  man ! "  said  she,  in  a 
voice  which,  low,  faint,  and  solemn, 
sounded  as  a  ghost's — "  what  fatality 
brings  thee  hither]  Seest  thou  not 
thou  art  in  the  presence  of  clay 
which  the  Plague  hath  touched — thou 
breathest  the  air  which  destroys  ! 
Hence!  and  search  throughout  all 
the  desolation  for  one  spot  where  the 
Dark  Visitor  hath  not  come  !  " 

"  Holy  maiden,"  answered  Adrian, 
"  the  danger  you  hazard  does  not 
appal  me ; — I  seek  one  whose  life  is 
dearer  than  my  own." 

"  Thou  needest,  say  no  more  to  tell 
me  thou  art  newly  come  to  Florence  ! 
Here  son  forsakes  his  father,  and 
mother  deserts  her  child.  When  life 
is  most  hopeless,  these  worms  of  a 
Jay  cling  to  it  as  if  it  were  the  salva- 
rion  of  immortality  !  But  for  me 
alone,  death  has  no  horror.  Long 
severed  from  the  world,  I  have  seen 
my  sisterhood  perish — the  house  of 
Ood  desecrated — its  altar  overthrown, 
and  I  care  not  to  survive, — the  last 
whom  the  Pestilence  leaves  at  once 
unperjured  and  alive." 

The  nun  paused  a  few  moments, 
and  then,  looking  earnestly  at  the 
healthful  countenance  and  unbroken 
frame  of  Adrian,  sighed  hi 
"  Stranger,  why  fly  you  not  1 "  Bhe 
said.  "Thou  initrhtst  as  well 
the  crowded  vaults  and  rotten  cor- 
ruption of  the  dead,  as  search  the 
city  for  one  living." 

"  Sister,  and  bride  of  the  I 
Redeemer!"  returned  the  Soman, 
clasping  his  bands  — "  one  word  I 
implore  thee.  Thou  art,  methinks, 
of  the  sisterhood  of  y<>n  dismantled 
.'  ;  tell  me,  knowesl  thou  if 
Irene  di  Qabrini,*—  gueel  of  the  late 
Abbess,  sister  of  the  fallen  Tribune  of 
Rome, — be  yet  amongst  the  tiring  I  " 


•  The  family    name  of   Rlensl 
total 


"Art  thou  her  brother,  then?" 
said  the  nun.  "  Art  thou  that  fallen 
Sun  of  the  Morning] " 

"  I  am  her  betrothed,"  replied 
Adrian,  sadly.     "  Speak." 

"  Oh,  flesh !  flesh  I  how  art  thou 
victor  to  the  last,  even  amidst  the 
triumphs  and  in  the  lazar-house  of 
corruption  !  "  said  the  nun.  "  Vain 
man  !  think  not  of  such  carnal  ties  ; 
make  thy  peace  with  heaven,  for  thy 
days  are  surely  numbered  ! " 

"Woman!"  cried  Adrian,  impa- 
tiently— "  talk  not  to  me  of  myself, 
nor  rail  against  ties  whose  holiness 
thou  canst  not  know.  I  ask  thee 
again,  as  thou  thyself  hopest  for 
mercy  and  for  pardon,  is  Irene 
living  ] " 

The  nun  was  awed  by  the  energy  of 
the  young  lover,  and  after  a  moment, 
which  seemed  to  him  an  age  of  ago- 
nized suspense,  she  .replied — 

"The  maiden  thou  speakestof  died 
not  with  the  general  death.  In  tae 
dispersion  of  the  few  remaining,  *he 
left  the  con  vent — I  know  not  whither; 
but  she  had  friends  in  Florence — 
their  names  I  cannot  tell  thee." 

"  Now  bless  thee,  holy  sister !  bless 
thee !  How  long  since  she  left  the 
convent]" 

"  Four  days  have  passed  since  i.he 

robber  and  the  harlot  have  seized  the 

house  of   Santa  Maria,"   replied    the 

nun,  groaning  :  "  and  they  were  quick 

i  the  sistt  rhood." 

••  Four  days ! — and  thou  canst  give 
me  no  clue  ]" 

"  None — yet  Btay,  young  man  !" 
and  the  mm,  approaching,   lowered 
her  voice  to  a  hissing  whisper-    "A-k 
the  Becchini."  * 

\.  cording    to   the   usual    <  uatom    "f 
I  the   dead  were    borne    to    1 1 1<  i r 

restlng-plai n   biers,    supported   •>>'   oitt- 

una  of  equal  rank  ;  but  a  new  trade  w.m 

by  the  plague,  and  men    "f   the 

loweal  <ir.»' .  "f  the  populace,  bribed  by  im- 

,  ivnMiit.    discharged    the  office  <>f 

ting  the  remain!  of   the    victim* 

I  .1   l;.  .  .  hint 
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Adrian  started  aside,  crossed  him- 
self hastily,  and  quitted  the  convent 
•without  answer.  He  returned  to  his 
horse,  and  rode  back  into  the  silenced 
heart  of  the  city.  Tavern  and  hotel 
there  were  no  more  ;  hut  the  palaces 
of  dead  princes  were  free  to  the  living 
stranger.  He  entered  one — a  spacious 
and  splendid  mansion.  In  the  stables 
he  found  forage  still  in  the  manger  ; 
hut  the  horses,  at  that  time  in  the 
Italian  cities  a  proof  of  rank  as  well  as 
wealth,  were  .gone  with  the  hands 
that  fed  them.  The  high-born  Knight 
assumed  the  office  of  groom,  took  off 
the  heavy  harness,  fastened  his  steed 
to  the  rack,  and  as  the  wearied 
animal,  unconscious'  of  the  surround- 
ing horrors,  fell  eagerly  upon  its 
meal,  its  young  lord  turned  away, 
and  muttered,  "  Faithful  servant,  and 
sole  companion  !  may  the  pestilence 
that  spareth  neither  beast  nor  man, 
spare  thee  !  and  mayst  thou  bear  me 
hence  with  a  lighter  heart!  " 

A  spacious  hall,  hung  with  arms 
and  banners — a  wide  flight  of  marble 
stairs,  whose  walls  were  painted  in 
the  stiff  outlines  and  gorgeous  colours 
of  the  day,  conducted  to  vast  cham- 
bers, hung  with  velvets  and  cloth 
of  gold,  but  silent  as  the  tomb.  He 
threw  himself  upon  the  cushions 
which  were  piled  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  for  he  had  ridden  far  that 
morning,  and  for  many  days  before, 
and  he  was  wearied  and  exhausted, 
body  and  limb  ;  but  he  could  not 
rest.  Impatience,  anxiety,  hope,  and 
fear,  gnawed  his  hear!  and  fevered  his 
veins,  and,  after  a  brief  and  unsatis- 
factory attempt  to  sober  his  own 
thoughts,  and  devise  some  plan  of 
search  more  certain  than  that  which 
chance  might  afford  him,  he  rose, 
and  traversed  the  apartments,  in  tic 
unacknowledged  hope  which  chance 
alone  could  suggest. 

It   waa   easy    to    see   that    he    had 
made  his  resting-place  in  the  hi 
one  of  the  princes  of  the  land  ;  and 


the  splendour  of  all  around  him  far 
outshone  the  barbarous  and  rude 
magnificence  of  the  less  civilized  and 
wealthy  Romans.  Here,  lay  the  lute 
as  last  touched — the  gilded  and  illu- 
mined volume  as  last  conned  ;  there, 
were  seats  drawn  familiarly  together, 
as  when  lady  and  gallant  had  inter- 
changed whispers  last. 

"And  such,"  thought  Adrian, — 
"such  desolation  may  soon  swallow 
up  the  vestige  of  the  unwelcomed 
guest,  as  of  the  vanished  lord  I  " 

At  length  he  entered  a  saloon,  in 
which  wras  a  table  still  spread  with 
wine-flasks,  goblets  of  glass,  and  one  of 
silver,  withered  flowers,  half-mouldy 
fruits,  and  viands.  At  one  side  the 
arras,  folding-doors  opened  to  a  broad 
flight  of  stairs,  that  descended  to  a 
little  garden  at  the  back  of  the  house, 
in  which  a  fountain  still  played  spark- 
ling and  livingly — the  only  thing, 
save  the  stranger,  living  there!  On 
the  steps  lay  a  crimson  mantle,  and 
by  it  a  lady's  glove.  The  relics  seemed 
to  speak  to  the  lover's  heart  of  a 
lover's  last  wooing  and  last  farewell. 
He  groaned  aloud,  and  feeling  he 
should  have  need  of  all  his  strength, 
fdled  one  of  the  goblets  from  a  half- 
emptied  flask  of  Cyprus  wine.  He 
drained  the  draught — it  revived  him. 
"  Now,"  he  said,  ".nice  more  to  my 
task ! — I  will  sally  forth,"  when  sud- 
denly he  heard  heavy  steps  along  the 
rooms  he  had  quitted — they  approach- 
ed— they  entered  ;  and  Adrian  beheld 
two  huge  and  ill-omened  forms  stalk 
into  the  chamber.  They  were  wrapped 
in  black  homely  draperies,  their  arms 
were  hare,  and  they  wore  large  shaped 
less  masks,  which  descended  to  the 
leaving  only  access  to  sight 
and  breath  in  three  small  and  cir- 
cular apertures.  The  Colonna  half 
drew  his  sword,  for  the  forms  and 
aspects  of  these  visitors  were  not 
such  as  men  think  to  look  upon  in 
safety. 

"  Oh  ! "  said  one,  "  the  palace  has  a 
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new  guest  today.  Fear  us  not, 
stranger;  there  is  room, —  ay,  and 
wealth  enough  for  all  men  now  in 
Florence  !  Per  Bacco  !  but  there  is 
still  one  goblet  of  silver  left — how 
comes  that  I "  So  saying,  the  man 
seized  the  cup  which  Adrian  had 
just  drained,  and  thrust  it  into  his 
breast.  He  then  turned  to  Adrian, 
whose  hand  was  still  upon  hi*  hilt, 
and  said,  with  a  laugh  which  came 
choked  and  muffled  through  his 
vizard — "  Oh,  we  cut  no  throats, 
Signor  ;  the  Invisible  spares  us  that 
trouble.  We  are  honest  men,  state 
officers,  and  come  but  to  see  if  the 
carl  should  halt  here  tonight." 

"  Ye  are  then -" 

"Beccliini ! " 

Adrian's  blood  ran  cold.  The  Bec- 
chino  continued  —  "And  keep  you 
this  house  while  you  rest  at  Florence, 
- 1 " 

"  res,  if  the  rightful  lord  claim  it 
not" 

"  Ha!  ha  I  'Rightful  lord!'  The 
Plague  LB  Lord  of  all  now  !  Why,  F 
have  known  three  gallant  companies 
tenant  this  palace  the  last  week,  and 
hive  buried  them  all — all!  It  is  a 
pleasant  house  enough,  and  gives  good 
'i  alone  !■  " 

"  At  present,  j 

"Shew  as  where  you  sleep,  that  we 

may  know  where  t< me  for  you.  You 

won't  want  as  these  three  daj 

"  Ye  arc-  pleasant  welcomers  !  "  said 

Adrian  ; — "  but    listen    I"    DO 
ye  find  the  living  a-  well    a-  bury  the 
dead)     I  seek  one  in  this  city  who, 
if  you  discover  her,  shall  lie  worth  to 
you  a  year  of  burials  : " 

'•  No,  no  I  thai  tor  line. 

As  well  look  for  a  dropped  -and  on 
the  beach,    :ls    for    a    living    being 

among  and   yawning 

vaults  ;   but   if  yon  will    pay  I 

grave-diggers  beforehand,   I   promise 
m  shall  have  the  firsl  of  a  new 
charnel-house; — it  will    be   finished 
just  about  your  time." 


"There!"  said  Adrian,  flinging  the 
wretches  a  few  pieces  of  gold — "  there! 
and  if  you  would  do  me  a  kinder 
service,  leave  me,  at  least  while  living : 
or  I  may  save  you  that  trouble."  And 
he  turned  from  the  room. 

The  Bccchinowhohad  been  spokes- 
man followed  him.  "  You  are  ge- 
nerous, Signor,  stay ;  you  will  want 
fresher  food  than  these  filthy  frag- 
ments. I  will  supply  thee  of  the 
best,  while — while  thou  wantest  it. 
And  hark, — whom  wishest  thou  that 
I  should  seek  ]" 

This  question  arrested  Adrian's  de- 
parture. He  detailed  the  name,  and 
all  the  particulars  he  could  suggest  of 
Irene ;  and,  with  sickened  heart,  de- 
scribed  the  hair,  features,  and  stature 
of  that  lovely  and  hallowed  image, 
which  might  furnish  a  theme  to  the 
poet,  and  now  gave  a  clue  to  the 
grave  digger. 

The  unhallowed  apparition  shook 
his  head  when  Adrian  had  concluded. 
"  Full  five  hundred  such  descriptions 
did  I  hear  in  the  hr.-t  days  of  the 
Plague,  when  there  were  still  such 
things  as  mistress  and  lover;  but  it  is 
a  dainty  catalogue,  Signor,  ami  it  will 
be  a  pride  to  the  poor  Becchino  to 
discover  or  even  to  bury  so  many 
charms  1  I  will  do  my  best;  mean- 
while, I  can  recommend  you,  if  in  a 
hurry,  to  make  the  best  use  of  your 
time,  to  many  a  pretty  face  and  comely 
shape " 

"Out,  fiend!"  muttered  Adrian: 
"fool  to  waste  time  with  Buch  as 
thou  !" 

The  laugh  of  the  grave-diggi 
I  bis  steps 

All  that  day  did  Adrian  wander 
through  the  city,  but  search  and  ques- 
tion were  alike  unavailing  ;  all  w horn 

countered     and     interi 
Beemed  to  regard  him  as  a  mailman, 
and   these  were   indeed   of  no   kind 
likely  to  advance  nis  object.      Wild 
troop-  of  disordered,  drunken 
lers,   processions  of  monks,  or  here 
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and  there,  scattered  individuals  glid-  j  sun  sunk,  luria  and  yellow,  behind 
ing  rapidly  along,  and  shunning  all  |  the  hills,  and  Darkness  closed  around 
approach  or  speech,  made  the  only  the  noiseless  pathway  of  the  Pesti- 
hauntera  of  the  dismal  streets,  till  the   lence. 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE    FLOWERS    AMIDST    THE    TOMBS. 


Adrian  found  that  the  Becchino 
had  taken  care  that  famine  should 
not  forestall  the  plague ;  the  banquet 
of  the  dead  was  removed,  and  fresh 
viands  and  wines  of  all  kinds, — for 
there  was  plenty  then  in  Florence  ! — 
spread  the  table.  He  partook  of  the 
refreshment,  though  but  sparingly, 
and  shrinking  from  repose  in  beds 
beneath  whose  gorgeous  hangings 
Death  had  been  so  lately  busy,  care- 
fully closed  door  and  window,  wrapped 
himself  in  his  mantle,  and  found  his 
resting-place  on  the  cushions  of  the 
chamber  in  which  he  had  supped. 
Fatigue  cast  him  into  an  unquiet 
slumber,  from  which  he  was  suddenly 
awakened  by  the  roll  of  a  cart  below, 
and  the  jingle  of  bells.  He  listened, 
as  the  cart  proceeded  slowly  from  door 
to  door,  and  at  length  its  sound  died 
away  in  the  distance. — He  slept  no 
more  that  night ! 

The  sun  had  not  long  risen  ere  he 
renewed  his  labours ;  and  it  was  yet 
early  when,  just  as  lie  passed  a  church, 
two  ladies  richly  dressed  came  from* 
the  porch,  and  seemed  through  their 
vizards  to  regard  the  young  Cavalier 
with  earnest  attention.  The  gaze 
arrested  him  also,  when  one  of  the 
ladies  said,  "  Fair  sir,  you  are  over- 
bold :  you  wear  no  mask  ;  neither  do 
you  smell  to  flowers." 

"Lady,  1  wear  no  mask,  for  I  would 
be  seen:  I  search  these  miserable 
places  for  one  in  whose  life  I  live." 

"lie  is  young,  comely,  evidently 
aoble.     and    tie    plague    hath    not. 


touched  him  :  he  will  serve  our  pur- 
pose well,"  whispered  one  of  the  ladies 
to  the  other. 

"  You  echo  my  own  thoughts,"  re- 
turned her  companion ;  and  then 
turning  to  Adrian,  she  said,  "  You 
seek  one  you  are  not  wedded  to,  ii 
you  seek  so  fondly  1 " 

"  It  is  true." 

"Young  and  fair,  with  dark  hah 
and  neck  of  snow ;  I  will  conduct  you 
to  her." 

"  Signora ! " 

"  Follow  us ! " 

"  Know  you  whom  I  am,  and  whom 
I  seek  3 " 

"  Yes." 

"  Can  you  in  truth  tell  me  aught  oi 
Irene  !  "  - 

"  I  can  :  follow  me. 

"To  her?" 

"  Yes,  yes :  follow  us  ! " 

The  ladies  moved  on  a9  if  impa- 
tient of  further  parley.  Amazed, 
doubtful,  and,  as  if  in  a  dream,  Adrian 
followed  them.  Their  dress,  manner, 
and  the  pure  Tuscan  of  the  one  who 
had  addressed  him,  indicated  them  of 
birth  and  station  ;  but  all  else  was  a 
riddle  which  he  could  not  solve. 

They  arrived  at  one  of  the  bridges, 
where  a  litter  and  a  servant  on  horse- 
back holding  a  palfrey  by  the  bridle 
were  in  attendance.  The  ladies  en- 
tered the  litter,  and  she  who  had 
before  spoken  bade  Adrian  follow  on 
the  palfrey. 

"  But  tell  me "  he  began. 

"  No  questions,  Cavalier,"  said  she. 
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impatiently;  "follow  the  living  in 
6ilence,  or  remain  with  the  dead,  as 
you  list." 

With  that  the  litter  proceeded,  and 
Adrian  mounted  the  palfrey  wonder- 
ingly,  and  followed  his  strange  con- 
ductors, who  moved  on  at  a  tolerably 
brisk  pace.  They  crossed  the  bridge, 
icft  the  river  on  one  side,  and,  soon 
ascending  a  gentle  acclivity,  the  trees 
and  flowers  of  the  country  1 
succeed  dull  walls  and  empty  street.-. 
Alter  proceeding  thus  somewhat  less 
than  half  an  hour,  they  turned  up 
a  green  lane  remote  from  the  road, 
and  came  suddenly  upon  the  porticoes 
of  a  fair  and  stately  palace.  Here  the 
ladies  descended  from  their  litter; 
and  Adrian,  who  had  vainly  sought  to 
extract  speech  from  the  attendant, 
also  dismounted,  and  following  them 
across  a  spacious  court,  filled  on 
either  side  with  vases  of  flowers  and 
orange- tree.-,  and  then  through  a  wide 
hall  in  the  farther  side  of  the  quad- 
rangle, found  himself  in  one  of  the 
loveliest  spots  eye  ever  saw  or  poet 
evt  C  Bung.  It  was  a  garden  plot  of 
the  most  emerald  verdure,  bosquets  of 
laurel  and  of  myrtle  opened  on  either 
Bide  into  vistas  half  overhung  with 
clematis  and  rose,  through  whose 
the  prospect  closed  with  sta- 
tues and  gushing  fountains  ;  in  front, 
me  lawn  was  bounded  by  rows  of 
on  marble  pedestals  filled  with 

ti    wen  ;  and  broad  and  gradual  flights 

of  the   whitest   marble  led 

from  terrace  U)  each  adorned 

with  statues  and  fountains,  half  way 

down  a  high  but  ug  and 

verdant  hill.    Beyond,    pread  in  wide, 

.  and  luxurious  landscape,  i  he 

vineyards   ami  oh.  he  villas 

and  villages,  of  'he   Vale  of   Axno, 

silver  ri\cr,  while 

the  city,  in  all    its  calm,   but    without 

its  horror,  raised  its    roofs  and  spires 

to  the  -iin.     Bird  ;  ae  and 

golden    wire,    warbled    round ;    and 


upon  the  centre  of  the  sward  reclined 
four  ladies  unmasked  and  richly 
dressed,  the  eldest  of  whom  seemed 
scarcely  more  than  twenty ;  and  five 
cavaliers,  young  and  handsome,  whose 
jewelled  vests  and  golden  chains 
attested  their  degree.  Wines  and 
fruits  were  on  a  low  table  beside  ;  and 
musical  instruments,  chess-boards, 
and  gammon-tables,  lay  scattered  all 
about.  So  fair  a  group,  and  so  grace- 
ful a  scene,  Adrian  never  beheld  but 
once,  and  that  was  in  the  midst  of  the 
ghastly  pestilence  of  Italy  ! — such 
group  and  such  scene  our  closet  indo- 
lence may  yet  revive  in  the  pages  of 
the  bright  Boccaccio ! 

On  seeing  Adrian  and  his  compa- 
nions approach,  the  party  rose  in- 
stantly; and  one  of  the  ladies,  who 
wore  upon  her  head  a  wreath  of 
laurel-leaves,  stepping  before  the  rest, 
exclaimed,  "  Well  done,  my  Mariana! 
welcome  back,  my  fair  subjects.  And 
you,  sir,  welcome  hither." 

The  two  guides  of  the  Colon na  had 
by  this  time  removed  their  masks; 
and  the  one  who  had  accosted  him, 
shaking  her  long  and  raven  ringlets 
over  a  bright,  laughing  eye  and  a 
cheek  to  whose  native  olive  now  rose 
a  slight  blush,  turned  to  him  ere 
■  1  reply  to  the  welcome  he  had 
received. 

D.Or   Cavalier."   said   .-In,  "  you 

decoyed  you. 
Own  that  this  is  pleaaauter  than  tho 
id  sounds  of  the  i  its  we  have 
left     *>  ii   me  in   surprise 

See,  my  Queen,  how  Bpeechless  the 
marvel  of  your  court  has  made  our 
ticv.  gallant  ;  I  assure  you  he  could 
talk  quickly  enough  when  he  had 
only  ii-  to  confer  with  :  nay,  I  way 
;  bo  impose  silence  on  him  ' 

"  Oh  !  then  you   ha\      not    yi  I    in 
formed  I  custom  and  origin 

"!  the  court  he  entei    I  '  quoth  I 

the  laurel  wreath, 

"  No.  my  Queen  ;  I  thought  all  de- 
scription given  in  such  a  -pot  a-  our 
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poor  Florence  now  is  would  fail  of  its 
object.  My  task  is  done,  I  resign 
him  to  your  Grace  !  " 

So  saying  the  lady  tripped  lightly 
away,  and  began  coquettishly  sleeking 
her  locks  in  the  smooth  mirror  of  a 
marble  basin,  whose  waters  trickled 
over  the  margin  upon  the  grass  below, 
ever  and  anon  glancing  archly  towards 
the  stranger,  and  sufficiently  at  hand 
to  overhear  all  that  was  said. 

"  In  the  first  place,  Signer,  permit 
us  to  inquire,"  said  the  lady  who  bore 
the  appellation  of  Queen,  "thy  name, 
rank,  and  birth-place." 

"  Madam,"  returned  Adrian,  "  I 
came  hither  little  dreaming  to  answer 
questions  respecting  myself;  but  what 
it  pleases  you  to  ask,  it  must  please 
me  to  reply  to.  My  name  is  Adrian 
di  Castello,  one  of  the  Roman  house  of 
the  Colonna." 

"A  noble  column  of  a  noble  house!" 
answered  the  Queen.  "  For  us,  re- 
specting whom  your  curiosity  may 
perhaps  be  aroused,  know  that  we  six 
ladies  of  Florence,  deserted  by  or 
deprived  of  our  kin  and  protectors, 
formed  the  resolution  to  retire  to  this 
palace,  where,  if  death  comes,  it  comes 
stripped  of  half  its  horrors ;  and  as  the 
learned  tell  us  that  sadness  engenders 
the  awful  malady,  so  you  see  us  sworn 
foes  to  sadness.  Six  cavaliers  of  our 
acquaintance  agreed  to  join  us.  We 
pass  our  day::,  whether  many  or  few, 
in  whatever  diversions  we  can  find  or 
invent.  Music  and  the  dance,  merry 
tales  and  lively  songs,  with  such  slight 
change  of  scene  as  from  sward  to 
shade,  from  alley  to  fountain,  fill  up 
our  time,  and  prepare  us  for  peaceful 
sleep  and  happy  dreams.  Each  lady  is 
by  turns  Queen  of  our  fairy  court,  as 
is  my  lot  this  day.  One  law  forms  the 
code  of  ourconstitution— that  nothing 
sad  shall  be  admitted.  We  would  live 
as  if  yonder  city  were  not,  and  as 
if  (added  the  fair  Queen,  with  a  slight 
sigh)  youth,  grace,  and  beauty,  could 
<maure  for  ever.     One  of  our  knights 


madly  left  us  for  a  day,  promising  to 
return  ;  we  have  seen  him  no  more  ; 
we  will  not  guess  what  hath  chanced 
to  him.  It  became  necessary  to  fill  up 
his  place ;  we  drew  lots  who  should 
seek  his  substitute;  it  fell  upon  the 
ladies  who  have — not,  I  trust,  to  your 
displeasure — broughtyou hither.  Fai t 
sir,  my  explanation  is  made." 

"Alas,  lovely  Queen,"  said  Adrian, 
wrestling  strongly,  but  vainly,  with 
the  bitter  disappointment  he  felt — "  I 
cannot  be  one  of  your  happy  circle  ,  I 
am  in  myself  a  violation  of  yout  law. 
I  am  filled  with  but  one  sad  and 
anxious  thought,  to  which  all  mirth 
would  seem  impiety.  I  am  a  seeker 
amongst  the  living  and  the  dead  for 
one  being  of  whose  fate  I  am  uncer- 
tain ;  and  it  was  only  by  the  words 
that  fell  from  my  fair  conductor,  that 
I  have  been  decoyed  hither  from  my 
mournful  task.  Suffer  me,  gracious 
lady,  to  return  to  Florence." 

The  Queen  looked  in  mute  vexation 
towards  the  dark-eyed  Mariana,  who 
returned  the  glance  by  one  equally 
expressive,  and  then  suddenly  step- 
ping up  to  Adrian  she  said, — 

"  But,  Signor,  if  I  should  still  keep 
my  promise,  if  I  should  be  able  to 
satisfy  thee  of  the  health  and  safety  of 
—  of  Irene." 

"  Irene  ! "  echoed  Adrian  in  sur- 
prise, forgetful  at  the  moment  that  he 
had  before  revealed  the  name  of  her 
he  sought — "  Irene — Irene diGabrini, 
sister  of  the  once  renowned  Ricnzi  !" 

"  The  same,"  replied  Mariana, 
quickly  ;  "  I  knew  her,  as  1  told  you 
Nay,  Signor,  I  do  not  deceive  thee. 
It  is  true  that  I  cannot  bring  thee 
to  her  ;  but  better  as  it  is,— she  unit 
away  many  days  ago  to  one  of  the  tow  us 
of  Lombardy,  which,  they  say,  the 
Pestilence  has  not  yet  pierced.  Now, 
noble  sir,  is  not  your  heart  lightened  ! 
and  will  you  so  soon  he  a  deserter 
from  the  Court  of  Loveliness  :  and 
perhaps,"  she  added,  with  a  soft  look 
from  her  large  dark  eyes,  "of  Love  1" 
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"  Dare  T,  in  truth,  believe  you, 
Lady  i "  said  Adrian,  all  delighted, 
yet  still  half  doubting. 

'•  Would  I  deceive  a  true  lover,  as 
mothinks  you  are  ?  Be  assured.  Nay, 
Queen,  receive  your  subject." 

The  Queen  extended  her  hand  to 
Adrian,  and  led  him  to  the  group  that 
still  stood  on  the  grass  at  a  little  dis- 
tance. They  welcomed  him  as  a  bro- 
ther, and  soon  forgave  his  abstracted 
courtesies,  in  compliment  to  his  good 
mien  and  illustrious  name. 

The  Queen  clapped  her  hands,  and 
the  party  again  ranged  themselves  on 
the  sward.  Bach  Inly  beside  each 
gallant.  "  You,  Mariana,  if  not  fa- 
tigued," said  the  Queen,  "shall  take 
the  lute  and  silence  these  noisy  grass- 
-,  which  chirp  about  us  with  as 
much  pretension  as  it'  they  were  night- 
ingales. Sing,  sweet  subject,  sing; 
and  let  it  he  the  song  our  dear  friend, 
Signor  Visdomini,*  made  for  a  kind 
of  inaugural  anthem  to  such  as  we 
admitted  to  our  court." 

Mariana,  who  had  reclined  herself 
by  the  side  of  Adrian,  took  up  the 
lute,  and,  after  a  short  prelude,  sung 
the  words  thus  imperfectly  trans- 
lated : — 

TIIF.  SONG  OF  THE  FLORENTINE 

LADY. 
Enjoy  the  more  the  smiles  of  noon 

If  doubtful  be  tlit'  morrow; 
And  know  t ) i « -  Fori  of  Life  is  soon 

Betray*d  to  Death  by  Sorrow  ! 

Death  claims  us  all— then,  « ;  i  it-f,  away  ! 

We'll  own  no  meaner  m 
The  clonda  that  darken  round  the  day 

Hut  brinK  the  night  the  f.i  tai . 

least— be  merry  while  mi  earth, 
Such.  Grave,  should  be  thy  moral  ! 
BY*n  Death  himself  Is  friends  with  Uirtb, 

»nd  veils  tin    tomb  with  laurel  ♦ 


*  '    know  not    if  this    he    the  tan 

mini  who,  three  years  afterwards,  with  one 

of   the    U  I  Bted  SO  gallant    a   rein- 

forcement  t..   Boarperia,   tii 
Vlaoontl  d'Ol 

*  a*,  thai  'me-,  hi   Italy,  thi   i I  was 

tr.  ■,!.•  utlv  pi  oit.  .1  UT61   thi    dl  a. I. 


While  Razing  on  the  eyes  I  love, 

New  life  to  mine  is  given — 
If  joy  the  lot  of  saints  above, 

Joy  fits  us  best  for  Heaven, 

To  this  song,  which  was  much  ap- 
plauded, succeeded  those  light  and 
witty  tales  in  which  the  Italian  novel- 
ists furnished  Voltaire  and  Mannontcl 
with  a  model — each,  in  his  or  her 
turn,  taking  up  the  discourse,  and 
with  an  equal  dexterity  avoiding  every 
lugubrious  image  or  mournful  reflec- 
tion that  might  remind  those  graceful 
idlers  of  the  vicinity  of  Death.  At 
any  other  time  the  temper  and  accom- 
plishments of  the  young  Lord  di  Cas- 
tello  would  have  titled  him  to  enjoy 
and  to  shine  in  that  Arcadian  court. 
But  now  ho  in  vain  sought  to  dispel 
the  gloom  from  his  brow,  and  the 
anxious  thought  from  his  heart,  lie 
revolved  the  intelligence  he  had  re- 
ceived, wondered,  guessed,  hoped,  and 
dreaded  still;  and  if  for  a  moment 
iiis  mind  returned  to  the  scene  about 
him,  his  nature,  too  truly  poetical  for 
the  false  sentiment  of  the  place,  asked 
itself  in  what,  Bave  tin-  polished  exte- 
rior and  the  graceful  circumstance, 
the  mirth  that  lie  now  so  reluctantly 
witnessed  differed  from  the  brutal 
revels  in  the  convent  of  Santa  Maria 
— each  alike  in  its  motive,  though  so 
differing  in  the  manner — equally  cal- 
lous and  equally  selfish,  coining  horror 
into  enjoyment.  The  fair  .Mariana, 
whose  partner  had  been  reft  from  her, 
as  the  Queen  had  related,  was  in 
no  mind  to  lose  the  new  one  she  had 
gained.  She  pressed  upon  him  from 
time  to  time  'lie  wine-flask  and  the 
fruits;  ami  in  these  unmeaning cour 
tesies  her  hand  gently  lingered  upon 
his.  At-  length,  the  hour  arrived 
when  ili'-  companions  retired  to  the 
Palace,   daring  the   fiercer   hi  ; 

noon — to  '-"to''  forth  again  in  the 
declining  Ban,  to  Bup  bj  the  side  of 
the  fountain,  >  and  t<» 

make  merry  by  torchilighl  ami  the 
Btars  till  the  hour  of  r<  it.   Bat  Adi  ian 
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not  willing  to  continue  the  entertain- 
ment, no  sooner  found  himself  in  the 
apartment  to  which  he  was  conducted, 
than  he  resolved  to  effect  a  silent 
escape,  as  under  all  circumstances  the 
shortest,  and  not  perhaps  the  least 
courteous,  farewell  left  to  him.  Ac- 
cordingly, when  all  seemed  quiet  and 
hushed  in  the  repose  common  to  the 
inhabitants  of  the  South  during  that 
hour,  he  left  his  apartment,  descended 
the  stairs,  passed  the  outer  court,  and 
was  already  at  the  gate,  when  he  heard 
himself  called  by  a  voice  that  spoke 
vexation  and  alarm.  He  turned  to 
behold  Mariana. 

"  Why,  how  now,  Signor  di  Cas- 
tello,  is  our  company  so  unpleasing,  is 
our  music  so  jarring,  or  are  our  brows 
so  wrinkled,  that  you  should  fly  as  the 
traveller  flies  from  the  witches  he  sur- 
prises at  Benevento  1  N,*\y,  you  cannot 
mean  to  leave  us  yet  ? " 

"  Fair  dame,"  returned  the  cavalier, 
somewhat  disconcerted,  "  it  is  in  vain 
that  I  seek  to  rally  my  mournful 
spirits,  or  to  fit  myself  for  the  court 
to  which  nothing  sad  should  come. 
Your  laws  hang  about  me  like  a 
culprit  —  better  timeiy  flight  than 
harsh  expulsion." 

As  he  spoke  he  moved  on,  and  would 
have  passed  the  gate,  but  Mariana 
caught  his  arm. 


"  Nay,"  said  she,  softly  ;  "  are  there 
no  eyes  of  dark  light,  and  no  neck  of 
wintry  snow,  that  can  compensate  to 
thee  for  the  absent  one?  Tarry  and 
forget,  as  doubtless  in  absence  even 
thou  art  forgotten  ! " 

"  Lady,"  answered  Adrian,  with 
great  gravity,  not  unmixed  with  an 
ill-suppressed  disdain,  "  I  have  not 
sojourned  long  enough  amidst  I  he 
sights  and  sounds  of  woe,  to  blunt 
my  heart  and  spirit  into  callousness 
to  all  around.  Enjoy,  if  thou  canst, 
and  gather  the  rank  roses  of  the 
sepulchre ;  but  to  me,  haunted  still 
by  funeral  images,  Beauty  fails  to 
bring  delight,  and  Love — even  holy 
love  —  seems  darkened  by  the  Sha- 
dow of  Death.  Pardon  me,  and  fare- 
well." 

"  Go,  then,"  said  the  Florentine, 
stung  and  enraged  at  his  coldness ; 
"  go  and  find  your  mistress  amidst 
the  associations  on  which  it  pleases 
your  philosophy  to  dwell.  I  did  but 
deceive  thee,  blind  fool !  as  I  had 
hoped  for  thine  own  good,  when  I  told 
thee  Irene — (was  that  her  name  1) — 
was  gone  from  Florence.  Of  her  I 
know  nought,  and  heard  nought,  save 
from  thee.  Go  back  and  search  the 
vault,  and  see  whether  thou  lovesthejr 
still ! " 


CHAPTER  IV. 


WE  OBTAIN  WHAT  WE  SEEK,  AND  KNOW  IT  NOT. 


In  the  fiercest  heat  of  the  day,  and 
on  foot,  Adrian  returned  to  Florence. 
As  he  approached  the  city,  all  that 
festiveand  gallant  scene  he  had  quitted 
seemed  to  him  like  a  dream  ;  a  vision 
of  the  gardens  and  bowers  of  an 
enchantress,  from  which  ho  woke 
abruptly  as  a  criminal   may  wake  on 


the  morning  of  his  doom  to  see  the 
scaffold  and  thedeathsman  ; — so  much 
did  each  silent  and  lonely  step  into 
the  funeral  city  bring  back  his  "be- 
wildered thoughts  at  once  to  life  and 
to  death.  The  parting  words  of  Mari- 
ana sounded  like  a  knell  at  his  hcari. 
And  now  as  he  passed  on — the  heat  of 
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the  'lay,  the  lurid  atmosphere,  long 
fatigue,  alternate  exhaustion  and  ex- 
citement, combining  with  the  sickness 
of  disappointment,  the  fretting  con- 
sciousness of  precious  moments  irre- 
trievably lost,  and  his  utter  despair  of 
fbiming  any  systematic  mode  of  search 
— fever  began  rapidly  to  burn  through 
!iis  veins.  His  temples  felt  oppressed 
as  with  the  weight  of  a  mountain; 
his  lips  parched  with  intolerable 
thirst;  his  strength  seemed  suddenly 
to  desert  him  ;  and  it  was  with  pain 
and  labour  that  he  dragged  one 
languid  limb  after  the  other. 

"  I  feel  it,"  thought  he,  with  the 
loathing  nausea  and  shivering  dread 
with  which  nature  struggles  ever 
against  death  ;  "  1'feel  it  upon  mc  — 
the  Devouring  and  the  Viewless — I 
shall  perish,  and  without  saving  her; 
nor  shall  even  one  grave  contain  us!" 

But.  these  thoughts  served  rapidly 
to  augment  the  disease  which  began 
to  prey  upon  him;  and  ere  he  reached 
the  interior  of  the  city,  even  thought 
irsook  him.  The  images  of  men 
and  houses  grew  indistinct  and  sha- 
dowy before  his  eyes ;  the  burning 
pavement  became  unsteady  and  reel- 
ing beneath  his  feet;  delirium  gathered 
over  him,  and  he  went  on  his  way 
muttering  broken  and  incoherent 
words  ;  the  few  who  met  lied  from  him 
in  dismay.  Even  the  nion'. 
continuing  their  solemn  and  sad  pro 
Cessions,    passed    with    a     murmured 

bene  nobis  to  the  other  side  from  thai 

on  which  his  steps  swerved  and 
faltered.  And  from  a  booth  at  the 
corner'.  ur  Beech  in  i,  drink  - 

d  upon  him  from 
their  black  masks  the  gaze  that 
vultures hx  upon  some  dying  wanderer 
of  the    desert    Btill    he    crept  on, 

Qg  out  his  arms  like  a  man  in 

the  dark,  and  seeking  with  ti 

sense  tl  .  iggled  against  the 

gathering   delirium,  to  find  out  the 

.    in    which    he    had   fixed  his 

home;  though  many  as  fair  tx>  live, 
Jsu.  13. 


and  as  meet  to  die  in,  stood  with  open 
portals  before  and  beside  his  path. 

"Irene,  Irene!''  he  cried,  some- 
times in  a  muttered  and  low  tone, 
sometimes  in  a  wild  and  piercimj 
shriek,  "where  art  thou  J  Where 
1  come  to  snatch  thee  from  them  • 
they  shall  not  have  thee,  the  foul  and 
ugly  fiends  !  Pah  !  how  the  air  smells 
of  dead  flesh !  Irene,  Irene  !  we  will 
away  to  mine  own  palace  and  the 
heavenly  lake — Irene !  " 

While  thus  benighted,  and  thus 
exclaiming,  two  females  suddenly 
emerged  from  a  neighbouring  house, 
masked  and  mantled. 

"Vain  wisdom!"  said  the  taller 
and  slighter  of  the  two,  whose  mantle, 
it  is  here  necessary  to  observe,  was  of 
a  deep  blue,  richly  broidered  with 
silver,  of  a  shape  and  a  colour  not 
common  in  Florence,  but  usual  in 
Koine,  where  the  dress  of  ladies  of  the 
higher  rank  was'  singularly  bright  in 
hue  and  ample  in  fold — thus  differing 
from  the  simpler  and  more  slender 
draperies  of  the  Tuscan  fashion  — 
"  Vain  wisdom,  to  tly  a  relentless  and 
certain  doom  !  " 

■'  Why,  thou  wouldst  not  have  us 
hold  the  .^aine  home  with  three  of 
the  dead  in  the  next  chan 
Btrangers  too  to  us — when  Florence 
many  empty  halls  ?  Trust  me 
we  shall  not  walk  far  ere  we  suit  on 
selves  with  a  safer  lodgment." 

'•  Hitherto,  indeed,  we  huvs  boon 
miraculously  preserved,"  sighed  the 
other,  whose  voice  and  ,-hape  were 
those  of  extreme  youth  .  "  yet  would 
thai  we  knew  when  to  By— what 
mount,  what  wood,  whal  cavern,  held 
ad  his  bit hful  Nina !  I 
■it  h  horrors  ! " 

"  Irene,  Irene  .'  Well  then,  ifthou 
art  at  .Milan  or  Borne  Lombard  town, 
why  do   I   linger  here  I     To  hi 

*  ili.  do  I  no  ! — not  the  hone 
with  the  bells  '  doI  the  de  il  h-cart." 
With  a  cry,  a  hriek,  loud  .  than  tha 
loudest  of  the  sick  mans,  broke  thui 
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young  female  away  from  her  com- 
panion. It  seemed  as  if  a  single  step 
took  her  to  the  side  of  Adrian.  She 
aught  his  arm — she  looked  in  his 
.•ace — she  met  his  unconscious  eyes 
bright  with  a  fearful  fire.  "  It  has 
seized  him  !  " —  (she  then  said  in  a 
deep  hut  calm  tone) — "  the  Plague  !  " 

"  Away,  away !  are  you  mad  V  cried 
her  companion  ;  "  hence,  hence, — 
touch  me  not  now  thou  hast  touched 
him— go  ! — here  we  part ! " 

"  Help  me  to  bear  him  somewhere, 
see,  he  faints,  he  droops,  he  falls  ! — 
help  me,  dear  Signora,  for  pity,  for 
the  love  of  God  !  " 

But,  wholly  possessed  by  the  selfish 
fear  which  overcame  all  humanity  in 
that  miserable  time,  the  elder  woman, 
though  naturally  kind,  pitiful,  and 
benevolent,  fled  rapidly  away,  and 
soon  vanished.  Thus  left  alone  with 
Adrian,  who  had  now,  in  the  fierce- 
ness of  the  fever  that  preyed  within 
him,  fallen  on  the  ground,  the  strength 
and  nerve  of  that  young  girl  did  not 
forsake  her.  She  tore  off  the  heavy 
mantle  which  encumbered  her  arms, 
and  cast  it  from  her ;  and  then,  lifting 
up  the  face  of  her  lover — for  who  but 
Irene  was  that  weak  woman,  thus 
shrinking  not  from  the  contagion  of 
death  % — she  supported  him  on  her 
breast,  and  called  aloud  and  again  for 
help.  At  length  the  Becchini,  in  the 
booth  before  noticed,  (hardened  in 
their  profession,  and  who,  thus 
hardened,  better  than  the  most  cau- 
tious, escaped  the  pestilence,)  lazily 
approached — "  Quicker,  quicker,  for 
Christ'3  love !  "  said  Irene.  "  I  have 
much  gold  ;  I  will  reward  you  well :  help 
me  to  bear  him  under  the  nearest  roof." 

"  Leave  him  to  us,  young  lady  : 
we  have  had  our  eye  upon  him,"  said 
one  of  the  grave-diggers.  "  We  '11  do 
our  duty  by  him,  first  and  last." 

"  No — no  !  touch  not  his  head — 
that  is  my  care.  There,  I  will  help 
you;  so, — now  then, — but  be  gentle ! " 

Assisted  by  thfse  portentous  ofK 


cers,  Irene,  who  would  not  release 
her  hold,  but  seemed  to  watch  over 
the  beloved  eyes  and  lips,  (set  and 
closed  as  they  were,)  as  if  to  look 
back  the  soul  from  parting,  bore 
Adrian  into  a  neighbouring  house,  and 
laid  him  on  a  bed  ;  from  which  Irene 
(preserving  as  only  women  do,  in  such 
times,  the  presence  of  mind  and 
vigilant  providence  which  make  so 
sublime  a  contrast  with  their  keen 
susceptibilities)  caused  them  first  to 
cast  off  the  draperies  and  clothing, 
which  might  retain  additional  infec- 
tion. She  then  despatched  them  for 
new  furniture,  and  for  whatsoever 
leech  money  might  yet  bribe  to  a 
duty,  now  chiefly  abandoned  to  those 
heroic  Brotherhoods  who,  however 
vilified  in  modern  judgment  by  the 
crimes  of  some  unworthy  members, 
were  yet,  in  the  dark  times,  the  best, 
the  bravest,  and  the  holiest  agents, 
to  whom  God  ever  delegated  the 
power  to  resist  the  oppressor — to  feed 
the  hungry — to  minister  to  woe ;  and 
who,  alone,  amidst  that  fiery  Pesti- 
lence, (loosed,  as  it  were,  a  demon 
from  the  abyss,  to  shiver  into  atoms 
all  that  binds  the  world  to  Virtue  and 
to  Law,)  seemed  to  awaken,  as  by  the 
sound  of  an  angel's  trumpet,  to  that 
noblest  Chivalry  of  the  Cross — whose 
faith  is  the  scorn  of  self — whose  hope 
is  beyond  the  Lazar-house  —  whose 
feet,  already  winged  for  immortality, 
trample,  with  a  conqueror's  march, 
upon  the  graves  of  Death  ! 

While  this  the  ministry  and  the 
office  of  love, — along  that  street  in 
which  Adrian  and  Irene  had  met  at 
last — came  singing,  reeling,  roaring, 
the  di<solute  and  abandoned  crew  who 
had  fixed  their  quarters  in  the  Con- 
vent of  Santa  Maria  de'  Pazzi,  their 
bravo  chief  at  their  head,  and  a  nun 
(no  longer  in  nun's  garments)  upon 
either  arm.  "  A  health  to  the 
Plague  !  "  shouted  the  ruffian  :  "  A 
health  to  the  Plague  ' "  echoed  hia 
frantic  Bacchanals. 
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"  A  health  to  the  Plague,  may  she  ever,  as 

now, 
Loose  the  rogue  from  his  chain,  and  the 

nun  from  her  vow  ; 
To  the  gaoler  a  sword — to  the  captive  akey, 
Hurrah  for  Earth's  Cursel  'tis  a  blessing 

to  me." 

"  Holla ! "  cried  the  cliief,  stopping ; 
"  here,  Margherita  ;  here  's  a  brave 
cloak  for  thee,  my  girl :  silver  enow 
on  it  to  fill  thy  purse,  if  it,  ever  grow 
empty  ;  which  it  may,  if  ever  the 
Plague  grow  slack." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  girl,  who,  amidst 
all  the  havoc  of  debauch,  retained 
much  of  youth  and  beauty  in  her 


form  and  face;  nay,  Guidotto;  per 
haps  it  has  infection." 

"  Pooh,  child,  silver  never  infects. 
Clap  it  on,  clap  it  on.  Besides,  fate 
is  fate,  and  when  it  is  thine  hour 
there  will  be  other  means  besides  the 
gavocciolo." 

So  saying,  he  seized  the  mantle, 
threw  it  roughly  over  her  shoulders, 
and  dragged  her  on  as  before,  half 
pleased  with  the  finery,  half  frightened 
with  the  danger ;  while  gradually 
died  away,  along  the  lurid  air  and  the 
mournful  streets,  the  chant  of  that 
most  miserable  mirth. 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE   ERROR. 


For  three  days,  the  fatal  three  days, 
did  Adrian  remain  bereft  of  strength 
and  sense.  But  he  was  not  smitten 
by  the  scourge  which  his  devoted  and 
generous  nurse  had  anticipated.  It 
was  a  fierce  and  dangerous  fever, 
brought  on  by  the  great  fatigue, 
restlessness,  and  terrible  agitation  he 
had  undergone. 

No  professional  mediciner  could  be 
found  to  attend  him  ;  but  i 
friar,  better  perhaps  skilled  in  the 
healing  art  than  many  who  claimed 
its  monopoly,  visited  him  daily.  And 
in  the  long  and  frequenl  aba 
rhich  his  other  and  numerous  duties 
Compelled  the  monk,  there  was  one 
■•ver  at  hand  to  Bmootb  the  pillow,  to 
wipe  the  hi" 

o  watch  the  sleep.  And  even  in  that 
dismal  office,  when,  in  the  frenzy  of 
the  Bufferer,  her  name,  coupled  with 
trment,  broke 
from  hi-  lips,  a  thrill  of  BtraD 
sure  ci  eart  of  the  betrothed, 

which  she  chid  as  if  it  were  a  crime. 
l'ut  even  the  most  unearthly 
tellUli  in  the  rapture  of  being 


Words  cannot  tell,  heart  cannot 
divine,  the  mingled  emotions  that 
broke  over  her  when,  in  some  of 
these  incoherent  ravings,  she  dimly 
understood  that  for  her  the  city  had 
been  sought,  the  death  dared,  the 
danger  incurred.  And  as  then 
bending  passionately  to  kiss  that 
burning  brow,  her  tears  fell  fast  over 
the  idol  of  her  youth,  the  fountains 
from  which  they  gushed  were  those, 
fathomless  and  countless,  which  a  life 
could  not  weep  away.  No!  an  bli- 
the human  and  the  woman 
heart  thai  was  no!  stirred;  the  adoring 
gratitude,  the  meek  wonder  thus  to 6* 
loved,  while  deeming  it  bo  simple  a 
merit  thus  lo  love  ; — as  if  all  sacrifice 
in  her  "ere  a  thing  of  course, — to  her 
a  virtue  nature  could  ■ 
worlds  could  no!  repay!  And  there  he 
lay,  the  victim  to  hi-  own  I  I 
faith,  hi  [  ■  ml-  lit   hi.. i ii   her 

—a  thing  1"  tween  life  and  de  ith,  to 
..■     to  be  proud  of,  yet 
to  compassionate,  yi  I   revere 
— the  saver,   to  be  Baved  ! 

to  demand  at r 

o  -i 
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from  a  single  heart  so  many  and  so 
profound  emotions;  the  romantic 
enthusiasm  of  the  girl — the  fond 
idolatry  of  the  bride — the  watchful 
providence  of  the  mother  over  her  child. 
And  strange  to  say,  with  all  the 
excitenunt  of  that  lonely  watch, 
scarcely  stirring  from  his  side,  taking 
food  only  that  her  strength  might 
not  fail  hsr, — unable  to  close  her  eyes, 
—  though,  from  the  same  cause,  she 
would  fain  have  taken  rest,  when 
slumber  fell  upon  her  charge — with 
all  such  wear  and  tear  of  frame  and 
heart,  she  seemed  wonderfully  sup- 
ported. And  the  holy  man  marvelled, 
in  each  visit,  to  see  the  cheek  of  the 
nurse  still  fresh,  and  her  eye  still 
bright.  In  her  own  superstition  she 
thought  and  felt  that  Heaven  gifted 
her  with  a  preternatural  power  to  be 
true  to  so  sacred  a  charge  ;  and  in 
this  fancy  she  did  net  wholly  err : — 
for  Heaven  did  gift  her  with  that 
diviner  power,  when  it  planted  in 
so  soft  a  heart  the  enduring  might 
and  energy  of  Affection !  The  friar 
had  visited  the  sick  man  late  on 
the  third  night,  and  administered 
to  him  a  strong  sedative.  "  This 
night,"  said  he  to  Irene,  "  will  be 
the  crisis  :  should  he  awaken,  as  I 
trust  lie  may,  with  a  returning  con- 
sciousness, and  a  calm  pulse,  he  will 
live;  if  not,  young  daughter,  prepare 
or  the  worst.  But  should  you  note 
iiiy  turn  in  the  disease,  that  may 
excite  alarm,  01  require  my  attendance, 
this  scroll  will  inform  you  where  -I 
am,  if  God  spare  me  still,  at  each  hour 
of  the  night  and  morning." 

The  monk  retired,  and  Irene  re- 
sumed her  watch. 

The  sleep  of  Adrian  was  at  first 
broken  and  interrupted — his  features, 
his  exclamations,  his  gestures,  all 
evinced  great  agony,  whether  mental 
tir  bodily :  it  seemed,  as  perhaps  it 
was,  a  fierce  and  doubtful  struggle 
between  lL*e  and  death  for  the  conquest 
of  the  sleeper.  Patient,  silent,  breath- 


Lag  but  by  long-drawn  gasps,  Irene 
sate  at  the  bed-head.  The  lamp  was 
removed  to  the  further  end  of  the 
chamber,  and  its  ray.  shaded  by  the 
draperies,  did  not  suffice  to  give  to 
her  gaze  more  than  the  outline  of  the 
countenance  she  watched.  In  that 
awful  suspense,  all  the  thoughts  that 
hitherto  had  stirred  her  mind  lay 
hushed  and  mute.  She  was  only 
sensible  to  that  unutterable  fear 
which  few  of  us  have  been  happy 
enough  not  to  know.  That  crushing 
weight  under  which  we  can  scarcely 
breathe  or  move,  the  avalanche  over 
us,  freezing  and  suspended,  which  we 
cannot  escape  from,  beneath  which, 
every  moment,  we  may  be  buried  and 
overwhelmed.  The  whole  destiny  of 
life  was  in  the  chances  of  that  single 
night !  It  was  just  as  Adrian  at  last 
seemed  to  glide  into  a  deeper  and 
serener  slumber,  that  the  bells  of  the 
death-cart  broke  with  their  boding 
knell  the  palpable  silence  of  the 
streets.  Now  hushed,  now  revived,  as 
the  cart  stopped  for  its  gloomy  pas- 
sengers, and  coming  nearer  and 
nearer  after  every  pause.  At  length 
she  heard  the  heavy  wheels  stop  under 
the  very  casement,  and  a  voice  deep 
and  muffled  calling  aloud,  "  Bring 
out.  the  dead  ! "  She  rose,  and  with  a 
noiseless  step,  passed  to  secure  the 
door,  when  the  dull  lamp  gleamed 
upon  the  dark  and  shrouded  forms  of 
the  Becchini. 

"  You  have  not  marked  the  door, 
nor  set  out  the  body,"  said  one  gruffly ; 
"  but  this  is  the  third  night/  He  is 
ready  for  us." 

"  Hush,  he  sleeps — away,  quick,  it 
is  not  the  Hague  that  seized  him." 

"  Not  the  Plague  ? "  growled  the 
Becchino  in  a  disappointed  tone;  "  I 
thought  no  other  illness  dared  en- 
croach upon  the  rights  of  the  gavoc- 
ciolo ! " 

"  Go — here  's  money ;  leave  us." 

And  the  grisly  carrier  sullenly 
withdrew.     The  «irt  moved  on,  the 
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bell  renewed  its  summons,  till  slowly 
and  faintly  the  dreadful  larum  died 
in  the  distance. 

Shading  the  lamp  with  her  hand, 
Irene  stole  to  the  bed  side,  fearful 
that  the  sound  and  the  intrusion  had 
disturbed  the  slumberer.  But  his  face 
was  still  locked,  as  in  a  vice,  with  that 
iron  sleep.  He  stirred  not — the  breath 
scarcely  passed  his  lips — she  felt  his 
pulse,  as  the  wan  hand  lay  on  the 
coverlid  —  there  was  a  slight  heat — 
she  was  contented — removed  the  light, 
and,  retiring  to  a  corner  of  the  room, 
placed  the  little  cross  suspended  round 
her  neck  upon  the  table,  and  prayed, 
in  her  intense  suffering,  to  Him  who 
had  known  death,  -and  who — Son  of 
Heaven  though  he  was,  and  Sovereign 
of  the  Seraphim — had  also  prayed,  in 
his  earthly  travail,  that  the  cup  might 
way. 

The  Morning  broke,  not,  as  in  the 
North,  slowly  and  through  shadow, 
but  with  the  sudden  glory  with  which 
in  those  climates  Day  leaps  upon 
earth — like  a  giant  from  his  sleep.  A 
sudden  smile — a  burnished,  glow — 
and  night  had  vanished.  Adrian  still 
slept;  not  a  muscle  seemed  to  have 
stirred  ;  the  sleep  was  even  heavier 
than  before;  the  silence  became  a 
burthen  upon  the  air.     Now.  in  that 

ex ling  torpor  so  like  unto  death, 

catcher  became  alarmed 
and  terrified.  Time  passed — morning 
glided  to  noon — still  not  a  sound  nor 
motion.  The  sun  was  midway  in 
Heaven — the  Friar  came  not.  And 
now  again  touching  Adrian's  pulse, 
the  foil  no  Sutter — Bhe  gazed  on  him, 
appalled  and  confounded 
aonght  living  could  be  bo  -till  and 
pale.  "  Was  it  indeed  Bleep,  mighl 
it  not  be  — — "  She  turned  away, 
sick  and  frozen  ;  her  toni  ue  clove  to 
\.t  lips,  Why  did  tie-  father  tarry  ' 
-•she  would  go  to  liiui  Bhe  would 
tcarn  the  worsl 

longer.    She  glanced  over  tl 
the  .Mniik  had  left  her  I 


rise,"  it  said,  "  I  shall  be  at  the  Con- 
vent of  the  Dominicans.  Death  has 
stricken  many  of  the  brethren."  The 
Convent  was  at  some  distance,  but 
she  knew  the  spot,  and  fear  would 
wing  her  steps.  She  gave  one  wistful 
look  at  the  sleeper  and  rushed  from 
the  house.  "  I  shall  see  thee  again 
presently,"  she  murmured.  Alas! 
what  hope  can  calculate  beyond  tha 
moment  !  And  who  shall  claim  the 
tenure  of  '  The  Again?' 

It  was  not  many  minutes  after 
Irene  had  left  the  room,  ere,  with  a 
long  sigh,  Adrian  opened  his  eyes — 
an  altered  and  another  man  ;  the  fever 
was  gone,  the  reviving  pulse  beat  low 
indeed,  but  calm.  His  mind  was 
once  more  master  of  his  body,  and, 
though  weak  and  feeble,  the  danger 
was  past,  and  life  and  intellect  re- 
gained. 

"  I  have  slept  long,"  he  muttered  ; 
"  and  oh,  such  dreams !  And  me- 
thought  I  saw  Irene,  but  could  not 
speak  to  her,  and  while  I  attempted 
to  grasp  her,  her  face  changed,  her 
form  dilated,  and  I  was  in  the  clutch 
of  the  foul  grave-digger.  It  is  late — 
the  sun  is  high — 1  must  be  up  and 
stirring.  Irene  is  in  Lombardy.  No, 
no  ;  thai  was  a  lie,  a  wicked  lie  ;  she 
is  at  Florence,  I  must  renew  my 
search." 

A  this  duty  came  to  his  remem- 
he  rose  from  the  bed — he  was 

amazed  at  his  own  debility:  at  first 
he  could  not  stand  without  support 
from  the  wall ;  by  degree-,  however, 
i ined  the  master}  of  his 
Limbs  as  to  walk,  though  with  effort 
and  pain.  A  ravening  hi;  iger  preyed 
upon  him,  he  found  some  scanty  and 
10  i  in  the  chamber,  b  hich  he 
devoured  eagerly.     And  with 

ifeebled 
form  and  haggard  I 

ad,      II'    >i    felt 

refreshed  .and  I,  and  began 

to  indue  his  garments,  which  he  found 
thrown  on  a  heap  beside  the  bed.  Ho 
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gazed  with  surprise  and  a  kind  of  self- 
compassion  upon  his  emaciated  hands 
and  shrunken  limbs,  and  began  now 
to  comprehend  that  he  must  have  had 
some  severe  but  unconscious  illness. 
"  Alone,  too,"  thought  he  ;  "  no  one 
near  to  tend  me !  Nature  my  only 
nurse  !  But  alas !  alas  !  how  long  a 
time  may  thus  have  been  wasted,  and 

my  adored  Irene quick,  quick, 

not  a  moment  more  will  I  lose." 

He  soon  found  himself  in  the  open 
street ;  the  air  revived  him ;  and  that 
morning  had  sprung  up  the  blessed 
breeze,  the  first  known  for  weeks.  He 
wandered  on  very  slowly  and  feebly 
till  he  came  to  a  broad  square,  from 
which,  in  the  vista,  might  be  seen  one 
of  the  principal  gates  of  Florence,  and 
the  fig-trees  and  olive-groves  beyond. 
It  was  then  that  a  Pilgrim  of  tall 
stature  approached  towards  him  as 
from  the  gate ;  his  hood  was  thrown 
back,  and  gave  to  view  a  countenance 
of  great  but  sad  command ;  a  face, 
in  whose  high  features,  massive 
brow,  and  proud,  unshrinking  gaze, 
shaded  by  an  expression  of  melancholy 
more  stern  than  soft,  Nature  seemed 
to  have  written  majesty,  and  Fate 
disaster.  As  in  that  silent  and  dreary 
place,  these  two,  the  only  tenants  of 
the  street,  now  encountered,  Adrian 
stopped  abruptly,  and  said  in  a 
startled  and  doubting  voice  :  "  Do  I 
dream  still,  or  do  I  behold  Rienzi  ] " 

The  Pilgrim  paused  also,  as  he 
heard  the  name,  and  gazing  long  on 
the  attenuated  features  of  the  young 
lord,  said  :  "  I  am  he  that  was  Rienzi ! 
and  you,  pale  shadow,  is  it  in  this 
grave  of  Italy  that  I  meet  with  the 
gay  and  high  Colonna  1  Alas,  young 
friend,"  he  added,  in  a  more  relaxed 
and  kindly  voice,  "hath  the  Plague 
not  spared  the  flower  of  the  Roman 
nobles  1  Come,  I,  the  cruel  and  the 
harsh  Tribune,  /  will  be  thy  nurse : 
he  who  might  have  been  my  brother, 
shall  yet  claim  from  me  a  broth"r's 
care." 


With  these  words  he  wound  his  arm 
tenderly  round  Adrian ;  and  the  young 
noble,  touched  by  his  compassion,  and 
agitated  by  the  surprise,  leaned  upon 
Rienzi's  breast  in  silence. 

"  Poor  youth,"  resumed  the  Tri- 
bune, for  so,  since  rather  fallen  than 
deposed,  he  may  yet  be  called ;  "  I 
ever  loved  the  young,  (my  brother 
died  young ;)  and  you  more  than  most. 
What  fatality  brought  thee  hither  V 

"  Irene  !  "  replied  Adrian,  falter- 
ingly. 

"  Is  it  so,  really  1  Art  thou  a  Co- 
lonna, and  yet  prize  the  fallen  ?  The 
same  duty  has  brought  me  also  to  the 
city  of  Death.  From  the  furthest 
south — over  the  mountains  of  the  rob- 
ber— through  the  fastnesses  of  my 
foes — through  towns  in  which  the 
herald  proclaimed  in  my  ear  the  price 
of  my  head — I  have  passed  hither,  on 
foot  and  alone,  safe  under  the  wings  of 
the  Almighty  One.  Young  man,  thou 
shouldst  have  left  this  task  to  one  who 
bears  a  wizard's  life,  and  whom  Heaven 
and  Earth  yet  reserve  for  an  appointed 
end ! " 

The  Tribune  said  this  in  a  deep  and 
inward  voice;  and  in  his  raised  eye 
and  solemn  brow  might  be  seen  how 
much  his  reverses  had  deepened  his 
fanaticism,  and  added  even  to  the 
sanguinencss  of  his  hopes. 

"  But,"  asked  Adrian,  withdrawing 
gently  from  Rienzi's  arm,  "  thou 
knowest,  then,  where  Irene  is  to  be 
found ;  let  us  go  together.  Lose  not 
a  moment  in  this  talk ;  time  is  of 
inestimable  value,  and  a  moment  in 
this  city  is  often  but  the  border  to 
eternity." 

"  Right,"  said  Rienzi,  awakening  to 
his  object.  "  But  fear  not,  I  have 
dreamt  that  I  shall  save  her,  the  gem 
and  darling  of  my  house.  Fear  not, 
/  have  no  fear." 

"  Know  you  where  to  seek?"  said 
Adrian,  impatiently;  "the  Convent 
holds  far  other  guests." 

"  1  la !  so  said  my  dream  1 " 
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"  Talk  not  no\*  of  dreams,"  said  the 
lover;  "hut  if  you  have  no  other  guide, 
let  us  part  at  once  in  quest  of  her.  I 
will  take  yonder  street,  you  take  the 
opposite,  and  at  sunset  let  us  meet  in 
the  same  spot." 

"Rash  man!"  said  the  Tribune, 
with  great  solemnity;  "  scoff  not  at 
the  visions  which  Heaven  makes  a 
parable  to  its  Chosen.  Thou  seeSest 
counsel  of  thy  human  wisdom  ;  I,  less 
presumptuous;  follow  the  hand  of  the 
mysterious  Providence,  moving  even 
now  before  my  gaze  as  a  pillar  of  light 
.hrough  the  wilderness  of  dread.  Ay, 
meet  we  here  at  sunset,  and  prove 
whose  guide  is  the  most  unerring. 
If  my  dream  tell  metrue,  I  shall  see 
my  sister  living,  ere  the  sun  reach 
yonder  hill,  and  by  a  church  dedicated 
to  St.  Mark." 

The  grave  earnestness  with  which 
Rienzj  spoke  impressed  Adrian  with 
a  hope  which  his  reason  would  not 
acknowledge.  He  saw  him  depart 
with  that  proud  and  stately  step  to 
which  his  Bweeping  garments  gave  a 
yet  more  imposing  dignity,  and  then 
I  up  the  street  to  the  right  hand. 
II"  had  not  got  half  way  when  he  felt 
himself  pulled  by  the  mantle.  He 
turned,  and  saw  the  shapeless  mask  of 
a  Becchino. 

"  I  feared  you  were  sped,  and  that 
another  had  cheated  me  of  my  office," 
si'nl  the  grave-digger,  "seeing  that 
you  returned  not  to  the  old  I' 
palace.  Yon  don't  know  me  from  the 
rest  of  us  I  see,  but  I  am  the 
told  to  seek " 

"  Irene  ! " 

"  V.s,  Irene  .li  Qabrini :  you  pro 
mised  ample  reward." 

"  You  shall  have  it." 

"  Follow  me." 

The  Becchino  Btrode  on,  am 
arrived  at.  a  mansion,     II e  I 

'a  entrance,  an  old 
woman  cautiously  opened  the  door. 
"  Fear  i  ,111,"  said  the  grave- 

digger;   "this  fa  the  young  Lord   I 


spoke  to  thee  of.  Thou  sayest  thou 
hadst  two  ladies  in  the  palace,  who 
alone  survived  of  all  the  lodgers,  and 
their  names  were  Bianca  de  Medici, 
and — what  was  the  other  ? " 

"  Irene  di  Gabrini,  a  Roman  lady. 
But  I  told  thee  this  was  the  fourth  day 
they  left  the  house,  terrified  by  the 
deal  lis  within  it." 

"  Thou  didst  so  :  and  was  there 
anything  remarkable  in  the  dress  of 
the  Signora  di  Gabrini  ? " 

"  Yes,  I  have  told  thee :  a  blue 
mantle,  such  as  I  have  rarely  seen, 
wrought  with  silver." 

"  Was  the  broidery  that  of  stars, 
silver  stars,"  exclaimed  Adrian,  "with 
a  sun  in  the  centre?" 

"  It  was." 

"  Alas!  alas!  the  arms  of  the  Tri- 
bune's family!  I  remember  how  I 
praised  the  mantle  the  first  day  she 
wore  it — the  day  on  which  we  were 
betrothed!"  And' the  lover  at  once 
conjectured  the  secret  sentiment  which 
had  induced  Irene  to  retain  thus  care- 
fully a  robe  so  endeared  by  associa- 
tion. 

"  You  know  no  more  of  your 
lodgers?" 

"  Nothing." 

"  And  is  this  all  you  have  learned, 
knave?"  cried  Adrian. 

"  Patience.  I  must  bring  you  from 
proof  to  proof,  and  link  to  link,  in 
order  to  win  my  reward.  Follow 
Signor." 

The  Becchino  then  jeissiiiL"  through 
the  several   lanes  and   streets,  arrived 

at  another  house  of  less  magnificent 
size    .-mil    architecture.     Again    he 

tapped  thrice  at  the  parlour  door,  and 
this  lime  came  forth  a  man  withered, 
old,  and   palsied,  whom  death 

to  disdain  to  Btrike. 

ir  A-iu.-eio,"  said  the  Bee- 
chino,  "  pardon  me  ;  hut  I  told  thee 
I  might  trouble  thee  again.  This  is 
tleman  « ho  wants  to  know, 
what  ib  often  best  unknown-  but  that's 
Dot  my  affair.    Did  a  lady — young  and 
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beautiful — with  dark  hair,  and  of  a 
Blender  form,  enter  this  house,  stricken 
with  the  first  symptom  of  the  Plague, 
three  days  since  ? " 

"  Ay,  thou  knowest  that  well  enough ; 
and  thou  knowest  still  better,  that 
she  has  departed  these  two  days :  it 
was  quick  work  with  her,  quicker  than 
with  most ! " 

"  Did  she  wear  anything  remark- 
able?" 

"  Yes,  troublesome  man  :  a  blue 
cloak,  with  stars  of  silver." 

"  Couldst  thou  guess  aught  of  her 
previous  circumstances  ? " 

"  No,  save  that  she  raved  much 
about  the  nunnery  of  Santa  Maria  de' 
Pazzi,  and  bravos,  and  sacrilege." 

"  Are  you  satisfied  Signer '? "  asked 
the  grave-digger,  with  an  air  of  tri- 
umph, turning  to  Adrian.  "  But  no, 
I  will  satisfy  thee  better,  if  thou  hast 
tourage.     Wilt  thou  follow  ? " 

"  I  comprehend  thee  ;  lead  on. 
Courage !  What  is  there  on  earth 
now  to  fear  ? " 

Muttering  to  himself,  "Ay,  leave 
me  alone.  I  have  a  head  worth  some- 
thing ;  I  ask  no  gentleman  to  go  by 
my  word  ;  I  will  make  his  own  eyes 
the  judge  of  what  my  trouble  is  worth," 
the  grave-digger  now  led  the  way 
through  one  of  the  gates  a  little  out 
of  the  city.  And  here,  under  a  shed, 
sat  six  of  his  ghastly  and  ill-omened 
brethren,  with  spades  and  pick-axes 
at  their  feet. 

His  guide  now  turned  round  to 
Adrian,  whose  face  was  set,  and  reso- 
lute in  despair. 

"  Fair  Signor,"  said  he,  with  some 
touch  of  lingering  compassion. 
"  wouldst  thou  really  convince  thine 
own  eyes  and  heart'! — the  sighl  may 
appal,  the  contagion  may  destroy, 
thee, — if,  indeed,  as  it  seems  to  me, 
Death  has  not  already  written  '  mine 
npon  thee." 

"  Karen  of  bode  and  woe ! "  an- 
swered Adrian,  "seestthou  not  that 
all  I  shrink  from  is  thy  voice  and 


aspect?    Show  me  her  I  seek,  living 
or  dead." 

"  I  will  show  her  to  you,  then," 
said  the  Becchino,  sullenly,  "  such  as 
two  nights  since  she  was  committed 
to  my  charge.  Line  and  lineament 
may  already  be  swept  away,  for  the 
Plague  hath  a  rapid  besom  ;  but  I 
have  left  that  upon  her  by  which  you 
will  know  the  Becchino  is  no  liar. 
Bring  hither  the  torches,  comrades, 
and  lift  the  door.  Never  stare;  it's 
the  gentleman's  whim,  and  he  '11  pay 
it  well." 

Turning  to  the  right  while  Adrian 
mechanically  followed  his  conductors, 
a  spectacle  whose  dire  philosophy 
crushes  as  with  a  wheel  all  the  pride 
of  mortal  man — the  spectacle  of  that 
vault  in  which  earth  hides  all  that  on 
earth  nourished,  rejoiced,  exulted — 
awaited  his  eye ! 

The  Becchini  lifted  a  ponderous 
grate,  lowered  their  torches  (scarcely 
needed,  for  through  the  aperture 
rushed,  with  a  hideous  glare,  the  light 
of  the  burning  sun,)  and  motioned  to 
Adrian  to  advance.  He  stood  upon 
the  summit  of  the  abyss  and  gazed 
below.  *  *  * 

»  »  ♦  ♦ 

It  was  a  large  deep  and  circular 
space,  like  the  bottom  of  an  exhausted 
well.  In  niches  cut  into  the  walls  of 
earth  around,  lay,  duly  coffined,  those 
who  had  been  the  earliest  victims  of 
the  plague,  when  the  Becchino's 
market  was  not  yet  glutted,  and  priest 
followed,  and  friend  mourned  the  dead. 
But  on  the  floor  below,  there  was 
the  loathsome  horror!  Huddled  and 
matted  together — some  naked,  some 
in    iirouds  already  black  and  rotten 

lay  the  later  guests,  the  unshriven 
and  unblest!  The  torches,  the  sun, 
streamed  broad  and  red  over  Cor- 
ruption in  all  its  stages,  from  the  pale 
blue  tint  and  swollen  shape,  to  the 
moistened  indistinguishable  mass,  or 
the  riddled  bones,  where  yet  clung, 
in  si  rips  and  tatters,  the  black  and 
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mangled  Mesh.  In  many,  the  face 
remained  almost  perfect,  while  the 
rest  of  the  body  was  hut  bone ;  the 
long  hair,  the  human  face,  surmount- 
ing the  grisly  skeleton.  There  was 
the  infant,  still  on  the  mother's  breast ; 
there  was  the  lover,  s1  retched  across  the 
dainty  limbs  of  his  adored  !  The  rats, 
^for  they  clustered  in  numbers  to  that 
feast,)  disturbed,  not  scared,  sate  up 
from  their  horrid  meal  as  the  light 
glimmered  over  them,  and  thousands 
of  them  lay  round,  stark,  and  dead, 
poisoned  by  that  they  fed  on !  There, 
too,  the  wild  satire  of  the  grave- 
diggers  had  cast,  though  stripped  of 
their  gold  and  jewels,  the  emblems 
that  spoke  of  departed  rank ; — the 
broken  wand  of  the' Councillor;  the 
General's  baton;  the  Priestly  Mitre ! 
The  foul  and  livid  exhalations  ga- 
thered like  tle.-h  itself,  fungous  and 
putrid,  upon  the  walls,  and  the* 


But  who  shall  detail  the  ineffable 
and  unimaginable  horrors  that  reigned 
over  the  Palace  where  the  Great  King 
received  the  prisoners  whom  the 
sword  of  the  Pestilence  had  subdued  ? 

But  through  all  that  crowded  court 
— crowded  with  beauty  and  with  birth, 
with  the  strength  of  the  young  and 
the  honours  of  the  old,  and  the  valour 
of  the  brave,  and  the  wisdom  of  the 
learned,  and  the  wit  of  the  scorner, 
and  the  piety  of  the  faithful  —  one 
only  figure  attracted  Adrian 
Apart  from  the  n 

the  Long  locks  streaming  far  and  dark 
over  arm  and  breast— lay  a  female, 
■■    turned   partially   aside,    tin- 
little  seen  not  recognisable  even  by 

ither  of  the  dead, — but  • 
round  in  that  fatal  mantle,  on  which, 
though  blackened  and  tarnished,  was 
yet  visible  the  ntarry  heraldry  a 


*  Tho  description  >"  the  text  i-  b  irrowed 

from  the  (amotu  waxwork  i lei  [>>f   the 

Interior  of  the  Chani6l-houM"\  at  Florence. 


by  those  who  claimed  the  name  of  the 
proud  Tribune  of  Rome.  Adrian  saw 
no  more — he  fell  back  in  the  arms  of 
the  grave-diggers  :  when  he  recovered. 
he  was  still  without  the  gates  of 
Florence  —  reclined  upon  a  green 
mound — his  guide  stood  beside  him — 
holding  his  steed  by  the  bridle  as  if 
grazed  patiently  on  the  neglected  grass. 
The  other  brethren  of  the  axe  had 
resumed  their  seat  under  the  shed. 

"  So,  you  have  revived  !  Ah !  I 
thought  it  was  only  the  effluvia ;  few 
stand  it  as  we  do.  And  so,  as  your 
search  is  over,  deeming  you  would 
now  be  quitting  Florence  if  you  have 
any  sense  left  to  3rou,  I  went  for  your 
good  horse.  I  have  fed  him  since 
your  departure  from  the  palace.  In- 
deed I  fancied  he  would  be  my  per- 
quisite, but  there  are  plenty  as  good. 
Come,  young  sir,  mount.  I  feel  a  pity 
for  you,  I  know  not  why,  except  that 
you  are  the  onlyr  one  I  have  met  for 
weeks  who  seem  to  care  for  another 
more  than  for  yourself.  I  hope  you 
are  satisfied  now  that  I  showed  some 
brains,  eh !  in  your  service ;  and  as 
I  have  kept  my  promise,  you  '11  keep 
yours." 

"  Friend,"  said  Adrian,  "  here  is 
gold  enough  to  make  thee  rich ;  here, 
too,  is  a  jewel  that  merchants  will  tell 
thee  princes  might  vie  to  purchase. 
Thou  seemest  honest,  despite  thy  call- 
ing, or  th'ju  mightcst  have  robbed  and 
murdered  me  long  since.  Do  me  one 
favour  more." 

"  By  my  poor  mother's  soul,  yes." 

'•  Take   yon — yon   clay   from   that 

fearful  place.     Inter  it  in  some  quiet 

and  remote  spot — apart — alone!    JTon 

-y..u    swear  it; — it   is 

well  '     And  now  help  me  on  my  horse. 

Farewell  Italy,  and   if  I   die  not  with 

>\  l  die  as  befits  at  once 

honour  and  despair — with   trumpet 

and    banner    rouud    me — in   a    welt 

fought  field  againal  a  worthy foel — 

nightl]  death,  nothing  is  left 

to  live  for !" 
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book  vn. 


THE    PRISON. 

••  Pu  rinchiuso  in  una  torre  grossa  e  larga ;    avea  libii  assai,  suo  Tito  Llvio,  sue  etnrio  dl 
Roma,  la  Bibbia."  &c.—  Vit.  di  Cola  di  Rienzi,  lib.  ii.  c.  ;3. 

"  He  was  immured  in  a  bigh  and  spacious  tower ;  he  had  books  enough,  his  Titus  Livius, 
his  histories  of  Home,  the  Bible,"  && 


CHAPTER  I. 


AVIQNOH. — THE  TWO  PAGES. THE  STKANOER  BEAUTY. 


There  is  this  difference  between 
the  Drama  of  Shakspeare,  and  that 
of  almost  every  other  master  of  the 
same  art ;  that  in  the  first,  the  catas- 
trophe is  rarely  produced  by  one  sin- 
gle cause — one  simple  and  continuous 
chain  of  events.  Various  and  com- 
plicated agencies  work  out  the  final 
end.  Unfettered  by  the  rules  of  time 
and  place,  each  time,  each  place  de- 
picted, presents  us  with  its  appropriate 
change  of  action,  or  of  actors.  Some- 
times the  interest  seems  to  halt,  to 
turn  aside,  to  bring  us  unawares  upon 
objects  hitherto  unnoticed,  or  upon 
qualities  of  the  characters  hitherto 
hinted  at,  not  developed.  But,  in 
reality,  the  pause  in  the  action  is  but 
to  collect,  to  gather  up,  and  to  grasp, 
all  the  varieties  of  circumstance  that 
conduce  to  the  Great  Result :  and  the 
art  of  fiction  is  only  deserted  for  the 
fidelity  of*  history.  Whoever  seeks  to 
place  before  the  world  the  true  repre- 
sentation of  a  man's  life  and  times. 
and.  enlarging  the  Dramatic  into  the 
Epic,  extends  his  narrative  over  the 


vicissitudes  of  years,  will  find  himself 
unconsciously,  in  this,  the  imitator  of 
Shakspeare.  New  characters,  each 
conducive  to  the  end — new  scenes, 
each  leading  to  the  last,  rise  before 
him  as  he  proceeds,  sometimes  seem- 
ing to  the  reader  to  delay,  even  while 
they  advance,  the  dread  catastrophe. 
The  sacrificial  procession  sweeps 
along,  swelled  by  new  comers,  losing 
many  that  first  joined  it  ;  before,  at 
last,  the  same  as  a  whole,  but  differ- 
ing in  its  components,  the  crowd 
reach  the  fated  bourn  of  the  Altar  and 
the  Victim  ! 

It  is  live  years  after  the  date  of  the 
events  I  have  recorded,  and  my  story 
conveys  us  to  the  Papal  Court  at 
A  vignorj — that  t  ranquil  seat  of  power, 
to  which  the  successors  of  St.  Peter 
had  transplanted  the  luxury,  the 
pomp,  and  the  vices,  of  the  Imperial 
City.  Secure  from  the  fraud  or  vio 
lence  of  a  powerful  and  barbarous 
nobility,  the  courtiers  of  the  See  sur- 
d  themselves  to  a  holyday  of 
delight — their  repose  v.  as  devoted  to 
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enjoyment,  and  Avignon  presented, 
at  that  day,  perhaps  the  gayest  and 
most  voluptuous  society  of  Europe. 
The  elegance  of  Clement  VI.  had  dif- 
fused  an  air  of  literary  refinement 
oi  er  the  grosser  pleasures  of  the  place, 
and  the  spirit  of  Petrarch  still  con- 
tinued to  work  its  wav  through  the 
councils  of  faction  and  the  orgies  of 
debauch. 

Innocent  VI.  had  lately  succeeded 
Clement,  and  whatever  his  own  claims 
to  learning,*  he,  at  least,  appreciated 
knowledge  and  intellect  in  others;  bo 
that  the  graceful  pedantry  of  ;hetime 
continued  to  mix  itself  with  the 
pursuit  of  pleasure.  The  corruption 
which  reigned  through  the  whole 
place  was  too  confirmed  to  yield  to 
the  example  of  Innocent,  himself  a 
man  of  simple  habits  and  exemplary 
life.  Though,  like  his  predecessor, 
obedient  to  the  policy  of  France, 
d  a  hard  and  an 
extended  ambition.  Deeply  concerned 
for  the   interests   of  the   Church,   he 

;  i  he  project  of  confirming  ami 
iblishing  her  shaken  dominion 
in  Italy;  ami  h<  reg  irded  tin;  tyrants 
of  the  various  states  as  the  principal 
obstacles  to  his  ecclesiastical  an 
Nor  was  this  the  policy  of  Innocent 
VI.   alone.     With    Buch    exi 
a-  peculiar  circumstances  m 
occasioned,  the  Papal  See  was,  upon 
the  whole,  friendly  to  the   political 
-  ^f  Italy.     Tli"  Republics  of 
the   Middle  Ages  grew  u]>  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Church  ;  and  there,  as 

i  re,  it  was  found,  contrary  to  a 
vulgar  opinion,  that  Religion,  however 
prostituted  ami  perverted,  Berved  for 
the  general  protection  of  civil  free- 
dom,— raised  the  lowly,  and  resisted 
the  oppressor. 

»  Matteo  Villanl  (Hb.  Ill  Dap.  44) says,  tli.it 
Innocent  VL  bad  not  much  pretension  to 
learning.  Be  is  reported,  however,  by  other 
authorities,  oited  by  /•  ftrino  Re,  to  have 
in-  I i.i ■  I  been 
h  professor  in  the  1  me. 


At  this  period  there  appeared  at 
Avignon  a  lady  of  singular  and 
matchless  beauty.  She  had  come  with 
a  slender  but  well  appointed  retinue 
from  Florence,  but  declared  herself  of 
Neapolitan  birth  ;  the  widow  of  a 
noble  of  the  brilliant  court  of  the 
unfortunate  Jane.  Her  name  was 
Cesarini.  Arrived  at  a  place  where, 
even  in  the  citadel  of  Christianity, 
Venus  retained  her  ancient  emj  ire, 
where  Love  made  the  prime  business 
of  life,  and  to  be  beautiful  was  to  be 
of  power;  the  Signora  Cesarini  had 
scarcely  appeared  in  public  before 
she  saw  at  her  feet  half  the  rank  and 
gallantry  of  Avignon.  Her  female 
attendants  were  beset  with  bribes  ami 
billets  ;  and  nightly,  beneath  her  lat- 
tice, was  heard  the  plaintive  serenade. 
She  entered  largely  into  the  gay  dis- 
sipation  of  the  town,  and  her  charms 
shared  the  celebrity  of  the  hour  with 
the  vet>e  of  Petrarch.  But  though 
she  frowned  on  none,  none  could  claim 
the  monopoly  of  her  smiles.  Her  fail- 
fame  was  as  vet  unblemished ;  but  if 
any  might  presume  beyond  the  rest, 
she  seemed  to  have  bi  lected  rather 
from  ambition  than  love,  ami  Giles, 
the  warlike  Cardinal  d'Albornoz,  all 
powerful  at  the  sacred  court,  already 
foreboded  the  hour  of  his  triumph. 

It  was  late  noon,  and  in  thi 
chamber  of  the   fa1  (raited 

two  of  that  fraternity  of  pages,  fair 
ami  richly  clad,  who,  at  thai  day, 
furnished  the  favourite  attendants  to 

rank  of  either  sex. 

"  By  my  troth,"  cried  one  of  these 

young  Bervitors,  pushing   from   him 

with   which   himself  and   his 

companion  had  Bought  to  beguile  their 

'•  this  is  but   dull  work  !    and 
Of  the  day  i-  gone      '  >UT 

"  And  I  have  donned  my  new 
velvet  mantle,"  replied  the  other, 
compassionately  eyeing  his  finery. 

•■  Chut,  •  liacomo,"  Baid  hi-  comrade, 
yawning;  "a  truce  with  thj  conceit. 
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— What  news  abroad,  I  wonder  ?  Has 
hia  Holiness  come  to  his  senses  yetl" 
"  His  senses !  what,  is  he  mad 
then?"  quoth  Giacomo,  in  a  serious 
and  astonished  whisper. 

"  I  think  he  is ;  if,  being  Pope,  he 
does  not  discover  that  he  may  at 
length  lay  aside  mask  and  hood. 
'  Continent  Cardinal- — lewd  Pope,'  is 
the  old  motto,  you  know  ;  something 
must  be  the  matter  with  the  good 
man's  brain  it'  he  continue  to  live  like 
a  hermit." 

"  Oh,  I  have  you !  but  faith,  his 
Holiness  has  proxies  eno'.  The 
bishops  take  care  to  prevent  women, 
Heaven  bless  them !  going  out  of 
fashion  ;  and  Albornoz  does  not  main- 
tain your  proverb,  touching  the  Car- 
dinals." 

"True,  but  Giles  is  a  warrior, — a 
cardinal  in  the  church,  but  a  soldier 
in  the  city." 

"  Will  he  carry  the  fort  here,  think 
you,  Angelo  ] " 

"  Why,  fort  is  female,  but " 

"  But  what  1 " 

"The  Signora's  brow  is  made  for 
power,  rather  than  love,  fair  as  it  is. 
She  sees  in  Albornoz  the  prince,  and 
not  the  lover.  With  what  a  step  she 
sweeps  the  floor !  it  disdains  even  the 
cloth  of  gold  ! " 

"  Hark  !  "  cried  Giacomo,  hastening 
to  the  lattice,  "  hear  you  the  hoofs 
below  1    Ah,  a  gallant  company ! " 

"  Returned  from  hawking,"  an- 
swered Angelo,  regarding  wistfully 
the  cavalcade,  as  it  swept  the  narrow 
street.  "  Plumes  waving,  steeds  cur- 
vetting—see  how  yon  handsome  cava- 
lier presses  eltise  to  that  dame ! " 

"  His  mantle  is  the  colour  of  mine," 
sighed  Giacomo. 

As  the  gay  procession  paced  slowly 
on,  tdl  hidden  by  the  winding  street, 
and  as  the  sound  of  laughter  and  the 
tramp  of  horses  was  yet  faintly  heard, 
there  frowned  right  before  the  strain- 
ing gaze  of  the  pages,  a  dark  massive 
tower  of  the  mighty  masonry  of  the 


eleventn  century:  the  sun  gleamcu 
sadly  <>n  its  vast  and  dismal  surface, 
which  was  only  here  and  there  re- 
lieved by  loopholes  and  narrow  slits, 
rather  than  casements.  It  was  a 
triking  contrast  to  the  gaiety  around, 
the  glittering  shops,  and  the  gaudy 
Main  that  had  just  filled  the  space 
below.  This  contrast  the  young  men 
seemed  involuntarily  to  feel;  they 
drew  back,  and  looked  at  each  other. 

"  I  know  your  thoughts,  Giacomo," 
said  Angelo,  the  handsomer  and  elder 
of  the  two.  "  You  think  you  tower 
affords  but  a  gloomy  lodgment ! " 

"  And  I  thank  my  stars  that  made 
me  not  high  enough  to  require  so 
grand  a  cage,"  rejoined  Giacomo. 

"  Yet,"  observed  Angelo,  •'  it  holds 
one,  who  in  birth  was  not  our  supe- 
rior." 

"  Do  tell  me  something  of  that 
strange  man,"  said  Giacomo,  regain- 
ing his  seat;  "you  are  Roman  and 
should  know." 

"  Yes ! "  answered  Angelo,  haughtily 
drawing  himself  up.  "  I  am  Roman! 
and  I  should  be  unworthy  my  birth, 
if  I  had  not  already  learned  what 
honour  is  due  to  the  name  of  Cola  di 
Rienzi." 

"  Yet  yorr  fellow-Romans  nearly 
stoned  him  I  fancy,"  muttered  Gia- 
como.  '•  Honour  seems  to  lie  more 
in  kirks  than  money.  Canyon  tell 
me,"  continued  the  page  in  a  louder 
key,  "  can  you  tell  me  if  it  be  true, 
that  Rienzi  appeared  at  Prague  before 
the  Emperor,  and  prophesied  that  the 
late  Pope  and  all  the  Cardinals  should 
he  murdered,  and  a  new  Italian  Pope 
elected,  who  should  endue  the  Empe- 
ror trith  a  golden  crown,  as  Sovereign 
of  Sicilia,  Calabria,  and  Apulia,*  and 
himself  with  a  crown  of  silver,  as  King 
of  Rome,  and  all  Italy  ?     And " 

••  Hush  !"  interrupted  Angelo,  im- 
patiently.    "  Listen  to  me,  and  you 


*  An  absurd  fable,  adopted  by  certain 
historians. 
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shall  know  the  exact  story.  On  last 
leaving  Home  (thou  knowest  that, 
af'er  his  foil,  he  was  present  at  the 

Jubilee  in  disguise)  the  Tribune " 

heie  Angelo,  pausing,  looked  round, 
and  then  with  a  flushed  cheek  and 
raised  voice  resumed,  "  Yes,  the  Tri- 
bune, that  zoos  and  shall  he — travelled 
m  disguise,  as  a  pilgrim,  over  moun- 
tain and  forest,  night  and  day,  ex- 
posed to  rain  and  storm,  no  shelter 
but  the  cave, — he  who  had  been,  they 
say.  the  very  spoilt  one  of  Luxury. 
Arrived  at  Length  in  Bohemia,  he 
disclosed  himself  to  a  Florentine  in 
Prague,  and  through  his  aid  obtained 
audience  of  the  Kmperor  Charles." 

"A  prudent  man, .the  Emperor!" 
Baid  (iiacomo,  "close-fisted  as  a  miser. 
He  makes  conquests  by  bargain,  and 
goes  to  market  for  laurels, — as  I  have 
heard  my  brother  say.  who  was  under 
him." 

"  True ;  but  I  have  also  heard  that 
he  likes  bookmen  and  scholars— is 
wise  and  temperate,  and  much  is  yel 
hoped  from  him  in  Italy  !  Before  the 
Emperor.  I  gay,- came  Bienzi.  'Know, 
great  Prince,'  said  he,  'that  I  am  that 
Rienzi  to  whom  God  gave  to  govern 
Home,  in  peace,  with  justice,  and  to 
freedom.  I  curbed  the  nobles,  I 
purged  corruption,  1  amended  law. 
The  powerful  persecuted  me — pride 
and  envy  have  chased  me  from  my 
dominions.  Great  as  you  are,  fallen 
as  I  am,  I  too  have  wielded  tip 
and  might  have  worn  a  crown.  Know, 
too,  that  1  am  illegitimately  of  your 
■ :  my  father  the  son  of  I  tenry 
VII.  ;*  the  blood  of  the  Teuton  rolls 
in  my  veins ;  mean  as  were  my  earlier 
fortunes  and  humble  my  earlier  name! 
yon,  0  ding,  I  -eek  protection, 
and  I  demand  justice."  t 

'  A  bold  -jier  eh,  and  one  from  equal 
to  equal  omo  ;  "  surely  yon 

swell  us  out  the  worda," 


*  Uncle  to  the  Kmperor  Charles. 

t  Bee,  for  tola  q ch,  "  the  Ant 

Biographer,"  lib.  ii.  i 


"  Not  a  whit ;  they  were  written 
down  by  the  Emperor's  scribe,  and 
every  Roman  who  has  once  heard 
knows  them  by  heart:  once  every 
Roman  was  the  equal  to  a  k;ug,  and 
Rienzi  maintained  our  dignity  in 
asserting  his  own." 

Giacomo,  who  discreetly  avoided 
quarrels,  knew  the  weak  side  of  his 
friend ;  and  though  in  his  heart  he 
thought  the  Romans  as  good-for- 
nothing  a  set  of  turbulent  dastards 
as  all  Italy  might  furnish,  he  merely 
picked  a  straw  from  his  mantle,  and 
said,  in  rather  an  impatient  tone, 
"  Humph  !  proceed  !  did  the  Emperor 
dismiss  him  ?" 

"  Not  so  :  Charles  was  struck  with 
his  bearing  and  his  spirit,  received 
him  graciously,  and  entertained  him 
hospitably.  He  remained  some  time 
at  Prague,  and  astonished  all  the 
learned  with  his  knowledge  and 
eloquence."  * 

"  But  if  so  honoured  at  Prague,  how 
comes  he  a  prisoner  at  Avignon?" 

"  (iiacomo,"  said  Angelo,  thought- 
fully, "  there  are  some  men  whom  we, 
of  another  mind  and  mould,  can  rarely 
comprehend,  and  never  fathom.  And 
of  such  men  I  have  observed  that  a 
supreme  confidence  in  their  own  for- 
tunes or  their  own  souls,  is  the  most 
common  feature.  Thus  impressed, 
ami  thus  buoyed,  they  rush  into  dan- 
ger with  a  Beeming  madness,  and 
from  danger  soar  to  greatness,  or  sink 
to  death  So  with  Rienzi;  dissatisfied 
with  empty  courtesies  and  weary  of 
the  pedant,  since  once  he  had 
some  say  of  his 
own  accord,  (though  others  relate  that 

lie  was  surrendered  to  the  Pope's  legate 

*  UN  Italian    contemporary  delights  in 

irkable  man 

lohton.     ••  Dlsputava,"  lie  sin-  .if 

blm  win  n  at  Prague,  ■'  dlsputava  oon  Maetrl 

di  teologia;  molto  dlceva,  parlava coae me> 

....  at.  1. air  f.  a   Ognl    !>■  I 

••  He  disputed  with  Masters  "of  theology— he 
n.  ti,  he  discoursed  things wondi  rfu] 
I  one." 
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by  Charles,)  he  left  the  Emperor's 
court,  and  without  arms,  without 
money,  betook  himself  at  once  to 
Avignon  ! " 

"  Mildness  indeed ! " 

"  Yet,  perhaps  his  only  course, 
under  all  circumstances,"  resumed  the 
elder  page.  "  Once  before  his  fall, 
and  once  during  his  absence  from 
Rome,  he  had  been  excommunicated 
by  the  Pope's  legate.  He  was  accused 
of  heresy — the  ban  was  still  on  him. 
It  was  necessary  that  he  should  clear 
himself.  How  was  the  poor  exile  to 
do  so  ]  No  powerful  friend  stood  up 
for  the  friend  of  the  people.  No  cour- 
tier vindicated  one  who  had  trampled 
on  the  neck  of  the-  nobles.  His  own 
genius  was  his  only  friend ;  on  that 
only  could  he  rely.  He  sought  Avig- 
non, to  free  himself  from  the  accusa- 
tions against  him  ;  and,  doubtless,  he 
hoped  that  there  was  but  one  step 
from  his  acquittal  to  his  restoration. 
Besides,  it  is  certain  that  the  Emperor 
had  been  applied  to,  formally  to  sur- 
render Rienzi.  He  had  the  choice 
before  him ;  for  to  that  sooner  or 
later  it  must  come — to  go  free,  or  to 
go  in  bonds — as  a  criminal,  or  as  a 
Roman.  He  chose  the  latter.  Where- 
ever  he  passed  along,  the  people  rose 
in  every  town,  in  every  hamlet.  The 
name  of  the  great  Tribune  was  ho- 
noured throughout  all  Italy.  They 
besought  him  not  to  rush  into  the 
very  den  of  peril — they  implored  him 
to  save  himself  for  that  country  which 
he  had  sought  to  raiso.  '  I  go  to  vin- 
dicate myself,  and  to  triumph,'  was 
the  Tribune's  answer.  Solemn  honours 
were  paid  him  in  the  cities  through 
which  lie  passed  ;*  and  I  am  told  that 
never  ambassador,  prince,  or  baron, 
entered  Avignon  with  so  long  a  (rain 
as  that  which  followed  into  these  very 
walls  the  steps  of  Cola  di  Rienzi." 


*  "Per  tutto  la  via  li  fnro  fatti  Solent) i 
onori,"  Ac. —  Til.  di  Col.  di  Rimzi,  lil>.  ii. 
cap.  13. 


"  And  on  his  arrival?" 

"  He  demanded  an  audience,  that 
he  might  refute  the  charges  against 
him.  He  flung  down  the  gage  to  the 
proud  cardinals  who  had  excommuni- 
cated him.     He  besought  a  trial." 

"  And  what  said  the  Pope '!" 

"  Nothing — by  word.  Yon  tower 
was  his  answer ! "  ■ 

"  A  rough  one!" 

"  But  there  have  been  longer  roads 
than  that  from  the  prison  to  the  pa- 
lace, and  God  made  not  men  like 
Rienzi  for  the  dungeon  and  the  chain." 

As  Angelo  said  this  with  a  loud 
voice,  and  with  all  the  enthusiasm  with 
which  the  fame  of  the  fallen  Tribune 
had  inspired  the  youth  of  Rome,  he 
heard  a  sigh  behind  him.  He  turned 
in  some  confusion,  and  at  the  door 
which  admitted  to  the  chamber  occu- 
pied by  the  Signora  Cesarini,  stood  a 
female  of  noble  presence.  Attired  in 
the  richest  garments,  gold  and  gems 
were  dull  to  the  lustre  of  her  dark 
eyes,  and  as  she  now  stood,  erect  and 
commanding,  never  seemed  brow  more 
made  for  the  regal  crown — never  did 
human  beauty  more  fully  consummate 
the  ideal  of  a  heroine  and  a  queen. 

"  Pardon  me,  Signora,"  said  Angelo, 
hesitatingly ;  "  I  spoke  loud,  I  dis- 
turbed you ;  but  I  am  Roman,  and 
my  theme  was " 

"  Rienzi !"  said  the  lady,  approach- 
ing ;  "  a  fit  one  to  stir  a  Roman  heart. 
Nay — no  excuses  :  they  would  sound 
ill  on  thy  generous  lips.  Ah,  if — " 
the  Signora  paused  suddenly,  ami 
sighed  again  ;  then  in  an  altered  and 
graver  tone  she  resumed — "  If  fate 
restore  Rienzi  (a  his  proper  fortunes, 
he  shall  know  what  thou  deemest  of 
him." 

"  If  you,  lady,  who  are  of  Naples," 
said  Angelo,  with  meaning  emphasis, 
"  speak  thus  of  a  fallen  exile,  what 
must  I  have  felt  who  acknowledged  a 
sovereign  I" 

"  Rienzi  is  not  of  Rome  alone — > 
he  is  of  Italy — of  the  world,"  returned 
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the  Signora.  "  And  you,  Angelo,  who 
have  had  the  boldness  to  speak  thus 
of  one  fallen,  have  proved  with  what 
loyally  you  van  Berve  those  who  have 
the  fortune  to  own  you." 

As  she  spoke,  the  Signora  looked 
at  the  page's  downcasl  and  Mushing 
face  long  and  wistfully,  with  the  gaze 
of  one  accustomed  to  read  the  soul  in 
the  countenance. 

"  Men  are  often  deceived,"  said  she 
sadly,  yet  with  a  half  smile ;  "  but 
women  rarely, — save  in  love.     Would 


that  Rome  were  filled  with  such  <w 
you !  Enough  !  Hark  !  Is  thai  toe 
sound  of  hoofs  in  (he  court  below  V 

"  Madam,"  said  Giacomo,  bringing 
his  mantle  gallantly  over  his  shoulder, 
"  I  see  the  servitors  of  Monsignore 
the  Cardinal  d'Albornoz. — It  is  the 
Cardinal  himself." 

"  It  is  well !"  said  the  Signora,  with 
a  brightening  eye;  "  I  await  him!" 
With  these  words  she  withdrew  by 
the  door  through  which  she  had  Bur- 
prised  the  Roman  page. 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  WARRIOR  PRIEST — AH  INTERVIEW THE  INTRIGUE  AMD 

COUNTER-INTRIGUE  OP  COURTS. 


Giles,  (or  Egidio,*)  Cardinal  d'Al- 
bornoz, was  one  of  the  most  remark- 
able men  of  that  remarkable  time,  so 
prodigal  of  genius.  Boasting  his  de- 
scent from  the  ro\  al  houses  of  Aragon 
and  Leon,  he  had  early  entered  the 
church,  and  yet  almost  a  youth,  at- 
tained the  archbishopric  of  Toledo. 
But  no  peaceful  career,  however  bril- 
liant, sufficed  to  his  ambition.  He 
could  not  content  himself  with  the 
honours  of  the  church,  unless  they 
were  the  honours  of  a  church  militant. 
In  the  war  against  the  .Moors,  no 
Spaniard  had  more  highly  dj  tin 
guished  himself;  and  Alphonso  XL 
king  of  Castile,  had  insisted  on  re- 
Ceiving  from  the  hand  of  the  martial 

priest  the  badge  of  knighthood.  After 
the  death  of  Alphonso,  who  was 
strongly  attached  to  him,  Albornoz 
■i  to  Avignon,  and  obtained 
from  Clement  VI.  the  cardinal'*  hat. 

With  Inn m  In;  continued  ill  high 

favour,   and 

*  Egidio  is  the-  proper  Italian  equivalent 
t..  tin-  Prenob  name  'oil.  ■.  — ii  t  I 
nal  is  generally  called,   by  the  mriterf  ol 
that  «lay,  Gilio  d'Albornoa 


councils  of  the  Pope,  rumours  of  war- 
like preparation,  under  the  banners 
of  Albornoz,  for  the  recovery  of  the 
papal  dominions  from  the  various 
tyrants  that  usurped  them,  were  al- 
ready circulated  through  the  court.* 
Bold,  sagacious,  enterprising, and  cold 
hearted,  —  with  the  valour  of  the 
knight,  and  the  cunning  of  the  priest, 
— such  was  the  character  of  Giles,  Car- 
dinal d'Albornoz. 

Leaving  his  attendant 
in  the  antechamber,  Albornoz  was 
ushered  into  the  apartment  of  the 
'he  Car- 
dinal was  about  the  middle  height 
the  dark  complexion  of  Spain  had 
faded  by  thought,  and  the  wear  of  am- 
bitious   Bchemes,   into   a  sallow    but 


■*  It  in  ii  characteristic  anecdote  of  t iiK 
bold  Churchman,  that  Urban  V.om  dayde 
manded  an  account  of  tin-  nun-.  Bp  nl  in  h« 
I  the  1  talian  tj 
rants  'tin  Cardinal  presented  to  the  Pop 
i  wagon,  tilled  with  the  keys  of  tin-  nti<v 
and  fortresses  be  bad  taken.  "This ism) 
account,"  -.0.1  be;    "you   perceive  hew   1 

1  ited  vein  ney."    The  Pope  em- 

I  gavi  1 10  inrthet   trou- 

Wt  aDUUt   Ills  Ul'eolUllM. 
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hardy  hue ;  his  brow  was  deeply  fur- 
rowed, and  though  not  yet  passed  the 
prime  of  life,  Albornoz  might  seem  to 
have  entered  age,  but  for  the  firmness 
of  his  step,  the  slender  elasticity  of 
his  frame,  and  an  eye  which  had  ac- 
quired calmness  and  depth  from 
thought,  without  losing  any  of  the 
brilliancy  of  youth. 

"  Beautiful  Signora,"  said  the  Car- 
dinal, bending  over  the  hand  of  the 
Cesarini  with  a  grace  wich  betokened 
more  of  the  prince  than  of  the  priest; 
"  the  commands  of  his  Holiness  have 
detained  me,  I  fear,  beyond  the  hour 
in  which  you  vouchsafed  to  appoint 
my  homage,  but  my  heart  has  been 
with  you  since  we  parted." 

"  The  Cardinal  d'Albornoz,"  replied 
the  Signora,  gently  withdrawing  her 
hand,  and  seating  herarlf,  "has  so 
many  demands  on  hie  time,  from  the 
duties  of  his  rank  and  renown,  that 
methinks  to  divert  his  attention  for  a 
few  moments  to  less  noble  thoughts 
is  a  kind  of  treason  to  his  fame." 

"  Ah,  Lady,"  replied  the  Cardinal, 
"  never  was  my  ambition  so  nobly 
directed  as  it  is  now.  And  it  were  a 
prouder  lot  to  be  at  thy  feet  than  on 
the  throne  of  St.  Peter." 

A  momentary  blush  passed  over  the 
cheek  of  the  Signora,  yet  it  seemed 
the  blush  of  indignation  as  much  as 
of  vanity  ;  it  was  succeeded  by  an  ex- 
treme paleness.  She  paused  before 
she  replied  ;  and  then  fixing  her  large 
and  haughty  eyes  on  the  enamoured 
Spaniard,  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  * 

"  My  Lord  Cardinal,  I  do  not  affect 
to  misunderstand  your  words;  neither 
do  I  place  them  to  the  account  of  a 
general  gallantry.  I  am  vain  enough 
to  believe  you  imagine  you  speak 
truly  when  you  say  you  love  inc." 

"  Imagine  !"  echoed  the  Spaniard. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  continued  the  Sig- 
nora. "  She  whom  the  Cardinal 
Albornoz  honours  with  his  love  has  a 
right  to  demand  of  him  its  proofs. 
In  tVe  papal  court,  whose  power  like 


his? — I  require  you  to  exerciEO  i. 
for  me." 

"  Speak,  dearest  Lady ;  have  your 
estates  been  seized  by  the  barbarians 
of  these  lawless  times?  Hath  any 
dared  to  injure  you  ?  Lands  and  titles, 
are  these  thy  wish  l — my  power  is  thy 
slave." 

"  Cardinal,  no !.  there  is  one  thing 
dearer  to  an  Italian  and  a  woman  than 
wealth  or  station — it  is  revenge !" 

The  Cardinal  drew  back  from  the 
flashing  eye  that  was  bent  upon  him, 
but  the  spirit  of  her  speech  touched 
a  congenial  chord. 

"  There,"  said  he,  after  a  little  hesi- 
tation, "  there  spake  high  descent. 
Eevenge  is  the  luxury  of  the  well- 
born. Let  serfs  and  churls  forgive  an 
injury.     Proceed,  Lady." 

"  Hast  thou  heard  the  last  news 
from  Rome?"  asked  the  Signora. 

"  Surely,"  replied  the  Cardinal,  in 
some  surprise,  "  we  were  poor  states- 
men to  be  ignorant  of  the  condition 
of  the  capital  of  the  papal  dominions; 
and  my  heart  mourns  for  that  unfor- 
tunate city  But  wherefore  wouldst 
thou  question  me  of  Rome  ? —  thou 
art — " 

"  Roman  !  Know,  my  Lord,  that 
I  have  a  purpose  in  calling  myself  of 
Naples.  To  your  discretion  I  intrust 
my  secret — I  am  of  Rome  !  Tell  me 
of  her  state." 

"  Fairest  one,"  returned  the  Car- 
dinal, "  I  should  have  known  that 
that  brow  and  presence  were  not  cf 
the  light  Campania.  My  reason 
should  have  told  me  that  they  bore 
the  stamp  of  the  Empress  of  the 
World.  The  state  ot  Rome,"  con- 
tinued  Albornoz,  in  a  graver  tone, 
"is  brietly  told.  Thou  knowest  that 
after  the  fall  of  the  able  but  insolent 
Rienzi,  Pepin,  count  of  Minorbino, 
(a  creature  of  Montreal's,)  who  had 
assisted  in  expelling  him,  would  have 
betrayed  Rome  to  Montreal, — but  he 
was  neither  strong  enough  nor  wiso 
enough,  aud  the  Barons  chased  him 
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as  ne  had  chased  the  Tribune.  Some 
time  afterwards  a  new  demagogue, 
John  Cerroni,  was  installed  in  the 
Capitol.  He  once  more  expelled  the 
nobles  ;  new  revolutions  ensued — the 
Barons  were  recalled.  The  weak  suc- 
cessor of  Rienzi  summoned  the  people 
to  arms — in  vain  :  in  terror  and  de- 
spair he  abdicated  his  power,  and  left 
the  city  a  prey  to  the  interminable 
feuds  of  the  Orsini,  the  Colonna,  and 
the  SavellL" 

"Thus  much  I  know,  my  Lord; 
bat  when  his  Holiness  succeeded  to 
the  chair  of  Clement  VI. " 

"  Then,''  said  Albornoz,  and  a  slight 
frown  darkened  his  sallow  brow,  "then 
came  the  blacker  part  of  the  history. 
Two  senators  were  elected  in  concert 
by  the  Pope." 

"  Their  names]" 

"  Bertoldo  Orsini,  and  one  of  the 
Colonna.  A  few  weeks  afterwards  die 
high  price  of  provisions  stung  the 
rascal  Btomachfi  of  the  mob — they 
rose,  they  clamoured,  they  armed, 
they  besieged  the  Capitol " 

"  Well,  well,"  cried  the  Signora, 
clasping  her  hands,  and  betokening 
in  every  feature  her  interest  in  the 
narration. 

>nna  only  escaped  death  by  a 
vile-  disguise;  Bertoldo  Orsini  was 
stoned." 

"  Stoned  ! — there  fell  one  !" 

"  Yes,  Lady,  one  of  a  great  house; 
the  least  drop  of  whose  blood  were 
worth  an  ocean  of  plebeian  paddle. 
At  present,  all  is  disorder,  mi-rule, 
anarchy,  at  Rome.  The  contests  of 
ilea  shake  the  cit y  to  tin:  centre; 
and  |  riie.-  m-i  people,  wearied  of  so 
tablish  a  go- 
vernment, have  not  no  governor  but 
the  fear  of  the  .-word.  Such,  fair 
madam,  i-  tie-  state  of  Rome.  Bigh 
n  >t,  it  occupies  now  our  care,  I'  -hall 
be  remedied  ;  and  I, madam. may  bethe 
happy  instrument  of  restorin 
to  your  native  city." 

"  There  is  leu  one  iray  ol  restoring 

So.  14. 


peace  to  Borne,"  answered  the  Signora, 
abruptly,  "  and  that  is — The  restora- 
tion of  Rienzi !" 

The  Cardinal  started.  "  Madam," 
said  he,  "do  I  hear  aright1? — are  you 
not  nobly  born  i — can  you  desire  the 
rise  of  a  plebeian1?  Did  you  not  speak 
of  revenge,  and  now  you  ask  for 
mercy?" 

"  Lord  Cardinal,'"  said  the  beautiful 
Signora,  earnestly,  "  I  do  not  ask  for 
mercy  :  such  a  word  is  not  for  the  lips 
of  one  who  demands  justice.  Nobly 
born  I  am — ay,  and  from  a  stock  to 
whose  long  descent  from  the  patri- 
cians of  ancient  Rome  the  high  line 
of  Aragon  itself  would  be  of  yesterday. 
Nay,  I  would  not  offend  you,  Monsig- 
nore ;  your  greatness  is  not  borrowed 
from  pedigrees  and  tombstones — your 
greatness  is  your  own  achieving :  would 
you  speak  honestly,  my  Lord,  you 
would  own  that  you  are  proud  only 
of  your  own  laurels,  and  that,  in  your 
heart,  you  laugh  at  the  stately  fools 
who  triek  themselves  out  in  the  moul- 
dering finery  of  the  dead  !" 

"  Muse  !  prophetess  !  you  speak 
aright,"  said  the  high-spirited  Car- 
dinal, with  unwonted  energy;  "and 
your  voice  is  like  that  of  the  Fame  I 
dreamed  of  in  my  youth.  Speak  on, 
speak  ever ! " 

•■  Such,"  continned  the  Signora, 
"  such  as  your  pride,  is  tin"  just,  pride 
of  Rienzi.  Proud  that  he  is  the  work- 
man of  his  own  great  renown.  In  Buch 
as  the  Tribune  of  Rome  ••■■>■  acknow- 
ledge the  founders  of  noble  lb 

;  i  hem      they  make 

Enough  of  this.     I  am  ol 

noble  race,  it  is  t rite  ;  but  my  house, 
and  those  of  many,  have  been  eru  shed 

and  broken  beneath  the  yoke  of  the 
Orsini   and   Colonna  —  it  is  against 

them    I    desire   revenge.     But   I  am 

better  than   an    Italian   lady-     I    am  a 

Roman  woman     I  weep  tears  of  bl 1 

for  the  disorders  of  my  unhappy 
country.  I  mourn  thai  even  you,  my 
Lord,     yes,  thai  a  barbarian,  howevif 
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eminent  and  however  great,  should 
mourn  for  Kome.  I  desire  to  restore 
her  fortunes." 

"  But  Rienzi  would  only  restore 
his  own." 

"  Not  so,  my  Lord  Cardinal ;  not  so. 
Ambitious  and  proud  he  may  he — 
great  souls  are  so — hut  he  has  never 
had  one  wish  divorced  from  the  wel- 
fare of  Rome.  But  put  aside  all 
thought  of  his  interests — it  is  not  of 
these  I  speak.  You  desire  to  re-esta- 
blish the  papal  power  in  Eome.  Your 
senators  have  failed  to  do  it.  Dema- 
gogues fail — Eienzi  alone  can  succeed; 
he  alone  can  command  the  turbulent 
passions  of  the  Barons — he  alone  can 
sway  the  capricious  and  fickle  mob. 
Release,  restore  Rienzi,  and  through 
Rienzi  the  Pope  regains  Rome  ! " 

The  Cardinal  did  not  answer  for 
some  moments.  Buried  as  in  a  revery, 
he  sate  motionless,  shading  his  face 
with  his  hand.  Perhaps  he  secretly 
owned  there  was  a  wiser  policy  in  the 
suggestions  of  the  Signora  than  he 
cared  openly  to  confess.  Lifting  his 
head,  at  length,  from  his  bosom,  he 
fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  Signora's 
watchful  countenance,  and,  with  a 
forced  smile,  said, 

"  Pardon  me,  madam  ;  but  while 
ve  play  the  politicians',  forget  not  that 
I  am  thy  adorer.  Sagacious  may  be 
thy  counsels,  yet  wherefore  are  they 
urged  1  Why  this  anxious  interest 
for  Rienzi )  If  by  releasing  him  the 
Chui-ch  may  gain  an  ally,  am  I  sure 
that  Giles  d'Albornoz  will  not  rais"e  a 
rival  ? " 

"  My  Lord,"  said  the  Signora,  half 
rising,  "  you  are  my  suitor ;  but  your 
rank  does  not  tempt  me — your  gold 
cannot  buy.  If  you  love  me,  I  have 
a  right  to  command  your  services  (<> 
whatsoever  task  I  would  require — it  is 
the  law  of  chivalry.  If  cverlyield  to  the 
addresses  of  mortal  lover,  it  will  be  to 
the  man  who  restores  to  my  native 
land  her  hero  and  her  saviour." 

"Fair  patriot,"   said  the  Cardinal, 


"your  words  encourage  my  hope,  yet 
they  half  damp  my  ambition  ;  for  fain 
would  I  desire  that  love  and  not  ser- 
vice should  alone  give  me  the  treasure 
that  I  ask.  But  hear  me,  sweet  iady  ; 
you  over-rate  my  power  :  I  cannot  de- 
liver Rienzi — he  is  accused  of  rebel- 
lion, he  is  excommunicated  for  heresy. 
His  acquittal  rests  with  himself." 

"  You  can  procure  his  trial  ? " 

"Perhaps,  Lady." 

"  That  is  his  acquittal.  And  a  pri- 
vate audience  of  his  Holiness?" 

"  Doubtless." 

"  That  is  his  restoration  !  Behold 
all  I  ask  !  " 

"  And  then,  sweet  Roman,  it  will 
lie  mine  to  ask,"  said  the  Cardinal, 
passionately,  dropping  on  his  knee, 
and  taking  the  Signora's  hand.  For 
one  moment,  that  proud  lady  felt  that 
she  was  woman — she  blushed,  she 
trembled ;  but  it  was  not  (could  the 
Cardinal  have  read  that  heart)  with 
passion  or  with  weakness  ;  it  was  with 
terror  and  with  shame.  Passively  she 
surrendered  her  hand  to  the  Cardinal, 
who  covered  it  with  kisses. 

"  Thus  inspired,"  said  Albornoz, 
rising,  "  I  will  not  doubt  of  success. 
To-morrow  I  wait  on  thee  again." 

He  pressed  her  hand  to  his  heart — 
the  lady  felt  it  not.  He  sighed  his 
farewell — she  did  not  hear  it.  Lin- 
geringly  he  gazed ;  and  slowly  he 
departed.  But  it  was  some  moments 
before,  recalled  to  herself,  the  Signora 
felt  that  she  was  alone. 

"  Alone  !  "  she  cried,  half  aloud, 
and  with  wild  emphasis — "  alone  ! 
Oh.  what,  have  I  undergone — what 
have  I  said !  Unfaithful,  even  in 
thought,  to  him!  Oh,  never  !  never! 
I.  that  have  felt  the  ki6S  of  his  hal- 
lowing lips— that  have  slept  on  his 
kingly  heart — I ! — holy  Mother,  be- 
friend and  strengthen  me  !"  she  con- 
tinued, as,  weeping  bitterly,  she  sunk 
upon  her  knees;  and  for  some  mo- 
ments she  was  lost  in  prayer.  Then, 
rising  composed,  but  deadly  pale,  and 
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with   the  tears  rolling   heavily  down 
her  cheeks,  the  Signora  passed  slowly 

to  the  casement;  she  threw  it  open, 
and  bent  forward  ;  the  air  of  the  de- 


shadow,   the   tower  in  which  Rienzi 
was  confined  ;  she  gazed    at  it  long 

and    wistfully,     and     then,    turning 
away,  drew  from  the  folds  of  her  robe 


dining  day  came  softly  on  her  tern-   a  small  and  sharp  dagger.     "Let  me 
pies;    it    cooled,    it   mitigated,    the    save  liim  for  glory !"  she  murmured  ; 


fever  that  preyed  within.     Dark  and 
huge  before  her  frowned,  in  its  gloomy 


and   tlris  shall   save   me  from   dis- 
honour ! " 


CHAPTER  III. 


HOLY    MEN. 


-SAGACIOUS    DELIBERATIONS. JUST    RESOLVES. AND    SORDID 

MOTIVES    TO   All. 


Enamoured  of  the  beauty,  and 
•ilmo-t  equally  so  of  the  lofty  spirit, 
of  the  Signora  Cesarini,  as  was  the 
warlike  Cardinal  of  Spain,  love  with 
him  was  not  so  master  a  passion  as 
that  ambition  of  complete  success  in 
all  the  active  designs  of  life,  which 
had  hitherto  animated  his  character 
and  signalized  his  career.  Musing, 
as  he  left  the  Signora,  on  her  wish  for 
the  restoration  of  the  Roman  Tribune, 
erienced  and  profound  intellect 
ran  swiftly  through  whatever  advan- 
to  his  owe  political  designs 
might  result  from  thai  restoration. 
We  have  seen  thai  it.  was  the  inten- 
tion: of  the  new  Pontiff  to  attempt  the 
i  imonial  territories, 
now  turn  from  him  by  the  gripe  of 
able  and  disaffected  tyrants.  With 
this  view,  a  militarj  force  was  already 
in  preparation,  and  inal  was 

already  Becretly  Dominated  thi 

lint  the   force  was  very  made.. 

the    enterprise;    and    Albornoz    de- 
pended much  upon  the  moral  Btrength 
of  the  cause  in  bringing  recruits  to 
idard   in  hie  I  hroug  h 

i  onderful  rise 
ii  extraordi- 
nary enthusiasm  in  his  favour  through 
all  the  I  '   ' talj .    \ i"! 

this  had  been  yel  more  kindled  and 
inflamed  l>v  the  influential  eloquence 


of  Petrarch,  who,  at  that  time,  pos- 
sessed <if  a  power  greater  than  ever, 
before  or  since,  (not  even  excepting 
;..)  wielded  by  a 
single  literary  man.  had  put  forth  his 
boldest  genius  in  behalf  of  the  Unman 
Tribune.  Such  a  companion  as  Rienzi 
in  the  camp  of  the  Cardinal  might  he 
a  magnet  of  attraction  to  the  youth 
and  enterprise  of  Italj .  <  >n  nearing 
Rome,  he  might  himself  judge  how 
far  it  would  be  advisable  to  reinstate 
Rienzi  as  a  delegate  of  the  papal 
power.  And,  in  the  meanwhile,  the 
Roman's  influence  might  be  service- 
able, whether  to  awe  the  rebellious 
nobles  <>r  conciliate  the  stubborn  peo- 
ple. <>n  the  other  hand,  the  I lardinal 
was  shrewd  enough  to  perceive  that 
no  possible  good  could  arise  from 
Rienzi's  presenl  confinement.  With 
ever}  month  it  exc  ted  deeper  and 
more  universal  sympathy.  To  Ins 
lonel]  dungeon  turned  half  the  hearts 
of  republican  Italy.  Literature  hat' 
new  and  Budden,  and 
therefore  mighty  and  even  dispropor- 
tioned,  power  with  his  cause;  and  the 
Pope,  without  daring  to  be  his  judge, 
incurred  the  odium  of  being  his 
gaol*  r.     ••  A  popular   pi 

icious  <  lardinal  to  himself,  "  is 
i he  Min-i  dangerous  of  gui  -'     Restore 
.■.in  Bervant,  or  destwy  him 
u  a. 
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as  your  foe  !  In  this  case  I  see  no  al- 
ternative but  acquittal  or  the  knife ! " 
In  these  reflections  that  able  plotter, 
<ieep  in  the  Machiavelism  of  the  age,  di- 

M-ced  the  lover  from  the  statesman. 
Recurring  now  to  the  former  cha- 
racter, he  felt  some  disagreeable  and 
uneasy  forebodings  at  the  earnest  in- 
terest of  his  mistress.  Pain  would  he 
have  attributed,  either  to  some  fantasy 
of  patriotism  or  some  purpose  of  re- 
venge, the  anxiety  of  the  Cesarini  ; 
and  there  was  much  in  her  stern  and 
haughty  character  which  favoured 
that  belief.  But  he  was  forced  to  ac- 
knowledge to  himself  some  jealous 
apprehension  of  a  sinister  and  latent 
motive,  which  touched  his  vanity  and 
alarmed  his  love.  •'  Howbeit,"  he 
thought,  as  he  turned  from  his  un- 
willing fear,  "  I  can  play  with  her  at 
her  own  weapons;  I  can  obtain  the 
release  of  Rien/.i,  am'  claim  my  re- 
ward. If  denied,  the  hand  that  opened 
the  dungeon  can  again  rivet  the  chain. 
In  her  anxiety  is  my  power  !  " 

These  thoughts  the  Cardinal  was 
still  revolving  in  his  palace,  when  he 
was  suddenly  summoned  to  attend  the 
Pontiff. 

The  pontifical  palace  no  longer  ex- 
hibited the  gorgeous  yet  graceful 
luxury  of  Clement  VI.,  and  the  sar- 
castic Cardinal  smiled  to  himself  at 
the  quiet  gloom  of  the  ante-chambers. 
"  He  thinks  to  set  an  example — this 
poor  native  of  Limoges!"  thought 
Albornoz;  "and  has  but  the  mortifi- 
cation of  finding  himself  eclipsed  by 
the  poorest  bishop.  He  humbles  him- 
self, and  fancies  that  the  humility  will 
be  contagious." 

His  Holiness  was  seated  before  a 
small  and  rude  table  bestrewed  with 
papers,  his  face  buried  in  his  hands: 
the  room  was  simply  furnished,  and 
in  a  small  niche  beside  the  casement 
was  an  ivory  crucifix  :  below,  the 
death's  head  and  cross  bone.-,  which 
most  monks  then  introduced  with  a 


purpose  similar  to  that  of  the  ancienbi 
by  the  like  ornaments, — mementos 
of  the  shortness  of  life,  and  therefore 
admonitions  to  make  the  best  of  it ! 
On  the  ground  lay  a  map  of  the  Pa- 
trimonial Territory,  with  the  fortresses 
in  especial,  distinctly  and  prominently 
marked.  The  Pope  gently  lifted  up 
his  head  as  the  Cardinal  was  an- 
nounced, and  discovered  a  plain  but 
sensible  and  somewhat  interesting 
countenance.  "  My  sen  ! "  said  he, 
with  a  kindly  courtesy  to  the  lowly 
salutation  of  the  proud  Spaniard, 
"  scarcely  wouldst  thou  imagine,  after 
our  long  conference  this  morning,  that 
new  cares  would  so  soon  demand  the 
assistance  of  thy  counsels.  Verily, 
the  wreath  of  thorns  stings  sharp 
under  the  triple  crown  ;  and  I  some- 
times long  for  the  quiet  abode  of  my 
old  professor's  chair  in  Toulouse  :  my 
station  is  of  pain  and  toil." 

"God  tempers  the  wind  to  tht 
shorn  lamb,"  observed  the  Cardinal, 
with  pious  and  compassionate  gravity. 

Innocent  could  scarcely  refrain  a 
smile  as  he  replied,  "The  lamb  that 
carries  the  cross  must  have  the 
strength  of  the  lion.  Since  we  parted, 
my  son,  I  have  had  painful  intelli- 
gence :  our  couriers  have  arrived  from 
the  Campagna — the  heathen  rage 
furiously — the  force  of  John  di  Yieo 
has  augmented  fearfully,  and  the  most 
redoubted  adventurer  of  Europe  has 
enlisted  under  his  banner." 

"  Does  his  Holiness,"  cried  the  Car- 
dinal, anxiously,  "  speak  of  Fra 
Moreale,  the  Knight  of  St.  John?" 

"  Of  no  less  a  warrior,"  returned  the 
Pontiff.  "1  dread  the  vast  ambition 
of  that  wild  adventurer." 

"  Your  Holiness  hath  cause,"  said 
the  Cardinal,  drily. 

i  ers  of  his  have  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  the  servants  of  the 
Church;  they  are  here:  read  them, 
my  son." 

Albornoz  received  and  deliberately 
scanned    the    letters;  this    done,  he 
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replaced  them  on  the  table,  and  re- 
mained for  a  few  moments  sileut  and 
absorbed. 

"What  think  you,  my  son  1"  said 
the  Pope,  at  length,  with  an  impa- 
tient and  even  peevish  tone. 

"I  think  that,  with  Montreal's  hot 
genius  and  John  di  Yico's  frigid  vil- 
lany,  your  Holiness  may  live  to  envy, 
if  not  the  quiet,  at  least  the  revenue, 
of  the  Professor's  chair." 

•'How,  Cardinal!"  said  the  Pope, 
hastily,  and  with  an  angry  flush  on 
his  pale  brow.  The  Cardinal  quietly 
proceeded. 

"  By  these  letters  it  seems  that 
Montreal  has  written  to  all  the  -;oui- 
manders  of  free  lances  throughout 
Italy,  offering  the  highest  pay  of  a 
soldier  to  every  man  who  will  join  his 
standard,  combined  with  th< 
plunder  of  a  brigand.  He  meditates 
great  schemes  then  ! — I  know  the 
man ! " 

"  Well, — and  our  course  ? " 

"  I-  plain,"  said  the  Cardinal,  loftily, 
and  with  an  eye  that  flashed  with  a 
.-oldier's  fire.  "Not  a  moment  is  to 
be  lost !  Thy  son  should  at  once  take 
the  field.  Up  with  the  Banner  of  tin 
Church!" 

"But  are  we   strong  enough]  our 
numbers    are    few.      Zeal    slackens ! 
■ty    of    the    Baldwins    is    no 
more ! " 

"  Your  Holiness  II,"  said 

t!.'1  Cardinal,  "that  f  r  the  multitude 
of  men  there  are  two  watch) 
war — Liberty  and  Religion.  If  Reli- 
gion begins  to  fail,  we  musl  employ 
the  profaner  word.  'Up  with  the 
Banner  of  the  Church  — and  down  wit  h 
the  tyrants ! '  We  will  proclaim  equal 
ad  free  government;*  and,  God 


*  In  correcting  the  pagwof  tlii«  work,  in 
the  year  l«47  .  •  •  strange  coincident!!  - 
between  tin-  present  policy  <-i  ti 
Church  and  that  by  which  in  tin-  Mrh 
century  it  reoorered  both  spiritual  and 
tt-mjx.r.ii  powi  r i  snnol  (ail  • 


willing,  our  camp  shall  prosper  better 
with  those  promises  than  the  tents  of 
Montreal  with  the  more  vulgar  shout 
of  'Pay  and  Rapine.'  " 

"Giles  d'Albornoz,"  said  the  Tope, 
emphatically;  and,  warmed  by  the 
spirit  of  the  Cardinal,  he  dropped  the 
wonted  etiquette  of  phrase,  "  I  trust 
implicitly  to  you.  Nowr  the  right 
hand  of  the  Church — hereafter,  per- 
haps, its  head.  Too  well  I  feel  that 
the  lot  has  fallen  on  a  lowly  place. 
My  successor  must  requite  my  defi- 
ciencies." 

No  changing  hue,  no  brightening 
glance,  betrayed  to  the  searching  eye 
of  the  Pope  whatever  emotion  these 
words  had  called  up  in  the  breast  of 
the  ambitious  Cardinal.  He  bowed 
his  proud  head  humbly  as  he  an- 
swered, "  Pray  Heaven  that  Innocent 
VI.  may  long  live  to  guide  the  Church 
to  glory.  For  Giles  d'Albornoz,  less 
priest  than  soldier,  the  din  of  the 
camp,  the  breath  of  the  war-steed, 
the  only  aspirations  which  he 
ever  dares  indulge.  But  has  your 
Holiness  imparted  to  your  servant  all 
that " 

"  Nay,"  interrupted  Innocent,  "  I 
have  yet  intelligence  equally  ominous. 
This  John  di  Yieo, — pest  go  witla 
him  ! — who  still  styles  himself  (the 
excommunicated  ruffian  !)  Prefect  of 
Pome,  has  so  tilled  that  unhappy  city 
witli  ins  emissarii  s,  thai  we  have  well- 
nigh  lo.-t  tie-  seat  of  the  Apostle. 
Pome,  long  in  anarchy,  seems  now  in 
open  rebellion.  The  nobles — sons  oi 
Belial  !—  it  is  true,  are  once  more 
humbled  ;  hut  how  } — One  Baroncelli 
a  new  demagogue,  the  fiercest — the 
most  bloody  thai  the  fiend  ever  helped 
avi  ted  by  the  mob 
with  power,  and  uses  it  to  butcher  the 
people  and  insult  the  Pontiff,  v. 
of  the  crimes  of  this  man,  (which  an 
not  evi  n  i   by  ability,)    the 

shout   of    the    people    day   and    night 

along  the   stt  for  '  Bienzi  the 

Tribune.' " 
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"  Ha!"  said  the  Cardinal,  "  Rienzi's 
faults  then  are  forgotten  in  Rome, 
and  there  is  felt  for  him  the  same  en- 
thusiasm in  that  city  as  in  the  rest  of 
Italy '( " 

"  Alas !  it  is  so." 

"  It  is  well,  I  have  thought  of  this  : 
Rienzi  can  accompany  my  progress — " 

"  My  son !  the  rebel,  the  heretic — " 

"  By  your  Holiness's  absolution  will 
become  quiet  subject  and  orthodox 
Catholic,"  said  Albornoz.  "  Men  are 
good  or  bad  as  they  suit  our  purpose. 
What  matters  a  virtue  that  is  useless, 
or  a  crime  that  is  useful,  to  us  1  The 
anny  of  the  Church  proceeds  against 
tyrants — it  proclaims  everywhere  to 
the  Papal  towns  the  restoration  of 
their  popular  constitutions.  Sees  not 
your  Holiness  that  the  acquittal  of 
Rienzi,  the  popular  darling,  will  be 
nailed  an  earnest  of  your  sincerity  ? — 
sees  not  your  Holiness  that  his  name 
will  fight  for  us? — sees  not  your  Holi- 
ness that  the  great  demagogue  Rienzi 
must  be  used  to  extinguish  the  little 
demagogue  Baroncelli  1  We  must  re- 
gain the  Romans,  whether  of  the  city 
or  whether  in  the  seven  towns  of  John 
di  Vico.  When  they  hear  Rienzi  is 
in  our  camp,  trust  me,  we  shall  have 
a  multitude  of  deserters  from  the 
tyrants— trust  me,  we  shall  hear  no 
more  of  Baroncelli." 

"  Ever  sagacious,"  said  the  Pope, 


musingly  ;  "  it  is  true,  we  can  use  thie 
man :  but  with  caution.  His  geniu? 
is  formidable " 

"And  therefore  must  be  conci- 
liated ;  if  we  acquit,  we  must  mak« 
him  ours.  My  experience  lias  taugh* 
me  this,  when  you  cannot  slay  a  de- 
magogue by  law,  crush  him  with 
honours.  He  must  be  no  longer  Tri- 
bune of  the  People.  Give  him  the 
Patrician  title  of  Senator,  and  he  is 
then  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Pope  ! " 

"  I  will  see  to  this,  my  son — your 
suggestions  please,  but  alarm  me  :  he 
shall  at  least  be  examined; — but  if 
found  a  heretic " 

"  Should,  I  humbly  advise,  be  de- 
clared a  saint." 

The  Pope  bent  his  brow  for  a  mo- 
ment, but  the  effort  was  too  much  for 
him,  and  after  a  moment's  struggle, 
he  fairly  laughed  aloud. 

"  Go  to,  my  son,"  said  he,  affec- 
tionately patting  the  Cardinal's  sallow 
cheek.  "  Go  to. — If  the  world  heard 
thee,  what  would  it  say  ] " 

"  That  Giles  d' Albornoz  had  just 
enough  religion  to  remember  that 
the  State  is  a  Church,  but  not  toe 
much  to  forget  that  the  Church  is  a 
State." 

With  these  words  the  conference 
ended.  That  very  evening  the  Pope 
decreed  that  Rienzi  should  be  per- 
mitted the  trial  he  had  demanded. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THK    LADY    AND    THE    PAQB. 


It  wanted  three  hours  of  midnight, 
when  Albornoz,  resuming  his  charac- 
ter of  gallant,  despatched  to  the  Sig- 
nora  Cesarini  the  following  billet. 

"  Your  commands  are  obeyed. 
Rienzi  will  receive  an  examination  on 
his  faith.  It  is  well  that  he  should  be 
prepared.  It  may  suit  your  purpose, 
as  to  which  I  am  so  faintly  enlight- 


ened, to  appear  to  the  prisoner  what 
you  are — the  obtainer  of  this  grace. 
See  how  implicitly  one  noble  heart 
can  trust  another!  I  send  by  the 
hearer  an  order  that  will  admit  one  of 
your  servitors  to  the  prisoner's  cell. 
Be  it,  if  you  will,  your  task  to  an 
nounce  to  him  the  new  crisis  of  his 
fate.     Ah !  madam,  may  fortune  be  as 
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favourable  to  ine,  and  grant  me  the 
same  intercessor — from  thy  lips  my 
sentence  is  to  come." 

As  Albornoz  finished  this  epistle, 
he  summoned  his  confidential  atten- 
dant, a  Spanish  gentleman,  who  saw 
nothing  in  his  noble  birth  that  should 
prevent  his  fulfilling  the  various  bests 
of  the  Cardinal. 

"  Alvarez,"  said  he,  "  these  to  the 
Signora  Cesarini  by  another  hand  ; 
thou  art  unknown  to  her  household. 
Repair  to  the  state  tower  ;  this  to  the 
Governor  admits  thee.  Mark  who  is 
admit  led  to  the  prisoner  Cola  di 
Rienzi :  Know  his  name,  examine 
whence  he  comes.  Be  keen,  Alvarez. 
Learn  by  what  motive  the  Cesarini 
interests  herself  in  the  prisoner's  fate. 
All  too  of  herself,  birth,  fortunes, 
lineage,  would  be  welcome  intelli- 
gence. Thou  comprehendest  me  ?  It 
is  well.  One  caution — thou  hast  no 
mission  from,  no  connexion  with,  me. 
Thou  art  an  officer  of  the  prison,  or 
of  the  Pope, — what  thou  wilt.  Give 
me  the  rosary;  li,Lrht  the  lamp  before 
the  crucifix  ;  place  you  hair-shirt  be- 
neath those  arms.  I  would  have  it- 
appear  as  if  meant  to  be  hidden  !  Tell 
Gomez  that  the  Dominican  preacher 
is  to  be  admitted." 

"  Those  friars  have  zeal,"  continued 
the  Cardinal  to  himself,  as,  after  exe- 
cuting his  orders,  Alvarez  withdrew. 
"  They  would  burn  a  man— but  only 
■  in  the  Bible!  They  are  worth  con- 
ciliating, if  the  triple  crown  be  really 
worth  the  winning;  were  it  mine,  I 
would  add  the  eagle's  plume  to  it." 

And    plunged    into    the    i 

i  iii.-   bold   man    forgol    i  ven 
i  he   object    of  his  passion.     In  real 

ifter   a    certain    B 
men  Lot  it  is  only  as 

i  hide.     A ud  indeed  with  most 
men,  life  hat 

not  more  frequent  concerns  than  those 
of  love.  Love  is  the  business  of  the 
idle,  bul  th 

The   Cesarini   was  alone   wl.ru   th<- 


Cardinal's  messenger  arrived,  and  lit 
was  scarcely  dismissed  with  a  few 
lines,  expressive  of  a  gratitude  which 
seemed  to  bear  down  all  those  guards 
with  which  the  coldness  of  the  Sig- 
nora usually  fenced  her  pride,  before 
the  page  Angelo  w<i&  summoned  to 
her  presence. 

The  room  was  dark  with  the  shades 
of  the  gathering  night  when  the  youth 
entered,  and  he  discerned  but  dimly 
the  outline  of  the  Signora's  stately 
form  ;  but  by  the  tone  of  her  voice, 
he  perceived  that  she  was  deeply 
agitated. 

"  Angelo,"  said  she,  as  he  ap 
proached,  "  Angelo — "  and  her  voice 
failed  her.  She  paused  as  for  breath 
and  again  proceeded.  "  You  alone 
have  served  us  faithfully;  you  alone 
shared  our  escape,  our  wanderings, 
our  exile — you  alone  know  my  secret 
—you  of  my  train  alone  are  Roman!— 
Roman !  it  was  once  a  great  name 
Angelo,  the  name  has  fallen ;  but  it 
is  only  because  the  nature  of  the 
Romau  Race  fell  first.  Haughty  they 
are,  but  fickle;  fierce,  but  dastard; 
vehement  in  promise,  but  rotten  in 
their  faith.  You  are  a  Roman,  and 
though  I  have  proved  your  truth, 
your  very  birth  makes  me  afraid  of 
falsi  hood." 

"  Madam,"  said  the  page,  "  I  was 
but  a  child  when  you  admitted  me  of 
your  service,  and  I  am  yet  only  on  the 
verge  of  manhood.  But  boy  though 
I  yet  be,  I  would  brave  the  stoutest 
lance  of  knight,  or  freebooter,  in 
defence  of  the  faith  of  Angelo  Villain, 
to  bis  liege  Lady  and  his  native 
land." 

!    alas  !"    said     the    Signora, 

.  "  Buch  have  been  the  wordt 
of  thousands  of  th]  race.  What  have 
been  their  deeds  I     But   I   will  trust 

I  have  trusted  ever.  I  klmw 
i  bat  t  hou  art  covetous  of  honour,  t  hat 
lie. ii  hast  youth's  comely  and  bright 
ambition." 

"  I   am  an  orphan   and  «•  bastard." 
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said  Angelo,  bluntly !  "  And  circum- 
stance stings  me  sharply  on  to  action; 
I  would  win  my  own  name." 

"  Thou  shalt,"    said   the    Signora. 
"  We  shall  live  yet  to  reward  thee. 


And  now  be  quick.  Bring  hither 
one  of  thy  page's  suits, — mantle  and 
head-gear.  Quick,  I  say,  and  whisper 
not  to  a  soul  what  I  have  asked  of 
thee." 


CHAPTER    v. 


THE    INMATE    OF   THE    TOWBH. 


The  night  slowly  advanced,  and  in 
the  highest  chamber  of  that  dark 
and  rugged  tower  which  fronted  the 
windows  of  the  Cesarini's  palace  sate 
a  solitary  prisoner.  A  single  lamp 
burned  before  him  on  a  table  of  stone, 
and  threw  its  rays  over  an  open  Bible; 
and  those  stern  but  fantastic  legends 
of  the  prowess  of  ancient  Rome,  which 
the  genius  of  Livy  has  dignified  into 
history.*  A  chain  hung  pendent 
from  the  vault  of  the  tower,  and 
confined  the  captive;  but  so  as  to 
leave  his  limbs  at  sufficient  liberty 
to  measure  at  will  the  greater  part  of 
the  cell.  Green  and  damp  were  the 
mighty  stones  of  the  walls,  and  through 
a  narrow  aperture,  high  out  of  reach, 
came  the  moonlight,  and  slept  in 
long  shadow  over  the  rude  floor.  A 
bed  at  one  corner  completed  the 
furniture  of  the  room.  Such  for 
months  had  been  the  abode  of  the 
conqueror  of  the  haughtiest  Barons, 
and  the  luxurious  dictator  of  the 
stateliest  city  of  the  world  ! 

Care,  and  travel,  and  time,  and 
adversity,  had  wrought  then:  change 
in  the  person  of  Rienzi.  The  propor- 
tions of  his  frame  had  enlarged  from 
jie  compact  strength  ot  earlier  man- 
load,  the  clear  paleness  of  his  check 
vas    bespread    with    a    hectic    and 


"  Avea  Hbrl  assai,  >ui;  Tito  Livid,  sue 
«orie  di  Roma,  la  Bibbia  et  altri  libri 
*ssai,  non  finava  di  Btudiare."—  Vil.  ili  Col. 
Rienzi,  lib.  ii.  cap.  13.  Bee  translation  to 
motto  to  Hook  VII.  p.  202. 


deceitful  glow.  Even  m  his  present 
studies,  intent  as  they  seemed,  and 
genial  though  the  lecture  to  a  mind 
enthusiastic  even  to  fanaticism,  his 
eyes  could  not  rivet  themselves  as  of 
yore  steadily  to  the  page.  The  charm 
was  gone  from  the  letters.  Every 
now  and  then  he  moved  restlessly, 
started,  re-settled  himself,  and  mut- 
tered broken  exclamations  like  a  man 
in  an  anxious  dream.  Anon,  his  gaze 
impatiently  turned  upward,  about, 
around,  and  there  was  a  strange  and 
wandering  fire  in  those  large  deep 
eyes,  which  might  have  thrilled  the 
beholder  with  a  vague  and  unaccount- 
able awe. 

Angelo  had  in  the  main  correctly 
narrated  the  more  recent  adventures 
of  Rienzi  after  his  fall.  He  had  first 
with  Nina  and  Angelo  betaken  him- 
self to  Naples,  and  found  a  fallacious 
and  brief  favour  with  Louis,  king  of 
Hungary ;  that  harsh  but  honourable 
monarch  had  refused  to  yield  his 
illustrious  guest  to  the  demands  of 
Clement,  but  had  plainly  declared 
his  inability  to  shelter  him  in  safety. 
Maintaining  secret  intercourse  with 
his  partisans  at  Rome,  the  fugitive 
then  sought  a  refuge  with  the  Eremites,. 
.sequestered  in  the  lone  recesses  of  the 
Monte  Maiella,  where  in  solitude  and 
thought  ho  had  passed  a  win >le  year, 
save  the  time  consumed  in  his  visit 
to  and  return  from  Florence.  Taking 
advantage  of  the  Jubilee  in  Rome, 
he  had  then,  disguised  as  a  pilgrim, 
twvereed    \he    vales   and   mountains 
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Btill  rich  in  the  melancholy  ruins  of 
ancient  Rome,  and  entering  the  city, 
his  restless  and  ambitious  spirit 
indulged  in  new  but  vain  conspira- 
cies!* Excommunicated  a  second 
time  by  the  Cardinal  di  Ceccano,  and 
again  a  fugitive,  he  shook  the  dust 
from  his  feet  as  be  left  the  city,  and 
raising  his  hands  towards  those  walls, 
in  which  are  yet  traced  the  witness  of 
the  Tarquins,  cried  aloud — "Honoured 
as  thy  prince — persecuted  as  thy  vic- 
tim— Rome,  Rome,  thou  sluilt  yet 
receive  me  as  thy  conqueror ! " 

Still  disguised  as  a  pilgrim,  be 
passed  unmolested  through  Italy  into 
the  Court  of  the  Emperor  Cliarles  of 
Bohemia,  where  the  page,  who  had 
probably  witnessed,  had  rightly  nar- 
rated, bis  reception.  It  is  doubtful, 
however,  whether  the  conduct  of  the 
Emperor  had  been  as  chivalrous  as 
appears  by  Angelo's  relation,  or  whe- 
ther he  had  not  delivered  Rienzi  to 
the  Pontiff's  emissaries.  At  all  events 
it  is  certain,  that  from  Prague  to 
Avignon,  the  path  of  the  fallen 
Tribune  had  been  as  one  triumph. 
His  strange  ad  ventures — his  unbroken 
spirit — the  new  power  that  Intellect 
daily  and  wonderfully  excited  over 
the  minds  of  the  rising  generation — 
the  eloquence  of  Petrarch,  and  the 
common  sympathy  of  the  vulgar  for 
fallen  greatness, — all  conspired  to 
make  Rienzi  the  hero  of  tl, 
N"t  a  town  through  which  he  passed 
which  would  not  have  risked  a  siege 
for  his  protection — not  a  house  that 
would  no!  ha  e  sheltered  him 
hand  that  would   not    have  struck    in 

bis  defence.     Refusing  all  offers  of 

aid,   disdaining  all  Occasion  oi 

inspired  b;  bis  indomitable  bo 
bis  unalloyed  belief  in  the  brig] 

-• 

and  found  a  dungeon  ! 

These,  his  external  adventui 
briefly    and    easily    told;    but     who 
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shall  tell  what  passed  within  1 — who 
narrate  the  fearful  history  of  the 
heart? — who  paint  the  rapid  changes 
of  emotion  and  of  thought  —  the 
indignant  grief — the  stern  dejection 
— the  haughty  disappointment  that 
saddened  while  it  never  destroyed 
the  resolve  of  that  great  soul]  Who 
can  say  what  must  have  been  endured, 
what  meditated,  in  the  hermitage  of 
Maiella ; — on  the  lonely  hills  of  the 
perished  empire  it  had  been  his  dream 
to  restore ; — in  the  Courts  of  Barba- 
rian Kings; — and  above  all,  on  return- 
in-  obscure  and  disguised,  amidst  the 
crowds  of  the  Christian  world,  to  the 
seat  of  his  former  power?  What 
elements  of  memory,  and  in  what  a 
wild  and  fiery  brain  !  What  reflections 
to  be  conned  in  the  dungeons  of 
Avignon,  by  a  man  who  had  pushed 
into  all  the  fervour  of  fanaticism — 
four  passions,  a  single  one  of  which 
has,  in  excess,  sufficed  to  wreck  the 
strongest  reason — passions,  which  in 
themselves  it  is  most  difficult  to 
combine, — the  dreamer — the  aspirant 
— the  very  nympholept  of  Freedom, 
yet  of  Power — of  Knowledge,  yet  of 
Religion ! 

"  Ay,"  muttered  the  prisoner,  "  ay, 
these  texts  are  comforting— comfort- 
ing. The  righteous  are  not  alway 
d."  With  a  long  sigh  be 
deliberately  put  aside  the  Bible,  kissed 
it    with    great    reverence,    remained 

silent,  and  musing  for  e e  minutes  ; 

and  thru  as  a  slight  noise  was  heard 
at  one  corner  of  the  eeli,  said  Boftly, 
"  Ah,  my  friends,  my  comrad 

is   their  hour     I   am 

put  aside  the  bn  ad  for  them  I"     lli^ 

eye  brightened  as   it  now  detected 

and  unsocial   animals 

venturing  forth  through  a  bole  in  the 

wall,  and,  darkening  the  n nshine 

on  the  Boor,  Bteal  fearlesslj  towards 
him.  Be  flung  Borne  fragments  of 
bread  to  them,  and  for  some  mom<  nil 
watched  their  gambols  with  a  smile. 
"  Manchino,  the  white  l  a  d    i    cal  ' 
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lie  beats  all  the  rest — ha,  ha !  he  is  a 
superior  wretch — he  commands  the 
tribe,  and  will  venture  the  first  into 
the  trap.  How  will  he  bite  against 
the  steel,  the  fiue  fellow !  while  all 
the  ignobler  herd  will  gaze  at  him 
afar  off,  and  quake  and  fear,  and 
never  help.  Yet  if  united,  they 
might  gnaw  the  trap  and  release  their 
leader !  Ah,  ye  are  base  vermin,  ye 
eat  my  bread,  yet  if  death  came  upon 
me,  ye  would  riot  on  my  carcase. 
Away!"  and  clapping  his  hands,  the 
chain  round  him  clanked  harshly, 
and  the  noisome  co-mates  of  his 
dungeon  vanished  in  an  instant. 

That  singular  and  eccentric  humour 
which  marked  Eienzi,  and  which  had 
seemed  a  buffoonery  to  the  stolid 
sullenness  of  the  Roman  nobles,  still 
retained  its  old  expression  in  his 
countenance,  and  ne  .aughed  .oud 
as  he  saw  the  vermin  hurry  back  to 
their  hiding-place. 

"  A  little  noise  and  the  clank  of  a 
chain — fie,  how  ye  imitate  mankind!" 
Again  he  sank  into  silence,  and  then 
heavily  and  listlessly  drawing  towards 
him  the  animated  tales  of  Livy,  said, 
"  An  hour  to  midnight ! — waking 
dreams  are  better  than  sleep.  Well, 
history  tells  us  how  men  have  risen — 
ay,  and  nations  too — after  sadder  falls 
than  that  of  Eienzi  or  of  Rome !" 

In  a  few  minutes,  he  was  apparently 
absorbed  in  the  lecture ;  so  intent 
indeed,  was  he  in  the  task,  that  he  did 
not  hear  the  steps  which  wound  the 
spiral  stairs  that  conducted  to  hia 
cell,  and  it  was  not  till  the  wards 
harshly  grated  beneath  the  huge  key, 
and  the  door  creaked  on  its  hinges, 
that  Rienzi.  in  amaze  at  intrusion  at 
60  unwonted  an  hour,  lifted  his  eyes. 
The  door  had  reclosed  on  the  dungeon, 
and  by  the  lonely  and  pale  lamp  he 
beheld  a  figure  leaning,  as  for  sup- 
port, against  the  wall.  The  figure 
was  wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  the 
long  cloak  of  the  day,  which,  aided 
by  a  broad  hat,  shaded   by    plumes, 


concealed  even  the  featn  *es  of  the 
visitor. 

Rienzi  gazed  long  and  wistfully 

"  Speak,"  he  said  at  length,  putting 
his  hand  to  his  brow.  "  Methinks 
either  long  solitude  has  bewildered 
me,  or,  sweet  sir,  your  apparition 
dazzles.  I  know  you  no  — am  I 
sure! — "  and  Rienzi's  hail  bristled 
while  he  slowly  rose— "Am  I  sure 
that  it  is  living  man  who  stands  before 
me?  Angels  have  entered  the  prison- 
house  before  now.  Alas  !  an  angel's 
comfort  never  was  more  needed." 

The  stranger  answered  not,  but  the 
captive  saw  that  his  heart  heaved 
even  beneath  his  cloak ;  loud  sobs 
choked  his  voice  ;  at  length,  as  bj  a 
violent  effort,  he  sprung  forwai  i,  and 
sunk  at  the  Tribune's  feet.  The 
disguising  hat,  the  long  manth  fell 
to  the  ground — it  was  the  face  of  a 
woman  that  look  upward  thrcugh 
passionate  and  glazing  tears  —  the 
arms  of  a  woman  that  clasped  the 
prisoner's  knees  !  Rienzi  gazed  mute 
and  motionless  as  stone.  "  Powers 
and  Saints  of  Heaven  !"  he  mur- 
mured at  last,  "  do  ye  tempt  me 
further ! — is  it  ] — no,  no — yet  speak  ' " 

"  Beloved — adored  ! — do  you  not 
know  me?" 

"It  is — it  is!"  shrieked  Rienzi 
wildly,  "it  is  my  Nina — my  wife — 

my  — "     His  voice   forsook    him. 

Clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  the  un- 
fortunates for  some  moments  seemed 
to  have  lost  even  the  sense  of  delight 
at  their  reunion.  It  was  as  an  uncon- 
scious and  deep  trance,  through  which 
something  like  a  dream  only  faintly 
and  indistinctively  stirs. 

At  length  recovered — at  length 
restored,  the  first  broken  exclama- 
tions, the  first  wild  caresses  of  joy  over 
■ — Nina  lifted  her  head  from  her 
husband's  bosom,  and  gazed  sadly  on 
his  countenance — "  Oh,  what  thou 
hast  known  since  we  parted ! — what, 
since  that  hour  when,  borne  on  by  thy 
bold    heart  and   wild   destiny,   thou 
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didst  leave  me  in  the  Imperial  Court, 
to  seek  again  the  diadem  and  find  the 
chain!  Ah!  why  did  I  heed  thy 
commands? — why  suffer  thee  to  depart 
alone]  How  often  in  thy  progress 
bitherward,  in  doubt,  in  danger,  might 
this  bosom  have  been  thy  resting- 
place,  and  this  voice  have  whispered 
comfort  to  thy  soul?  Thou  art  well, 
my  Lord — my  Cola !  Thy  pulse  beats 
quicker  than  of  old  —  thy  brow  is 
furrowed.  A  h !  tell  me  thou  art 
well ! " 

"  Well,"  said  Rienzi,  mechanically. 
"  Methinks  so! — the  mind  diseased 
blunts  all  sense  of  bodily  decay.  Well 
—  yes !  And  thou — thou,  at  least,  art 
not  changed,  save  to  maturer  beauty. 
The  glory  of  the  laurel-wreath  has 
not  faded  from  thy  brow.  Thou  shalt 
yet — "  then  breaking  off  abruptly  — 
"  Rome  —  tell  me  of  Rome  !  And 
thou — how  earnest  thou  hither]  Ah  ! 
perhaps  my  doom  is  sealed,  and  in 
their  mercy  they  have  vouchsafed  that 
I  should  see  thee  once  more  before  the 
deathsinan  blinds  me.  I  remember, 
it  is  the  grace  vouchsafed  to  malefac- 
tors. When  1  was  a  lord  of  life  and 
death,  I  too  permitted  the  meanest 
criminal  to  Bay  farewell  to  those  he 
loved." 

"  X" — not  so,  Cola!"  exclaimed 
Nina,  putting  her  hand  before  his 
mouth.  "I  bring  thee  more  an 
tidings.  To-morrow  thou  art  to  be 
heard.  The  favour  of  the  Court  is 
propitiated.  Thou  wilt  be  acquitted." 

"  Ha  !  apeak  again." 

"  Thou  wilt  be  heard,  my  Cola — 
thou  must  be  acquitted  ! " 

"And   Home  be  free  ! — Or. 
1  thank  Thee  !  " 

The  Tribune  Bank  on  his  knees,  and 
never  had   I.  a  his  youngest 

and  purest  hour,  poured  forth  thanks- 
giving more  fervent,  j  i 
When  he  rose  again,  the  who!.-  man 

d changed    I ]     •  ■  e  b  kd  : 
it>  earlier  i  i  f  deep  and 

Berene  command.     Majesty  Bate  upon 


his  brow.  The  sorrows  of  the  exile 
were  forgotten.  In  his  sanguine  and 
rapid  thoughts,  he  stood  once  more 
the  guardian  of  his  country, — and  its 
sovereign ! 

Nina  gazed  upon  him  with  that 
intense  and  devoted  worship,  which 
steeped  her  vainer  and  her  harder 
qualities  in  all  the  fondness  of  the 
softest  woman.  "  Such,"  thought  she, 
"  was  his  look  eight  years  ago,  when 
he  left  my  maiden  chamber,  full  of 
the  mighty  schemes  which  liberated 
Rome — such  his  look,  when  at  the 
dawning  sun  he  towered  amidst  the 
crouching  Barons,  and  the  kneeling 
population  of  the  city  he  had  made 
his  throne!" 

"  Yes,  Nina!"  said  Rienzi,  as  he 
turned  and  caught  her  eye.  "  My 
soul  tells  me  that  my  hour  is  at  hand. 
If  they  try  me  openly,  they  dare  not 
convict — if  they  acquit  me,  they  dare 
not  but  restore.  ■  To-morrow,  saidst 
thou,  to-morrow  '.  " 

"  To-morrow,  Pienzi;  be  prepared!" 

'•  I  am— for  triumph  !  But  tell  me 
what  happy  chance  brought  thee  to 

oil  V 

•'  OJuince,  Cola!"  said  Nina,  with 
reproachful  tenderness.  '-'Could  1 
know  that  thou  wert  in  the  dungeons 
of  the  Pontiff,  and  linger  in  idle 
security  at  Prague!  Even  at  the 
Emperor's  Court  thou  ha  1st  thy  par- 
tisans and  favourers.  Gold  waseasirj 
procured.  1  repaired  to  Florence — 
diRguised  mj  name — and  came  hither 

to  plot,  to  Bcheme,  to  win  thy  liberty, 
or  to  die  with  thee.      Ah  !   did  not  tin 

heart    tell    thee    that,  morning  and 

uighi    the   eyes  of  thy    faithful    Nina 

gazed  upon  this  gloomy  tower;  ami 
that  one  biend,  bumble  though  .-he 
•  :r  could  forsake  thee  ! " 
"  Sweet  Nina  :  Yet  —  yet  —  at 
Avignon  power  j  ielda  not  to  beauty 
without,  reward.     Qemember,  there  is 

of  life." 

Nina  turni  'I  pale.    "  Fear  not,"  she 

■aid,  with  a  low  hut  determined  voice' 
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"  fear  not,  that  men's  lips  should  say 
Eienzi's  wife  delivered  him.  None  in 
this  corrupted  Court  know  that  I  am 
thy  wife." 

"  Woman,"  said  the  Tribune,  sternly ; 
"  thy  lips  elude  the  answer  I  would 
seek.  In  our  degenerate  time  and 
land,  thy  sex  and  ours  forget  too 
basely  what  foulness  writes  a  leprosy 
in  the  smallest  stain  upon  a  matron's 
honour.  That  thy  heart  would  never 
wrong  me,  I  believe  ;  but  if  thy  weak- 
ness, thy  fear  of  my  death  should 
wrong  me,  thou  art  a  bitterer  foe  to 
Eienzi  than  the  swords  of  the  Colonna. 
Nina,  speak  ! " 

"  Oh,  that  my  soul  could  speak," 
answered  Nina.  ■"  Thy  words  are 
music  to  me,  and  not  a  thought  of 
mine  but  echoes  them.  Could  I  touch 
this  hand,  could  I  meet  that  eye,  and 
not  know  that  death  were  dearer  to 
thee  than  shame?  Eienzi,  when  last 
we  parted,  in  sadness,  yet  in  hope, 
what  were  thy  words  to  me  1 " 

"  I  remember  them  well,"  returned 
the  Tribune  :  "  '  I  leave  thee,'  I  said, 
'  to  keep  alive  at  the  Emperor's 
Court,  by  thy  genius,  the  Great  Cause. 
Thou  hast  youth  and  beauty — and 
courts  have  lawless  and  ruffian  suitors. 
I  give    thee    no    caution;    it    were 


beneath  thee  and  me.  But  I  leave 
thee  the  power  of  death.'  And  with 
that,  Nina " 

"  Thy  hands  tremblingly  placed  in 
mine  this  dagger.  I  live — need  I  say 
more  ] " 

"  My  noble  and  beloved  Nina,  it  is 
enough.     Keep  the  dagger  yet." 

"Yes;  till  we  meet  in  the  Capitol 
of  Rome !  " 

A  slight  tap  was  heard  at  the  door ; 
Nina  regained,  in  an  instant,  her 
disguise. 

"  It  is  on  the  stroke  of  midnight," 
said  the  gaoler,  appearing  at  the 
threshold. 

"  I  come,"  said  Nina. 

"  And  thou  hast  to  prepare  thy 
thoughts,"  she  whispered  to  Eienzi : 
"  arm  all  thy  glorious  intellect.  Alas! 
is  it  again  we  part  ]  How  my  heart 
sinks ! " 

The  presence  of  the  gaoler  at  the 
threshold  broke  the  bitterness  of 
parting  by  abridging  it.  The  false 
page  pressed  her  lips  on  the  prisoner's 
hand,  and  left  the  cell. 

The  gaoler,  lingering  behind  for  a 
moment,  placed  a  parchment  on  the 
table.  It  was  the* summons  from  the 
court  appointed  for  the  trial  of  the 
Tribune. 


CHAPTER  VL 


THK   SCENT   DOES   NOT   ME. — THE   PRIEST   AND   THE   SOLDIER. 


On  descending  the  stairs,  Nina  was 
met  by  Alvarez. 

"  Fair  page,"  said  the  Spaniard, 
gaily,  "  thy  name,  thou  tellest  me,  is 
Villani?  —  Angelo  Villain  —  why  I 
know  thykinsman,  methinks.  Vouch- 
safe, young  master,  to  enter  this 
chamber,  and  drink  a  night-cup  to 
thy  lady's  health ;  I  would  fain  learn 
tidings  of  my  old  friends." 


"  At  another  time,"  answered  the 
false  Angelo,  drawing  the  cloak  closer 
round  her  face;  it  is  late  —  I  am 
hurried." 

"  Nay,"  said  the  Spaniard,  "  you 
escape  me  not  so  easily;"  and  he 
caught  firm  hold  of  the  page's  shoulder. 

"Unhand  me,  sir!"  said  Nina, 
haughtily,  and  almost  weeping,  for 
her  strong  nerves  were  yet  unstrung. 
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Gaoler,   at   thy  per-il  —  unbar   the 


'So  hot,"  said  Alvarez,  surprised 
at  so  great  a  waste  of  dignity  in  a 
page ;  "  nay,  I  meant  not  to  offend 
thee.  May  I  wait  on  thy  pageship  to- 
morrow 1 " 

"  Ay,  to-morrow,"  said  Nina,  eager 
to  escape. 

"  And  meanwhile,"  said  Alvarez,  "  I 
will  accompany  thee  home — we  can 
confer  by  the  way." 

So  saying,  without  regarding  the 
protestations  of  the  supposed  page,  he 
passed  with  Nina  into  the  open  air. 
"  Your  lady,"  said  he,  carelessly,  "  is 
wondrous  fair ;  her  lightest  will  is  law 
to  the  greatest  noble  of  Avignon. 
:  s  >lie  is  of  Naples — is  it  so  ? 
Arl  thou  dumb,  sweet  youth]" 

The  page  did  not  answer,  but  with 
a  step  so  rapid  that  it  almost  put  the 
slow  Spaniard  out  of  breath,  hastened 
along  the  narrow  space  between  the 
tower  and  the  palace  of  the  Signora 
Ccsarini,  nor  could  all  the  efforts  of 
Alvarez  draw  forth  a  single  syllable 
from  his  reluctant  companion,  till 
they  reached  the  gates  of  the  palace, 
and  he  found  himself  discourteonsly 
left  without  the  walls. 

"  A  plague  on  the  boy  ! "  said  he, 
biting  his  lips;  "if  the  Cardinal 
thrive  as  well  as  his  servant,  by're 
Lady,  Monsignoreisa  happy  man  !  " 

By  no  means  pleased  with  the 
prospect  of  an  interview  withAlbornoz, 
who,  like  most  able  men,  valued  the 
talents  of  those  he  employed  exactly 
in  proportion  to  their  Boccess,  the 
Spaniard  bIoa  ly  returned  home.  Wil  h 
the  liei  ;.  I  tn  him,  he  entered 

the    Cardinal's    chamber    Bomewhat 
abruptly,  and  perceived  him  is 
conversation  with  a  Cavalier,  whose 
mstache,  curled  upward,  and 
the  bright  cuirass  worn   and 
I  is  mat;  a  him  of 

ii  aitial  profession     Pl<  ased  with  the 
nBpite,  Alvarez    hastily    withdrew: 


and,  in  fact,  the  Cardinal's  thoughts 
at  that  moment,  and  for  that  night, 
were  bent  upon  other  subjects  than 
those  of  love. 

The  interruption  served,  however, 
to  shorten  the  conversation  between 
Albornoz  and  his  guest.  The  latter 
rose. 

"I  think,"  said  he,  buckling  on  a 
short  and  broad  rapier,  which  he  laid 
aside  during  the  interview, — "  I  think, 
my  Lord  Cardinal,  you  encourage  me 
to  consider  that  our  negotiation  stands 
a  fair  chance  of  a  prosperous  close. 
Ten  thousand  florins,  and  my  brother 
quits  Viterbo,  and  launches  the 
thunderbolt  of  the  Company  on  the 
lands  of  Rimini.     On  your  part " 

"  On  my  part  it  is  agreed,"  raid 
the  Cardinal,  "  that  the  army  of  the 
Church  interferes  not  with  the  course 
of  your  brut  her's  arms — there  is  peace 
between  us.  (  die  warrior  understands 
another!" 

"  And  the  word  of  Giles  d'Albornoz, 
son  of  the  royal  race  of  Arragon,  is  a 
guarantee  for  the  faith  'if  a  Cardinal," 
replied  the  Cavalier,  with  a  smile.  "  It 
is,  my  Lord,  in  your  former  quality 
that  we  treat." 

"  There  is  my  right,  hand," answered 
Albornoz,  too  politic  to  heed  the 
insinuation.  The  Cavalier  raised  it 
respectfully  to  his  lips,  and  his  armed 
tread  was  soon   heard  descending  the 

"  Victory,"  cried  Albornoz,  tossing 

his  arms  aloof;  "Victory,  now   thou 

art  mine  !  " 

With  that  l  tily,  deposited 

i    in  an  iron  chest,  and  open 

eoDct  aled    door    behind    the 

ten  d  a  chamber  that  rat  hei 

monk's    cell    than    the 

apartment  of  a  prince.  I  >Yer  a  m<  an 
pallet  l'1  r,  and  a 

rude  image  of  the  Virgin.  Without 
summoning    Alvarez,    the    Cardinal 

unrobed,  and  in  a  few  moments  waa 
asleep. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


VAUOLOSB   AND    ITS    GENIUS   LOCI. OLD    ACQUAINTANCE    RENEWED. 


The  next  day  at  early  noon  the 
Cavalier,  whom  our  last  chapter  pre- 
sented to  the  reader,  was  seen  mounted 
on  a  strong  Norman  horse,  winding 
his  way  slowly  along  a  green  and 
pleasant  path  some  miles  from  Avig- 
non. At  length  he  found  himself  in 
w  wild  and  romantic  valley,  through 
which  wandered  that  delightful  river 
whose  name  the  verse  of  Petrarch  has 
given  to  so  beloved  a  fame.  Sheltered 
by  rocks,  and  in  this  part  winding 
through  the  greenest  banks,  enamelled 
with  a  thousand  wild  flowers  and 
water-weeds,  went  the  crystal  Sorgia. 
Advancing  farther,  the  landscape 
assumed  a  more  sombre  and  sterile 
aspect.  The  valley  seemed  enclosed 
or  shut  in  by  fantastic  rocks  of  a 
thousand  shapes,  down  which  dashed 
and  glittered  a  thousand  rivulets. 
And,  in  the  very  wildest  of  the  scene, 
the  ground  suddenly  opened  into  a 
quaint  and  cultivated  garden,  through 
which,  amidst  a  profusion  of  foliage, 
was  seen  a  small  and  lonely  mansion, 
— the  hermitage  of  the  place.  The 
horseman  was  in  the  valley  of  the 
Vaucluse;  and  before  his  eye  lay  the 
garden  and  the  house  of  Petrarch  ! 
Carelessly,  however,  his  eye  scanned 
the  consecrated  spot;  and  uncon- 
sciously it  restedjfor  a  moment,  upon 
a  solitary  figure  seated  musingly  by 
the  margin  of  the  river.  A  large  dog 
at  the  side  of  the  noonday  idler 
barked  at  the  horseman  as  he  rode  on. 
"A  brave  animal  and  a  deep  bay!" 
thought  the  traveller;  to  him  the  dog 
seemed  an  object  much  more  interest- 
ing than  its  master.  And  so,— as  the 
crowd  of  little  men  pass  unheeding 
and  unmoved,  those  in  whom  Posterity 
shall  acknowledge  the  lauiinarksof 
their  age, — the  horseman  urned  his 
glance  from  the  Poet  I 


Thrice  blessed  name  !  Immortal 
Florentine  !  *  not  as  the  lover,  nor 
even  as  the  poet,  do  I  bow  before  thy 
consecrated  memory — venerating  thee 
as  one  it  were  sacrilege  to  introduce 
in  this  unworthy  page — save  by  name 
and  as  a  shadow ;  but  as  the  first  who 
ever  asserted  to  people  and  to  prince 
the  august  majesty  of  Letters  ;  who 
claimed  to  Genius  the  prerogative  to 
influence  states,  to  control  opinion,  to 
hold  an  empire  over  the  hearts  of 
men,  and  prepare  events  by  animating 
passion,  and  guiding  thought !  What, 
(though  but  feebly  felt  and  dimly 
seen) — what  do  we  yet  owe  to  Thee  if 
Knowledge  be  now  a  Power;  if  jiini> 
be  a  Prophet  and  a  Fate,  foretelling 
and  foredooming  the  things  to  come  ! 
From  the  greatest  to  the  least  of  us, 
to  whom  the  pen  is  at  once  a  sceptre 
and  a  sword,  the  low-born  Florentine 
has  been  the  arch-messenger  to 
erooothe  the  way  and  prepare  the 
welcome.  Yes !  even  the  meanest  of 
the  aftercomers — even  he  who  now 
vents  his  gratitude, — is  thine  ever- 
lasting  debtor!  Thine,  how  largely 
is  the  honour,  if  his  labours,  humble 
though  they  be,  find  an  audience 
er  literature  is  known  ;  preach- 
ing in  remotest  lands  the  moral  of 
forgotten  revolutions,  and  scattering 
in  the  palace  and  the  market  place  the 
seeds  that  shall  ripen  into,  fruit  when 
the  hand  of  the  sower  shall  he  dust, 
and  his  very  name,  perhaps,  1"'  lost  ! 
For  t'cv,  alas  !  are  they,  whose  nam*  S 
may  outlive  the  grave ;  but  the 
thoughts  of  every  man  who  writes,  are 
made  undying: — others  appropriate, 
advance,  exalt  them  ;  and  millions  of 


*  I  need  scarcely  Bay  that  it  is  his  origin 
not  his  actual  birth,  which  entitles  us  t# 
term  Petrarch  a  Florentine. 
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minds   unicnown,   undreamt   of,  are  I 
required  to  produce  the  immortality 
of  one  ! 

Indulging  meditations  very  differ- 
ent from  those  which  the  idea  of 
Petrarch  awakens  in  a  later  time,  the 
Cavalier  pursued  his  path. 

The  valley  was  long  left  behind,  and  | 
the  way  grew  more  and  more  faintly 
traced,  until  it  terminated  in  a  wood, 
throiu  li  wh  se  tangled  boughs  the 
sunlight  broke  playfully.  At  length, 
the  wood  opened  into  a  wide  glade, 
from  which  rose  a  precipitous  ascent, 
crowned  with  the  ruins  of  an  old 
castle.  The  traveller  dismounted,  led  j 
his  horse  up  the  ascent,  and,  gaining  | 
the  ruins,  left  his  steed  within  one  of 
the  roofless  chambers,  overgrown  with 
the  longest  grass  and  a  profusion  of 
wild  shrubs ;  thence  ascending,  with 
some  toil,  a  narrow  and  broken  stair- 
case, he  found  himself  in  a  small 
room,  less  decayed  than  the  rest,  of 
which  the  roof  and  floor  were  yet 
whole. 

Stretched  on  the  ground  in  his 
cloak,  and  leaning  his  head  thought- 
fully on  his  hand,  was  a  man  of  tall 
stature,  and  middle  age.  He  lifted 
himself  on  his  arm  with  great  alacrity 
as  the  Cavalier  entered. 

"  Well,  Brettone,  I  have  counted 
the  hours — what  tidings?" 

"Albornoz  consents." 

"  Glad  news!     Thou  givest  me  new 
life.     Pardieu,  1  shall  breakl 
the    better    for    this,    my    brother. 
Ha3t  thou  remembered   that   I  am 
famishing  ? " 

Brettone  drew  from  beneath  his 
cloak  a  sufficiently  huge  flask  of  wine, 
and  a  small  panier,  tolerably  well 
filled;  the  inmate  of  the  tower  threw 
himself  upon  the  provant  with  great 
devotion.  And  both  the  soldiers,  for 
such  they  were,  stretched  at  length 
on  the  ground,  regaled  then 
with  considerable  zest,  talking  Lus- 
tily and  familiarly  between 
mouthful. 


"  I  say,  Brettone,  thou  playest  un- 
fairly ;  thou  hast  already  devoured 
more  than  half  the  pasty:  push  it 
hitherward.  And  so  the  Cardinal 
consents  !  What  manner  of  man  is 
he  ]     Able  as  they  say  1 " 

"  Quick,  sharp,  and  earnest,  with 
an  eye  of  fire,  few  words,  and  cornea 
to  the  point." 

"Unlike  a   priest    then; — a   g 1 

brigand  spoilt.  What,  hast  thou  heard 
of  the  force  he  heads  ]  Ho,  not  so 
fast  with  the  wine." 

"  Scanty  at  present. — He  relies  on 
recruits  throughout  Italy." 

"  What  his  designs  for  Rome  ? 
There,  my  brother,  there  tends  my 
secret  soul !  As  for  these  petty  towns 
and  petty  tyrants,  I  care  not  how  they 
fall,  or  by  whom.  But  the  Pope  must 
not  return  to  Rome.  Rome  must  be 
mine.  The  city  of  a  new  empire,  the 
conquest  of  a  new  Attila !  There, 
every  circumstance  combines  in  my 
favour  ! — the  absence  of  the  Pope,  the 
weakness  of  the  middle  class,  the 
poverty  of  the  populace,  the  imbecile 
though  ferocious  barbarism  of  the 
Barons,  have  long  concurred  to  render 
Rome  the  most  facile,  while  the  most 
glorious  conquest ! " 

"My  brother,   pray   Heaven   your 

ambition  do  not  wreck  you  at  last; 

you  are  ever  losing  sight  of  the  land. 

Surely  with  the  immense  wealth  we 

quiring,  we  may " 

■■  Aspire  to  be  something  greater 
than  Free  Companions,  generals  to- 
day, and  adventurers  to-morrow.    Re- 
memberesi    thou,  how  the   No 
sword  won  Sicily,  and  how  the  I 

William  converted  on  the  Geld  of 
Hastings  his  baton  into  a  sceptre.  I 
tell   thee,   Bn  ttone,   that   this  loose 

Italy  has  crowns  on  the  hedge  thai  a 
us  hand  may  carry  off  al  tiic 
of   the  lance.    My  oou 

,    .'.  [11  foi  in  li;--  i  UP    i    army  in 

Italy,  and  with  it   I  will  win  i  throne 
in  the  *  lapitol.     Fool  thai   1  i 
yean  ago  '  -  -  Instead  of  d 
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mad  dolt  Pepin  of  Minorbino,  had  I 
myself  deserted  the  Hungarian,  and 
repaired  with  my  soldiery  to  Rome, 
the  fall  of  Rienzi  would  have  been 
followed  by  the  rise  of  Montreal. 
Pepin  was  outwitted,  and  threw  away 
the  prey  after  he  had  hunted  it  down. 
The  lion  shall  not  again  trust  the 
chase  to  the  jackal !  " 

"  Walter,  thou  speakest  of  the  fate 
of  Rienzi,  let  it  warn  thee  !" 

"  Rienzi  ! "  replied  Montreal ;  "  I 
know  the  man  !  In  peaceful  times  or 
with  an  honest  people,  he  would  have 
founded  a  great  dynasty.  But  he 
dreamt  of  laws  and  liberty  for  men 
who  despise  the  -first  and  will  not 
protect  the  last.  "We,  of  a  harder 
race,  know  that  a  new  throne  must 
be  built  by  the  feudal  and  not  the 
civil  system  ;  and  into  the  city  we 
must  transport  the  camp.  It  is  by 
the  multitude  that  the  proud  Tri- 
bune gained  power, —  by  the  multi- 
tude he  lost  it;  it  is  by  the  sword 
that  I  will  win  it,  and  by  the  sword 
will  I  keep  it !  " 

"  Rienzi  was  too  cruel,  he  should 
not  have  incensed  the  Barons,"  said 
Brettone,  about  to  finish  the  flask, 
when  the  strong  hand  of  his  brother 
plucked  it  from  him,  and  anticipated 
the  design. 

"  Pooh,"  said  Montreal,  finishing 
the  draught  with  a  long  sigh,  "  he 
was  not  cruel  enough.  He  sought 
only  to  be  just,  and  not  to  distinguish 
between  noble  and  peasant.  Heshduld 
have  distinguished  !  He  should  have 
exterminated  the  nobles  root  and 
branch.  But  this  no  Italian  can  do. 
This  is  reserved  for  me." 

"Thou  wouldst  not  butcher  all  the 
best  blood  of  Rome  ? " 

"  Butcher  !  No,  but  I  would  seize 
their  lands,  and  endow  with  them  a 
new  nobility,  the  hardy  and  fierce 
nobility  of  the  North,  who  well  know 
now  to  guard  their  prince,  and  ill 
<cuard  bim,  as  the  fountain  of  their 
own    power.      Enoi'rn    of  this  now. 


And  talking  of  Rienzi — iots  he  still 
in  his  dungeon  ? " 

"  Why,  this  morning,  ere  I  left,  1 
heard  strange  news.  The  town  was 
astir,  groups  in  every  corner.  They 
said  that  Rienzi's  trial  was  to  be  to- 
day, and  from  the  names  of  the  judges 
chosen,  it  is  suspected  that  acquittal 
is  already  determined  on." 

"  Ha !  thou  shouldst  have  told  me 
of  this  before." 

"  Should  he  be  restored  to  Rome, 
would  it  militate  against  thy  plans'? " 

"  Humph  !  I  know  not  —  deep 
thought  and  dexterous  management 
would  be  needed.  I  would  fain  not 
leave  this  spot  till  I  hear  what  is 
decided  on." 

"  Surely,  Walter,  it  would  have 
been  wiser  and  safer  to  have  stayed 
with  thy  soldiery,  and  intrusted  me 
with  the  absolute  conduct  of  this 
affair." 

"  Not  so,"  answered  Montreal  ; 
"  thou  art  a  bold  fellow  enough,  and 

a  cunning but  my  head  in  these 

matters  is  better  than  thine.  Besides," 
continued  the  Knight,  lowering  his 
voice,  and  shading  his  face,  "  I  had 
vowed  a  pilgrimage  to  the  beloved 
river,  and  the  old  trysting-place.    Ah 

me  ! But  all  this,  Brettone,  thou 

understandest  not — let  it  pass.  As 
for  my  safety,  since  we  have  come  to 
this  amnesty  with  Albornoz,  I  fear 
but  little  danger  even  if  discovered  j 
besides,  I  want  the  florins.  There  are 
those  in  this  country,  Germans,  who 
could  eat  an  Italian  army  at  a  meal, 
whom  1  would  fain  engage,  and  their 
leaders  want  earnest-money  —  the 
griping  knaves ! — How  are  the  Car- 
dinal's florins  to  be  paid  ]  " 

"Half  now — half  when  thy  troops 
are  before  Rimini !  " 

"  Rimini !  the  thought  whets  mj 
sword.  Remembeiest  thou  how  that 
accursed  Malatesta  drove  me  from 
Aversa,*    broke    up  my   camp,   and 

*   This  Main  testa,  a  siitnior  of  illustrious 
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mtJe  me  render  to  him  all  my  booty? 
There  fell  the  work  of  years  !  But 
for  that,  my  banner  now  would  be 
Boating  over  St.  Angelo.  I  will  pay 
back  the  debt  with  fire  and  sword, 
Lie  the  summer  has  shed  its  leaves." 

The  fair  countenance  of  Montreal 
grew  terrible  as  he  uttered  these 
words  ;  his  hands  griped  the  handle 
of  his  sword,  and  bis  strong  frame 
heaved  visibly:  tokens  of  the  fierce 


and  unsparing  passions,  by  the  aid  of 
which  a  life  of  rapine  and  revenge 
had  corrupted  a  nature  originally  full 
ii< i  less  of  the  mercy  than  the  courage 
of  Provencal  chivalry. 

Such  was  the  fearful  man  who  now 
(the  wildness  of  his  youth  sobered, 
and  his  ambition  hardened  and  con- 
centered) was  the  rival  with  liienzi 
for  the  mastery  of  Rome 
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TI1E  (X    LWU THE    TU!   lL. — THE    VERDICT. THE    SOLDIEK   AND    THE    PAOK 


It  was  ,.ti  i  lie  following  evening 
that  a  considerable  crowd  had  gathered 
in  the  streets  of  Avignon,  li  was  the 
second  day  of  the  examination  of 
Rienzi,  and  with  every  moment  was 
expected  the  announcement  of  the 
verdict.  Amongst  the  foreigners  of 
all  couii  mbled  in  that  seat 

of  the  Papal  splendour,  the  interest 
was  intense.  The  Italians,  even  of 
the  highest  rank,  were  in  favour  of 
the  Tribune,  the  French  against  him. 
As  for  the  good  townspeople  of  Avi- 
gnon themselves,  they  felt  but  little 
excitement  in  any  thin--  thai  did  not 
bring  money  into  their  pockets;  and 
if  it  hail  been  pot  to  the  secret  vote, 
no  doubt  there  would  have  been  a 
i  ority  for  burning  the  prisoner, 
aa  a  marketable  speculation  ! 

AmongAl  the  crowd  was  a  tall  man 
in  a  plain  and  rusty  Buit  of  armour, 
hut  with  an  air  of  knightly  bearing, 
oinewhat  belied  I 

jf  his  mail  ;   he  wore  no  helmet,  but 


fun iiy.  ruosi  i  f  the  moat  skilful  wan  i..r* 
in  Italy     lie  and  1 1 >  —  brother  Gall 
I, .I'M  rai-4-.l  t<.  the  join!  tyranny  ol  Rimini 
by   the  rolee  >.f  1 1 -.  eltis  ><-■     A  fi 
long  tic  •    mo  h.  thej  were  ulti- 

mately named  a-  if s  oaptaini  bj  • 
nul  Aibomos. 
Xu.  IS. 


a  small  morion  of  black  leather,  with 
a  long  projecting  shade,  much  used 
by  wayfarers  in  the  hot  climates  of 
the  south.  A  black  patch  covered 
nearly  the  whole  of  one  cheek,  and 
altogether  he  bore  the  appearance  of 
a  grim  soldier,  with  whom  war  had 
dealt  harshly,  both  in  purse  and 
person. 

Many  were  the  jests  at  the  shabby 

swordsman's  expense,  with  which  that 

lively  population  amused  their  impa- 

alid    though   the  shade  of  the 

morion  concealed   his  eyes,  an  arch 

and  merry  smile  about    1 1 

his  mouth  shewed  that  he  could  take 

a  jesl  a1   himself. 

"  Well,"  said  one  of  the  crowd,  (a 
rich  Milanese,)  "  I  am  of  a  state  that 
3  man 
will  ha  bewn  him." 

•■  Amen,"  -aid  a  grave  Florentine. 

"They  say,"  whispered  a  young 
from  Paris,  to  a  learned  doc 
tor  of  laws,  with  whom  he  abode) 
"  that  his  defence  has  been  a  a 

"  Be  hath  ta  replied 

tor,  doubtingly.    "  Ho,  friend, 

:   thou  push  me  BO  '   thou  ha*t 
rent  my  robe." 

'Ibis    was     a  d    to    a    minstrol,    01 


INfl 


RIENZI, 


jongleur,  who,  with  a  small  lute  slung 
round  him,  was  making  his  way,  with 
great  earnestness,  through  the  throng. 

"  I  beg  pardon,  worthy  sir,"  said 
the  minstrel ;  "  but  this  is  a  scene  to 
be  sung  of!  Centuries  hence ;  ay,  and 
'in  lands  remote,  legend  and  song  will 
tell  the  fortunes  of  Cola  di  Rienzi,  the 
friend  of  Petrarch  and  the  Tribune 
of  Rome ! " 

The  young  French  student  turned 
quickly  round  to  the  minstrel,  with  a 
glow  on  his  pale  face  ;  not  sharing  the 
general  sentiments  of  his  countrymen 
against  Rienzi,  he  felt  that  it  was  an 
era  in  the  world  when  a  minstrel 
spoke  thus  of  the  heroes  of  intellect 
— not  of  war. 

At  this  time  the  tall  soldier  was 
tapped  impatiently  on  the  back. 

"  I  pray  thee,  great  sir,"  said  a 
sharp  and  imperious  voice,  "  to  with- 
draw that  tall  bulk  of  thine  a  little 
on  one  side — I  cannot  see  through 
thee  ;  and  I  would  fain  my  eyes  were 
among  the  first  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
Rienzi  as  he  passes  from  the  court." 

"  Fair  sir  page,"  replied  the  soldier, 
good-humouredly,  as  he  made  way  for 
Angelo  Villani,  "  thou  wilt  not  always 
find  that  way  in  the  world  is  won  by 
commanding  the  strong.  When  thou 
art  older  thou  wilt  beard  the  weak, 
and  tl»e  strong  thou  wilt  wheedle." 

"  I  must  change  my  nature,  then,'' 
answered  Angelo,  (who  was  of  some- 
what small  stature,  and  not  yet  come 
to  his  full  growth,)  trying  still  to 
/aise  himself  above  the  heads  of  the 
crawd. 

The  soldier  locked  at  him  approv- 
ingly ;  and  as  he  looked  he  sighed, 
and  his  lips  worked  with  some  strange 
amotion. 

"  Thou  speakest  well,"  said  he,  after 
a  pause.  "  Pardon  me  the  rudeness  of 
the  question;  but  art  thou  of  Italy] 
— thy  tongue  savours  of  the  Roman 
dialect ;  yet  I  have  seen  lineaments 
like  thine  on  this  side  the  Alps." 

"  It  may  be,  good  fellow  "  said  the 


page,  haughtily ;  "  but  I  thank  Hea- 
ven that  I  am  of  Rome." 

At  this  moment  a  loud  shout  burst 
from  that  part  of  the  crowd  nearest 
the  court.  The  sound  of  trumpets 
again  hushed  the  throng  into  deep  and 
breathless  silence,  while  the  Pope's 
guards,  ranged  along  the  space  con- 
ducting from  the  court,  drew  them- 
selves up  more  erect,  and  fell  a  stej: 
or  two  back  upon  the  crowd. 

As  the  trumpet  ceased,  the  voice  of 
a  herald  was  heard,  but  it  did  not 
penetrate  within  several  yards  of  the 
spot  where  Angelo  and  the  soldier 
stood ;  and  it  was  only  by  a  mighty 
shout  that  in  a  moment  circled 
through,  and  was  echoed  back  by, 
the  wide  multitude — by  the  waving 
of  kerchiefs  from  the  windows  — 
by  broken  ejaculations,  which  were 
caught  up  from  lip  to  lip,  that  the 
page  knew  that  Rienzi  was  acquitted. 

"  I  would  I  could  see  his  face ! " 
sighed  the  page,  querulously. 

"And  tbou  shalt,"  said  the  soldier; 
and  he  caught  up  the  boy  in  his  arms, 
and  pressed  on  with  the  strength  of 
a  giant,  parting  the  living  stream 
from  right  to  left,  as  he  took  his  way 
to  a  place  near  the  guards,  and  by 
which  Rienzi  was  sure  to  pass. 

The  page,  half-pleased,  half-indig- 
nant, struggled  a  little,  but  finding  it 
in  vain,  consented  tacitly  to  what  he 
felt  an  outrage  on  his  dignity. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  soldier, 
"thou  art  the  first  I  ever  willingly 
raised  above  myself;  and  I  do  it  now 
for  the  sake  of  thy  fair  face,  which 
reminds  me  of  one  I  loved." 

But  these  last  words  were  spoken 
low,  and  the  boy,  in  his  anxiety  tc 
see  the  hero  of  Rome,  did  not  hear 
or  heed  them.  Presently  Rienzi  came 
by ;  two  gentlemen,  of  the  Pope's  own 
following,  walked  by  his  side.  He 
moved  slowly,  amidst  the  greetings 
and  clamour  of  the  crowd,  looking 
neither  to  the  right  nor  left.  Ilia 
bearing  was  firm  and  collected,  and. 
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save  by  the  flush  of  his  cheek,  there 
was  no  external  sign  of  joy  or  excite- 
ment. Flowers  dropped  from  every 
balcony  on  his  path  ;  and  just  when 
he  came  to  a  broader  space,  where 
the  ground  was  somewhat  higher, 
and  where  he  was  in  fuller  view  of 
the  houses  around,  he  paused 
and,  uncovering,  acknowledged  the 
homage  he  had  received,  with  a  look 
— a  gesture — which  each  who  beheld 
never  forgot.  It  haunted  even  that 
gay  and  thoughtless  court,  when  the 
last  tale  of  Rienzi's  life  reached  their 
ears.  And  Angelo,  clinging  then 
round  that  soldier's  neck,  recalled — 
but  we  must  not  anticipate. 

It  was  not,  however,  to  the  dark 
tower  that  Rienzi  returned.  His 
home  was  prepared  at  the  palace  of 
ihe  Cardinal  d'Albornoz.  The  next 
day  he  was  admitted  to  the  Pope's 
presence,  and  on  the  evening  of  that 


day  he   was   proclaimed   Senator  of 
Rome. 

Meanwhile  the  soldier  had  placed 
Angelo  on  the  ground ;  and  as  the 
page  faltered  out  no  courteous  thanks, 
he  interrupted  him  in  a  sad  and  kind 
voice,  the  tone  of  which  struck  the 
page  forcibly,  so  little  did  it  suit  the 
rough  and  homely  appearance  of 
the  man. 

"  We  part,"  he  said,  "as  strangers, 
fair  boy ;  and  since  thou  sayest  thou 
art  of  Rome,  there  is  no  reason  why 
my  heart  should  have  warmed  to  thee 
as  it  has  done;  yet  if  ever  thou  wantest 
a  friend, — seek  him  " — and  the  so' 
dier's  voice  sunk  into  a  whisp^'  — 
"in  Walter  de  Montreal." 

Ere  the  page  recovered  uis  surprisa 
at  that  redoubted  name,  which  hi 
earliest  childhood  had  been  taught  to 
dread,  the  Knight  of  St.  John  had 
vanished  amongst  the  crowd. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


ALBOBNOZ   AND   NINA. 


But  the  eyes  which,  above  all  others, 
thirsted  for  a  glimpse  of  the  i 
captive  were   forbidden  that    d 
Alone  in  her  chamber,   Nina  awaited 
al.     She   h.  aid  the 

shout.-.,  the  exclamations,  the  tramp 

i>f  thousands  along   the   Btreetj  she 

felt    that  the   victory  was  won;  ami, 

rchar  ed,  she  burst 

The  return  of 

tinted   her  with  all 
that    1:  but     it    somewhat 

chilled  find  Rienzi 

I,      That 
»hock,    in    which    certainty,   1 
kappy,  i 
srful  an  ,  lined  to 

Fear  ••(  a  \  i  ii  ■■ 
Cardinal,  that  she  became  for   three 


days  alarmingly  ill ;  and  it  was  only 
on  the  filth  day  from  that  which  saw 
Rienzi  endowed  with  the  rank  of 
Senator  of  Rome,  that  she  was  reco- 
vered sufficiently  to  admit  Albornoz 
to  her  presence. 

The  Cardinal  had  sent  daily  to 
impure  after  her  health,  and  hi* 
Inquiries,  to   her  alarmed    mind,    had 

app  sared  to  insinuate  a  pretension  to 
them.     Meanwhile 

/.    had    had    enough   to  divert 

and  occupy    his   tl  Having 

off  the  formidable  Montreal 

from  thi  i    I ■  lin  de  V 

of  the  ables!  ami  fierct 

nvli  to 
of  that   tj  I 

ditioualj  and  w  i 
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allow  liim  time  to  obtain  the  assist- 
ance of  any  other  band  of  the  merce- 
nary adventurers,  who  found  Italy  the 
market  for  their  valour.  Occupied 
with  raising  troops,  procuring  money, 
corresponding  with  the  various  free 
states,  and  establishing  alliances  in 
aid  of  his  ulterior  and  more  ambitious 
projects  at  the  court  of  Avignon,  the 
Cardinal  waited  with  tolerable  resig- 
nation the  time  when  he  might  claim 
from  the  Signora  Cesarini  the  reward 
to  which  he  deemed  himself  entitled. 
Meanwhile  he  had  held  his  first 
conversations  with  Rienzi,  and,  under 
the  semblance  of  courtesy  to  the 
aoq'"tted  Tribune,  Albornoz  had  re- 
ceived Mm  as  his  guest,  in  order  to 
make  himself  master  of  the  character 
and  disposition  of  one  in  whom  he 
sought  a  minister  and  a  tool.  That 
miraculous  and  magic  art,  attested  by 
the  historians  of  the  time,  which 
Rienzi  possessed  over  every  one  with 
whom  he  came  into  contact,  however 
various  in  temper,  station,  or  opinions, 
had  not  deserted  him  in  his  interview 
with  the  Pontiff.  So  faithfully  had 
he  described  the  true  condition  of 
Rome,  so  logically  bad  he  traced  t lie 
causes  and  the  remedies  of  the  evils 
she  endured,  so  sanguinely  had  he 
spoken  of  his  own  capacities  for  ad- 
ministering her  affairs,  and  so  bril- 
iantly  had  he  painted  the  prospects 
which  that  administration  opened  to 
the  weal  of  the  Church,  and  the 
interests:  of  the  Tope,  that  Innocent, 
though  a  keen  and  shrewd,  and  some- 
what sceptical  calculator  of  human 
thances,  was  entirely  fascinated  by 
the  eloquence  of  the  Roman. 

"  Is  this  the  man,"  he  is  reported 
'x>  have  said,  "  whom  for  twelve 
iionths  we  have  treated  as  a  prisoner 
md  a  criminal !  Would  that  it  were 
m  his  shoulders  only  that  the  Chris- 
dan  empire  reposed  !" 

At  the  close  of  the  interview  he 
6ad,  with  every  mark  of  favour  and 
iistinction,  conferred  upon  Rienzi  the 


rank  of  Senator,  which,  in  fact,  was 
that  of  Viceroy  of  Rome,  and  had 
willingly  acceded  to  all  the  projects 
which  the  enterprising  Rienzi  had 
once  more  formed — not  only  for  re- 
covering the  territories  of  the  Church, 
but  for  extending  the  dictatorial  sway 
of  the  Seven-hilled  City,  over  the  old 
dependencies  of  Italy. 

Albornoz,  to  whom  the  Pope  retailed 
this  conversation,  was  somewhat  jea- 
lous of  the  favour  the  new  Senator 
had  so  suddenly  acquired,  and  imme- 
diately on  his  return  home  sought 
an  interview  with  his  guest.  In  his 
heart,  the  Lord  Cardinal,  emphatically 
a  man  of  action  and  business,  regarded 
Rienzi  as  one  rather  cunning  than 
wise — rather  fortunate  than  great — 
a  mixture  of  the  pedant  and  the 
demagogue.  But  after  a  long  and 
scrutinizing  conversation  with  the 
new  Senator,  even  he  yielded  to  the 
spell  of  his  enchanting  and  mastei 
intellect.  Reluctantly  Albornoz  con- 
fessed to  himself  that.  Rienzi's  ri$< 
was  not  the  thing  of  chance ;  yet 
more  reluctantly  he  perceived  thai 
the  Senator  was  one  whom  he  might 
tiv.it  with  as  an  equal,  but  could  not 
iu!e  as  a  minion.  And  he  entertained 
serious  doubts  whether  it  would  be 
wise  to  reinstate  him  in  a  power 
which  he  evinced  the  capacity  to 
wie'.d  arid  the  genius  to  extend.  Still, 
however,  he  did  not  repent  the  share 
he  had  taken  in  Rienzi's  acquittal. 
His  presence  in  a  camp  so  thinly 
peopled  was  a  matter  greatly  to  be 
desired.  And  through  his  influence, 
the  Cardinal  more  than  ever  trusted 
to  enlist  the  Romans  in  favour  of  his 
enterprise  for  the  recovery  of  the 
territory  of  St.  Peter  ! 

Rienzi,  vho  panted  once  more  Ic 
behold  his  Nina,  endeared  to  him  by 
trial  and  absence,  as  by  fresh  bridals, 
Was  no1  however  able  to  discover  the 
name  she  had  assumed  at  Avignon  ; 
and  his  residence  with  the  Cardinal 
closely   but  respectfully   watched  as 
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he  was,  forbade  Nina  all  opportunity 
of  corresponding  with  him.  Some 
half  bantering  hints  "Inch  AUtoi-noi 
had  dropped  upon  the  interest  taken 
in  his  welfare  by  the  most  celebrated 
beauty  of  Avignon,  had  filled  him 
with  a  vague  alarm  which  he  trembled 
to  acknowledge  even  to  himself,  lint 
the  volto  sciolto  which,  in  common 
with  all  Italian  politicians,  concealed 
whatever  were  his  pensieri  stretti — ■ 
enabled  him  to  bailie  completely  the 
jealous  and  lynxlike  observation  of 
the  Cardinal.  Nor  had  Alvarez 
been  better  enabled  to  satisfy  the 
curiosity  of  his  master.  He  had  indeed 
sought  the  page  Villain,  but  the 
imperious  manner  nf  that  wayward 
and  haughty  boy  had  cut  short  all 
attempts  al  cross-examination.  And 
all  he  could  ascertain  was,  that  the 
real  Aligelo  Villain  was  not  the 
Angelo  Villain  who  had  visited  Rienzi. 

Trusting   at    last    that   he    should 
learn  all.  and  inflamed  by  such  p 
and  such  hope  as  lie  was  capable  of 
feeling,  Albornoz  now  took  Ins  way  to 
the  Cesarini's  pala 

He  was  ushered  with  due  state  into 
the  apartment  of  the  Signora.  lb; 
found  her  pale,  and  with  the  traci  -  of 
illness  upon  her  noble  and  statuelike 
features.  She  rose  as  he  entered; 
and  when  he  approached,  she  half 
bent  her  knee,  and  raised  his  hand 
to  her  lips.  Surprised  and  d 
at  a  reception  so  new,  the  Cardinal 
hastened  to  prevent  the  con 
sion;  retaining  both  her  hands,  he 
attempted  gently  to  draw  thcrn  to 
hi-  heart. 

"  Fairest  I"  he  whispered,  " 
thou  know  how  I  have  mou 
illness — and  yet  it  has  but  I 
more  lovely,  as  the  rain  only  lo 
the   flower.     All !    happy    if   I    hv 
promoted  thy  li  ;iit     I   ■■■  ish,  and  if  ,i, 
thine  eyes  I   may  hen  !  fori 


•    Vnllo  tctolto,  pentii  ri  strrttt-  I 
tenance  oj«.'n,  the  thoughts  tt  ttrainod. 


once  an  angel  to  guide  me  and  a 
paradise  to  reward." 

Nina,  releasing  her  hand,  waved  it 
gently,  and  motioned  the  Cardinal  to 
a  seat.  Seating  herself  at  a  little 
distance,  she  then  spoke  with  great 
gravity  and  downcast  eyes. 

"  My  Lord,  it  is  your  intercession, 
joined  to  his  own  innocence,  that  has 
released  from  yonder  tower  the  elected 

governor  of  the  ] pie  of  Koine.    But 

freedom  is  the  leasf  of  the  generous 
gifts  you  have  conferred;  there  is  a 
greater  in  a  fair  name  vindicated, 
and  rightful  honou*-  re-bestowed. 
For  this,  1  rest  ever  your  debtor;  for 
this,  if  I  bear  children,  they  shall  be 
taught  to  bless  your  name;  for  this 
the  historian  who  recalls  the  deeds  "f 
this  age,  and  the  fortunes  of  Cola  di 
Kien/.i,  shall  add  a  new  chaplet  to  the 
wreaths  you  have  already  won.  Lord 
Cardinal,  I  may  have  erred.  I  may 
have  offended  you — you  may  accuse 
woman's  artifice.  Speak  not, 
wonder  not.  hear  me  out.  I  have  but 
one  excuse,  when  i  say  that  I  held 
justified  any  means  short  of  dishonour, 
to  save  :  d  restore  the  for- 

1     I  i   di    Rienzi.     Know,  my 
Lord,  tli  ■  ■  new  addresses  you 

is  his  wife." 

The  Cardinal  remained  motionless 
and  silent.  Hut  his  sallow  counte- 
nance grew  flushed  from  the  brow  to 
the  neck,  and  his  thin  lips  quivered 
for  a  moment,  and  'hen  broke  into  a 
witherii         I  r smile.    At  length 

he  rose  from  his  Beat,  very  slowly, 
and  Baid,  in  a  voice  trembling  with 
passion, 

"  It  i>  well,  madam.    Giles  d  Albor- 
..  then,  a  puppet  in  tUe 

iii    the    rise, 

of  the  plebeian  demagogue  of  Rome 

Vim    hut     played    upon    uie   for  VOUl 

own  purposes;  and  nothing  short 01 
a  ( lardinal  of  Spain,  and  a  Prince  <>1 

il  bl I  of  Aragon,  was  meel 

to   be   the  in  1 1  umenl  of  a  mounts 

juggle  '     Madam,  yoorselfano 


230 


R1ENZ1, 


your  husband  might  justly  be  accused 

>f  ambition " 

"  Cease,  my  Lord,"  said  Nina, 
with  unspeakable  dignity ;  "  whatever 
offence  has  been  committed  against 
you  was  mine  alone.  Till  after  our 
last  interview,  Eienzi  knew  not  even 
of  my  presence  at  Avignon." 

"  At  our  last  interview,  Lady,  (you 
do  well  to  recall  it !)  methinks  there 
was  a  hinted  and  implied  contract. 
I  have  fulfilled  my  part — I  claim 
yours.  Mark  me  !  I  do  not  forego 
that  claim.  As  easily  as  I  rend  this 
glove  can  I  rend  the  parchment  which 
proclaims  thy  husband  '  the  Senator 
of  Rome.'  The  dungeon  is  not  death, 
and  its  door  will  open  twice." 

"  My  Lord — my  Lord ! "  cried  Nina, 
sick  with  terror,  "  wrong  not  so  your 
noble  nature,  your  great  name,  your 
sacred  rank,  your  chivalric  blood. 
You  are  of  the  knightly  race  of  Spain, 
yours  not  the  sullen,  low,  and  inex- 
orable vices  that  stain  the  petty  tyrants 
of  this  unhappy  land.  You  are  no 
Yisconti — no  Castraeani — you  cannot 
stain  your  laurels  with  revenge  upon 
a  woman.  Hear  me,"  she  continued, 
and  she  fell  abruptly  at  his  feet ;  "  men 
dupe,  deceive  our  sex — and  for  selfish 
purposes;  they  are  pardoned — even 
by  their  victims.  Did  /  deceive  you 
with  a  false  hope?  Well — what  my 
object] — what  my  excuse ?  My  hus- 
band's liberty — my  land's  salvation! 
Woman, — my  Lord,  alas,  your  sex 
too  rarely  understand  her  weakness 
">r  her  greatness !  Erring — all  human 
as  she  is  to  others — God  gifts  her 
with  a  thousand  virtues  to  the  one 
■die  loves !  It  is  from  that  love 
that  she  alone  drinks  her  nobler 
ni„iure.  For  the  hero  of  her  worship 
she  has  the  meekness  of  the  dove — 
the  devotion  of  the  6aint ;  for  his 
safety  in  peril,  for  his  rescue  in 
misfortune,  her  vain  sense  imbibes 
the  sagacity  of  the  serpent— her  weak 
heart,  the  courage  of  the  lioness  !  It 
is  this  which,  in  absence,  made  me 


mask  my  face  in  smiles,  that  the 
friends  of  the  houseless  exile  might 
not  despair  of  his  fate — it  is  this 
which  brought  me  through  forests 
beset  with  robbers,  to  watch  the  stars 
upon  yon  solitary  tower — it  was  this 
which  led  my  steps  to  the  revels  of 
your  hated  court — this  which  made 
me  seek  a  deliverer  in  the  noblest  of 
its  chiefs — it  is  this  which  has  at 
last  opened  the  dungeon  door  to  the 
prisoner  now  within  your  halls ;  and 
this,  Lord  Cardinal,"  added  Nina, 
rising,  and  folding  her  arms  upon  her 
heart — "  this,  if  your  anger  seeks  a 
victim,  will  inspire  me  to  die  without 
a  groan, — but  without  dishonour!" 

Albornoz  remained  rooted  to  the 
ground.  Amazement  —  emotion  — 
admiration — all  busy  at  his  heart. 
He  gazed  at  Nina's  flashing  eyes  and 
heaving  bosom  as  a  warrior  of  old 
upon  a  prophetess  inspired.  His 
eyes  were  riveted  to  hers  as  by  a 
spell.  He  tried  to  speak,  but  his 
voice  failed  him.     Nina  continued : 

"  Yes,  my  Lord  ;  these  are  no  idle 
words !  If  you  seek  revenge,  it  is 
in  your  power.  Undo  what  you  have 
done.  Give  Rienzi  back  to  the  dun- 
geon, or  to  disgrace,  and  you  are 
avenged ;  but  not  on  him.  All  the 
hearts  of  Italy  shall  become  to  him  a 
second  Nina  J  I  am  the  guilty  one, 
and  I  the  sufferer.  Hear  me  swear — in 
that  instant  which  sees  new  wrong  to 
Rienzi,  this  hand  is  my  executioner. — 
My  Lord,  I  supplicate  you  no  longer ! " 
Albornoz  continued  deeply  moved 
Nina  but  rightly  judged  him,  when  she 
distinguished  the  aspiring  Spaniard 
from  the  barbarous  and  unrelenting 
voluptuaries  of  Italy.  Despite  the 
profligacy  that  stained  his  sacred 
robe — despite  all  the  acquired  and 
increasing  callousness  of  a  hard, 
scheming,  and  sceptical  man,  cast 
amidst  the  worst  natures  of  theworst  of 
times — there  lingered  yet  in  his  soul 
much  of  the  knightly  honour  of  his 
race  and  country.    High  thoughts  and 
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daring  spirits  touched  a  congenial 
string  in  his  heart,  and  not  the  less, 
in  that  he  had  but  rarely  met  them  in 
his  experience  of  camps  and  courts. 
For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  felt 
that  he  had  seen  the  woman  who 
could  have  contented  him  even  with 
wedlock,  and  taught  him  the  proud 
and  faithful  love  of  which  the  min- 
Btrelfi  of  Spain  had  sung.  He  sighed, 
and  still  gazing  on  Nina,  approached 
her,  almost  reverentially;  he  knelt 
and  kissed  the  hem  of  her  robe. 
"  Lady,"  he  said,  "  I  would  I  could 
believe  that  you  have  altogether  read 
my  nature  aright,  bul  I  were  indeed 
lost  to  all  honour,  and  unworthy  of 
gentle  birth,  if  I  still  harboured  a  sin- 
gle thought  against  the  peace  and  vir- 
tue of  one  like  thee.    Sweet  heroine," 


— he  continued — "  so  lovely,  yet  so 
pure — so  haughty,  and  yet  so  soft — 
thou  hast  opened  to  me  the  brightest 
page  these  eyes  have  ever  scanned 
in  the  blotted  volume  of  mankind. 
Ma  vest  thou  have  such  happiness  as 
life  can  give  ;  but  souls  such  as  thin  3 
make  their  nest  like  the  eagle,  upon 
rocks  and  amidst  the  storms.  Pear 
me  no  more — think  of  me  no  more 
unless  hereafter,  when  thou  hearcst 
men  speak  of  Giles  d'Albornoz,  thou 
mayest  say  in  thine  own  heart." — and 
here  the  Cardinal's  lip  curled  with 
scorn  — "  he  did  not  renounce  everj 
feeling  worthy  of  a  man.  when  Am- 
bition  and  Fate  endued  him  with  the 
surplice  of  the  priest." 

The  Spaniard  was  gone  before  Nina 
could  reply. 
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BOOK  VIIL 


THE  GRAND  COMPANY. 

'  Montreal  nourrissoit  de  plus  vastes  projets  . . . .  il  donnoit  a  sa  oampagnie  un  gouvernev 
ment  regulier.  .  . .  Par  cette  discipline  il  faisoit  regner  l'abondance  dans  eon  camp; 
les  gens  de  guerre  ne  parloient,  en  Italie,  que  des  richesses  qu'on  acqueroit  a  son 
service." — Sismondi,  Hist,  des  Rg/nibliques  Italiennes,  torn.  vi.  c.  42. 

'Montreal  cherished  more  vast  designs  ...  he  subjected  his  company  to  a  regular  system 
of  government  .  .  By  means  of  this  discipline  he  kept  his  camp  abundantly  supplied, 
and  military  adventurers  in  Italy  talked  of  nothing  but  the  wealth  won  in  his  service. " 
— Sismondi's  Hist,  of  ItaU  Republic*. 


CHAPTEB  L 


THE   ENCAMPMENT. 


It  was  a  most  lovely  day,  in  the 
very  glow  and  meridian  of  an  Italian 
summer,  when  a  small  hand  of  horse- 
men were  seen  winding  a  hill  which 
commanded  one  of  the  fairest  land- 
scapes of  Tuscany.  At  their  head 
was  a  cavalier  in  a  complete  suit  of 
chain  armour,  tho  links  of  which  wore 
so  fine,  that  they  resembled  a  delicate 
and  curious  network,  but  so  strongly 
compacted,  that  they  would  have  re- 
sisted spear  or  sword  no  less  efFectuallj 
than  the  heaviest  corselet,  while adapl 
ing  themselves  exactly  and  with  ease 
to  every  movement  of  the  light  and 
graceful  shape  of  the  rider.  He  wore 
a  hat  of  dark  green  velvet  shaded  by 
long  plumes,  while  of  two  squires 
behind,  the  one  bore  his  helmet  and 
lance,  the  other  led  a  strong  war- 
horse,  completely  eased  in  plates  of 
mail,  which  seemed,  however,  scarcely 
to  encumber  its  proud  and  agiL 
The  countenance  of  the  cavalier  was 
comely,  but  strongly  marked,  and 
darkened,    \>\    long  ire   to    the 

suns  of  many  climes,  to  a  deep  bronze 
Vue :    a  few   raven    ringlets   escaped 


from  beneath  his  hat  down  a  cheek 
closely  shaven.  The  expression  of  his 
features  was  grave  and  composed  even 
to  sadness;  nor  could  all  the  loveli- 
ness of  the  unrivalled  scene  before 
him  dispel  the  quiet  and  settled 
melancholy  of  his  eyes.  Besides  the 
squires,  ten  horsemen,  armed  cap-a- 
]iie,  attended  the  knight;  and  the 
low  and  murmured  conversation  they 
cairied  on  at  intervals,  as  well  as  their 
long  fair  hair,  large  stature,  thick 
short  beards,  and  the  studied  and 
accurate  equipment  of  their  anus  and 
steeds,  bespoke  them  of  a  hardier  and 
more  warlike  race  than  the  children 
of  the  south.  The  cavalcade  was 
closed  with  a  man  almost  of  gigantic 
height,  bearing  a  banner  richly  deco- 
rated, wherein  was  wrought  a  column, 
with  the  inscription,  "Alone  amii>st 
ri  r.s."  Fair  indeed  was  the  prospect 
which  with  every  step  expanded  yet 
more  widely  its  various  beauty.  Bight 
before  stretched  a  long  vale,  now 
covered  with  green  woodlands  glitter- 
the  yellow  sunlight,  now  open- 
ing  into   narrow  plains  bordered   by 
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hillof  cs,  from  whose  mosses  of  all  hues 
grew  fantastic  and  odorous  shrubs; 
while,  winding  amidst  them,  a  broad 
and  silver  stream  broke  into  light  at 
frequent  intervals,  snatched  by  wood 
and  hillock  from  the  eye,  only  to 
steal  upon  it  again,  in  sudden  and 
bright  surprise.  The  opposite  slope 
of  gentle  mountains,  as  well  as  that 
which  the  horsemen  now  descended, 
was  covered  with  vineyards,  trained 
in  alleys  and  arcades  :  and  the  cluster- 
ing grape  laughed  from  eveiy  leafy 
and  glossy  covert,  as  gaily  as  when 
the  Fauns  held  a  holiday  in  the  shade. 
The  eye  of  the  Cavalier  roved  listlessly 
over  this  enchanting  prospect,  sleep- 
ing in  the  rosiest  light  of  a  Tuscan 
lica ven,  and  then  became  fixed  with  a 
more  earnest  attention  on  the  grey 
and  frowning  walls  of  a  distant  castle, 
which,  high  upon  the  steepest  of  the 
opposite  mountains,  overlooked  the 
valley. 

"  Behold,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
"how  every  Eden  in  Italy  hath  its 
curse !  Wherever  the  land  smiles 
fairest,  be  sure  to  find  the  brigand's 
tent  and  the  tyrant's  castle  !" 

Scarce  had  I  In- ■  t  h-  ■  i : 
his  mind,  ere  the  shrill  and  sudden 
blast,  of  a  bugle  that  sounded  close 
amongst  the  vineyards  by  the  side  of 
the  path  startled  the  whole  group. 
The  cavalcade  halted  abruptly.  The 
leader  made  a  gesture  to  the  squire 
who  led  his  war-horse.  The  noble 
and  practised  animal  remained  per- 
fectly still,  save  by  champing  its  bit 
restlessly,  and  moving  its  quick  car  to 
and  fro,  as  aware  of  a  coming  danger, 
— while  the  squire,  unencumbered  by 
the  heavy  armour  of  the  Germans, 
1  into  the  thicket  and  disap- 
peared. Be  returned  in  a  few  minutes, 

already  heated  and  hrea 

••  We  mu-t  be  on  our  guard/  lie 
whispered  ;   "  I  ae  amer  of 

steel  through  the  vine  le 

"  Our  ground  is  unhappily  chosen," 
said  the  Knight,  hastily  bracing  on 


his  helmet  and  leaping  on  his  charger; 
and  waving  his  hand  towards  a  broader 
space  in  the  road,  which  would  permit 
the  horsemen  more  room  to  act  in 
union,  with  his  small  band  he  made 
hastily  to  the  spot — the  armour  of  the 
soldiers  rattling  heavily  as  two  by  two 
they  proceeded  on. 

The  space  to  which  the  Cavalier  had 
pointed  was  a  green  semicircle  of 
several  yards  in  extent,  backed  by 
tangled  copses  of  brushwood  sloping 
down  to  the  vale  below.  They  reached 
it  in  safety;  they  drew  up  breast  to 
breast  in  the  form  of  a  crescent : 
every  visor  closed  save  that  of  the 
Knight,  who  looked  anxiously  and 
keenly  round  the  landscape. 

'•'  Hast  thou  heard,  Giulio,"  he  said, 
to  his  favourite  squire,  (the  only  Italian 
of  the  hand,)  "  whether  any  brigands 
have  been  seen  lately  in  these  parts]" 

"  No,  my  Lord;,  on  the  contrary,  I 
am  told  that  every  lance  hath  left  the 
country  to  join  the  Grand  Company 
of  Fra  Moreale.  The  love  of  his  pay 
and  plunder  has  drawn  away  the 
mercenaries  of  every  Tuscan  Signor." 

As  he  ceased  speaking,  the  bugle 
sounded  again  from  nearly  the  sanw 
spot  as  before ;  it  was  answered  by 
a  brief  and  martial  note  from  the 
wn  rear  of  the  horsemen.  At  the 
same  moment,  from  the  thickets 
behind,  broke  the  gleam  of  mail  and 
spears.     One  after  another,  rank  after 

in   tb pse  behind  them, 

d  men-al  amis,  while  suddenly, 
from  the  vines  is  front,  still  greater 
numbers  poured  forth  with  loud  and 
fierce  shouts 

"  For  God,  for  the  Emperor,  and 

for  the  Colonna  1"  cried  the  Knight, 

bis  visor ;  and  the  little  band, 

erried,  the  lance  in  every  rest, 

pon  the  rush  Of  the  enemy  in 

front,    a  score  or  to  the 

ground  by  thi   charge,  cleared  a  path 

for  the  ho  d,  without  waiting 

Lull   of  the  r<  -'    the   I 

wheeled   his  eharg.r  and   led   the  way 
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down  the  hill,  almost  at  full  gallop, 
despite  the  roughness  of  the  descent : 
a  flight  of  arrows  despatched  after 
them  fell  idly  on  their  iron  mail. 

"  If  they  have  no  horse,"  cried  the 
Knight,  '"  we  are  saved  !" 

.And,  indeed,  the  enemy  seemed 
scarcely  to  think  of  pursuing  them  ; 
but  (gathered  on  the  brow  of  a  hill) 
appeared  contented  to  watch  their 
flight. 

Suddenly  a  curve  in  the  road  brought 
them  before  a  broad  and  wide  patch 
of  waste  land,  which  formed  almost  a 
level  surface,  interrupting  the  descent 
of  the  mountain.  On  the  commence- 
ment of  this  waste,- drawn  up  in  still 
array,  the  sunlight  broke  on  the 
breastplates  of  a  long  line  of  horse- 
men, whom  the  sinuosities  of  the 
road  had  hitherto  concealed  from  the 
Knight  and  his  party. 

Tbe  little  troop  halted  abruptly 
—  retreat  —  advance  alike  cut  off ; 
gazing  first  at  the  foe  before  them, 
that  remained  still  as  a  cloud,  every 
eye  was  then  turned  towards  the 
Knight. 

"  A.n  thou  wouldst,  my  Lord,"  said 
the  leader  of  the  Northmen,  perceiv- 
ing the  irresolution  of  their  chief, 
"we  will  fight  to  the  last.  You  are 
the  only  Italian  I  ever  knew  whom  I 
would  willingly  die  for  ! ' 

This  rude  profession  v\as  received 
with  a  sympathetic  m.irmur  from  the 
rest,  and  the  soldiers  drew  closer 
around  the  Knight.  "  Nay,  my  brave 
fellows,"  said  the  Colonna,  lifting  his 
visor,  "  it  is  not  in  so  inglorious  a 
field,  after  such  various  fortunes,  that 
we  are  doomed  to  perish.  If  these  be 
brigands,  as  we  must  suppose,  wc  can 
yet  purchase  our  way.  If  the  troops 
of  some  Signor,  we  are  strangers  to 
the  feud  in  which  he  is  engaged. 
Give  me  yon  banner — I  will  ride  on 
to  them." 

"Nay,  my  Lord,"  said  Giulio ; 
"such  marauders  do  not  always  span' 
a  flag  of  truce.    There  is  danger " 


"  For  that  reason  your  leader  bra  vet 
it.     Quick  :" 

The  Knighl  took  the  banner,  and 
rode  deliberately  up  to  the  horsemen. 
On  approaching,  his  warlike  eye  could 
not  but  admire  the  perfec 
of  their  arms,  the  strength  and  beauty 
of  their  steeds,  and  the  steady  disc' 
pliiie  of  their  long  and  glittering  line. 

As  he  rode  up,  and  his  go: 
banner  gleamed  in  the  noonlight,  the 
soldiers  saluted  him.  It,  was  a  good 
omen,  and  he  hailed  it  as  such.  "Fair 
sirs,*'  said  the  Knight,  "  I  come,  at 
once  herald  and  leader  of  the  little 
band  who  have  just  escaped  the  un- 
looked-for assault  of  armed  men  on 
yonder  hill— and,  claiming  aid,  as 
knight  from  knight,  and  soldier  from 
soldier,  I  place  my  troop  under  the 
protection  of  your  leader.  Suffer  me 
to  see  him." 

"Sir  Knight,"  answered  one,  who 
seemed  the  captain  of  the  band, 
"  sorry  am  I  to  detain  one  of  your 
gallant  bearing,  and  still  more  so,  on 
recognising  the  device  of  one  of  the 
most  potent  houses  of  Italy.  But 
our  orders  are  strict,  and  we  must 
bring  all  armed  men  to  the  camp  of 
our  General." 

"  Long  absent  from  my  native  land, 
1  knew  not,"  replied  the  Knight, 
"  that  there  was  war  in  Tuscany.  Per- 
mit me  to  crave  the  name  of  'he 
general  whom  you  speak  of,  and  that 
of  the  foe  against  whom  ye  march." 

The  Captain  smiled  slightly. 

"  Walter  de  Montreal  is  the  General 
of  the  Great  Company,  and  Florence 
his  present  foe." 

"  We  have  fallen,  then,  into  friendly, 
if  fierce,  hands,"  replied  the  Knight, 
alter  a  moment's  pause.  "To  Sir 
Walter  dc  Montreal  I  am  known  of 
old.  Permit  me  to  return  to  my  com- 
panions, and  acquaint  them  that  ii 
accident  has  made  vis  prisoners,  it  is, 
at  least,  only  to  the  most  skilful 
warrior  of  his  day  that  we  are 
condemned  to  yield." 
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The  Italian  then  turned  his  horse 
to  join  his  comrades. 

"  A  fair  Knight  and  a  bold  presence," 
said  the  Captain  of  the  Companions  to 
his  neighbour,  "  though  I  scarce  think 
it  is  the  pail}  we  are  ordered  tointer- 
.  ept  Praised  be  the  Virgin,  however, 
his  men  seem  from  the  North.  Them, 
perhaps,  we  may  hope  to  enlist." 

The  Knight  now,  with  his  eomrades, 
rejoined  the  troop.  And,  on  receiving 
their  parole  not  to  attempt  escape,  a 
detachment  of  thirty  horsemen  were 
despatched  to  conduct  the  prisoners 
to  the  encampment  of  the  Great 
Company. 

Turning  from  the  main  road,  the 
Knight  found  himself  conducted  into 
a  narrow  defile  between  the  hills, 
which,  succeeded  by  a  gloomy  track 
of  wilil  forest  land,  brought  the  party 
at  length  into  a  full  and  abrupt 
view  of  a  wide  plain,  covered  with 
the  tents  of  what,  for  Italian  warfare, 
was  considered  a  mighty  army. 
A  stream,  over  which  rude  and 
bridges  had  been  formed  from 
the  neighbouring  timber,  alone  sepa- 
rated the  horsemen  from  the  encamp- 
ment. 

"A  noble  sight!"  said  the  captive 
Cavalier,  with  enthusiasm,  as  he 
reined  in  his  steed,  and  gazed  upon 
the  wild  and  warliki 
traversing  each  othei  in  vistas  broad 
and  regular. 

One  of  the  captains  of  th 
Company  who  r  de  beside  him,  smiled 
complacently. 

"  There  are  few  masters  of  the 
martial   art   who   equal    I'im    Mop-ale.'' 

said  he ;  "  and  Bavage,  reckb 

ed  from  all  ['.art-  and  .-.II  coun- 
ti  — from  cavern  and  from  market- 
place, from  prison  and  from  palace, 
as  are  hi-  troops,  he  has  reduced  them 
already  into  a  di  cipline  whir] 

even    the    soldiery    of    the 
Empire." 

Knight   made  no  r<  plj  ;  bnt, 
spurring  hi  i   "in:  of  the 


i  bridges,  .soon  found  himself 
amidst  the  encampment.  But  that 
part  at  which  he  entered  little  merited 
the  praises  bestowed  upon  the  disci- 
pline of  the  tinny.  A  more  unruly 
and  disorderly  array,  the  Cavalier, 
accustomed  to  the  stern  regularity  of 
English,  French,  and  German  disci- 
pline, thought  he  had  never  beheld  : 
here  and  there,  fierce,  unshaven,  half- 
naked  brigands  might beseen,  driving 
before  them  the  eat  tie  which  they  had 

llected  by  predatory  excursions. 
Sometimes  a  knot  of  dissolute  won. en 
stood — chattering,  scolding, 
lating — collected  round  groups  of  wild 
shagged  Northmen,  who,  despite  the 
bright  purity  of  the  summer-noon, 
were  already  engaged  in  deep  pota- 
tions. Oaths,  and  laughter,  and 
drunken  merriment,  and  fierce  brawl, 
ran-  from  side  to  side;  and  ever  and 
■  with  drawn 
knives  was  begun  and  finished  by  the 
fiery  , ami  savage  bravoes  of  Calabria 
or  the-  Apennines,  before  the  very 
eyes  and  almost  in  the  very  path  of 
the  troop.  Tumblers,  and  mounte- 
banks, and  jugglers,  and  Jewpedlers, 
were  exhibiting  their  trieks  or  their 
wares  at  every  interval,  apparently 
well  inured  to  the  lawless  and  turbu- 
lent   market    in  which  they  e.\ 

callings.     Desj  ite   tie 
protection  of  the  borsi  men  wh 
panied  them,  the  prisoners  were  not 
allowed  to  pass  without  moli 
( Iroupa  of  urchins,  Bqualid,  lb  rce,  and 
ragged,   seemed    to    start    from    the 
ground,  and  surrounded  their  horses 
,  uttering  th'-  most 
discordant  cries;  and.  with  thi 
turee  oi  rather  demanding 

than  beseeching  m ry,  which,  when 

■  ed  only  to  render  them 

more   i'  While,  Borne  times 

i  with  tlf  rest,  wore  Been  the 

ad  olive  cheek,  .ami  half- 

■ 

I 
doubly 
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striking.their  utter  and  unredeemed 
abandonment. 

"  You  did  not  exaggerate  the  deco- 
rum of  the  Grand  Company  ! "  cried 
the  Knight,  gravely,  to  his  new 
acquaintance. 

"  Signor,"  replied  the  other,  "  you 
must  not  judge  of  the  kernel  by  the 
shell.  We  are  scarcely  yet  arrived  at 
the  camp.  These  are  the  outskirts,  oc- 
cupied rather  by  the  rabble  than  the 
soldiers.  Twenty  thousand  men  from 
the  sink,  it  must  be  owned,  of  every 
town  in  Italy,  follow  the  camp,  to 
fight  if  necessary,  but  rather  for 
plunder,  and  for  forage : — such  you 
now  behold.  Presently  you  will  see 
those  of  another  stamp." 

The  Knight's  heart  swelled  high. 
"  And  to  such  men  is  Italy  given  up!" 
thought  he.  His  revery  was  broken 
by  a  loud  burst  of  applause  from  some 
convivialists  hard  by.  He  turned,  and 
under  a  long  tent,  and  round  a  board 
covered  with  wine  and  viands,  sate 
some  thirty  or  forty  bravoes.  A  ragged 
minstrel,  or  jongleur,  with  an  immense 
beard  and  mustachios,  was  tuning, 
with  no  inconsiderable  skill,  a  lute 
which  had  accompanied  him  in  all 
his  wanderings — and  suddenly  chang- 
ing its  notes  into  a  wild  and  warlike 
melody,  he  commenced  in  a  loud  and 
deep  voice  the  following  song  : — 

THE  PRAISE  OF  THE   (IRANI) 
COMPANY. 
I. 
Mo,  dark  one  from  tbe  golden  South, — 

Ho,  fail-  one  from  the  North  ; 
Ho,  coat  of  mail  ami  spear  of  sheen — ■ 

Ho,  wherefore  ride  ye  forth  ? 
"  We  come  from  mount,  we  come  from  cave, 

We  come  across  the  sea. 
In  Ion1?  array,  in  bright  array, 
Id  Montreal's  Companie." 
Oh,  tli"  merry,  mi  try  band, 
Light  heart,  and  heavy  hand — 
Oh,  the  Lances  of  the  Free  ! 


no.  Princes  of  the  castled  height — 

Ho,  Burghers  of  the  town  ; 
Apulia's  strength,  Rornagna'a  pride, 

And  Tusca's  old  renown  ! 


Why  quail  ye  thus?  why  pale  ye  thusf 

What  spectre  do  ye  see  ? 
"  The  blood-red  flag,  and  trampling  marclk 
Of  Montreal's  Companie." 

Oh,  the  sunshine  of  your  life — 
Oh,  the  thunders  of  your  strife  ! 
Wild  Lances  of  the  Free! 

3. 

Ho,  scutcheons  o'er  the  vaulted  tomb 

Where  Norman  valour  sleeps, 
Why  shake  ye  so  ?  why  quake  ye  80? 

Whai    'ind  the  trophy  sweeps? 
'*  We  shake  without  a  hi  oath — below, 

The  dead  are  stirred  to  see, 
The  Norman's  fame  revived  again 
In    Montreal's  Companie." 
Since  Roger  won  his  crown, 
Who  hath  equalled  your  renown, 
Brave  Lances  of  the  Free  ? 


Ho,  ye  who  seek  to  win  a  name, 

Where  deeds  are  bravest  done — 
Ho,  ye  who  wish  to  pile  a  heap, 
Where  gold  is  lightest  won  ; 
Ho,  ye  who  loathe  the  stagnant  life, 

Or  slum  the  law's  decree, 
Belt  on  the  brand,  and  Spur  the  steed, 
To  Montreal'sCompanie 

And  the  maid  shall  share  her  rest, 
And  the  miser  share  his  chest, 

With  the  Lances  of  the  Free  l 
The  Free  ! 
The  Free  ! 
Ob  !  the  Lances  of  the  Free  ! 

Then  suddenly,  as  if  inspired  to  a 
wilder  flight  by  bis  own  minstrelsy, 
the  jongleur,  sweeping  his  hand  over 
the  chords,  broke  forth  into  an  air 
admirably  expressive  of  the  picture 
which  his  words,  running  into  a 
rude,  but  lively  and  stirring  doggerel, 
attempted  to  paint. 

THE  MARCH  OF  THE  GRAND 
COMPANY. 

Tiri,  tirala— trumpet  and  drum — 

Rising  bright  o'er  the  height  of  the  moun 

tain  they  come  ! 
German,  and  Hun,  and  the  Islandrie, 
Who   routed    the     Frenohman    at     famed 

Cressie, 
When  the  rose  changed  its  hue  with   the 

flcur-de-lit  ; 
With  the  Roman,  and  Lombard,  and  Pie<! 

montese, 
*nd  the  dark-haired  sop  of  the  southern  MUL 
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TIra,  tirala— more  near  and  near 

Down  the  steep— see  them  sweep; — rank  by 

rank  they  appear ! 
With  the  Cloud  of  the  Crowd  hanging  dark 

at  their  rear — 
Serried,  and  steadied,  and  orderlte, 
Like  the  course — like  the  force — of  a  march- 
ing sea ! 
Open  your  gates,  and  out  with  your  gold, 
For  the  blood  must  be  spilt,  or  the  ransom 

be  told  ! 
Woe,  liwrghers,  woe  !    Behold  them  led 
By  the  stoutest  arm  and  the  wisest  head, 
'Vith  the  snow-white  cross  ou  the  cloth  ■>( 

red  ;— 
With  the  eagle  eye,  and  the  lion  port, 
Ilis  barb  for  a  throne,  and  his  camp  for  a 

court : 
Sovereign  and  scourge  of  the  land  is  he — 
The  kingly  Knight  of  the  C-mpanie  ! 
Hurrah — hurrah— hurrah  ! 
Hurrah  for  the  army — hurrah  for  its  lord — 
Hurrah  for  the  gold  that  is  got  by  the  sword — 
Hurra  h — h  urrah — h  urrah  ! 

For  the  Lances  of  the  Free  I 

Shouted  by  the  full  chorus  of  those 
desperate  hoon- companions,  and 
caught  up  and  re  echoed  from  side  to 
side,  ne;u-  and  f;ir,  as  the  familiar  and 
well-known  words  of  the  burthen 
reached  tin'  car-  of  more  distantgroups 
or  stragglers,  the  effect  of  this  fierce 
and  licentious  minstrelsy  was  inde- 
scribable. It  was  impossible  not  to 
feel  the  zest  which  that  daring  life 
impartcl  to  it-  daring  followers,  and 
even  the  gallant  ami  stately  Knight 
who  listened  to  it.  reproved 
fir  an  involuntary  thrill  of  sympathy 
and  pleasure. 

He  turned  with  some  impatience 
ami  irritation  to  his  companion,  who 
hail  taken  a  par*  in  the  churns,  and 
said.  "Sir,  to  the  ears  of  an  Italian 
noble,  COnBciouc  of  the  miseries  of  his 
country,  this  ditty  is  not  welcome.  I 
pray  yon,  let  us  proceed." 

"  I  humbly  crave  your  pardon, 
Signor,"  said  the  Free  Companion  ; 
"but  really  so  attractive  is  the  life  led 
by  Free  I.  do     i  ader  Pi  -  Moreale, 

that  sometimes  we  forge!  the  ; 

but  pardon  me-   we  will  on." 

A  fewmoments  more,  and  bounding 


over  a  narrow  circumvallation,  the 
party  found  themselves  in  a  quarter, 
animated  indeed,  but  of  a  wholly 
different  character  of  animation.  I^ong 
lines  of  armed  men  were  drawn  up  on 
either  side  of  a  path,  conducting  to  a 
large  marquee,  placed  upon  a  little 
hillock,  surmounted  by  a  blue  flag, 
and  up  this  path  armed  soldiers  were 
passing  to  and  fro  with  great  order, 
but  with  a  pleased  and  complacent  ex- 
pression upon  their  swarthy  features. 
Some  that  repaired  to  the  marquee 
were  bearing  packets  and  bales  upon 
their  shoulders — those  that  returned 
seemed  to  have  got  rid  of  their  bur- 
thens, but  every  now  and  then,  im- 
patiently opening  their  hands,  ap- 
peared counting  and  recounting  to 
themselves  the  coins  contained  therein. 

The  Knight  looked  inquiringly  at 
his  companion. 

"  It  is  the  marquee  of  the  mer- 
chants," said  the  captain ;  "  they  have 
free  admission  to  the  camp,  and  their 
property  and  persons  are  rigidly 
respected.  They  purchase  each  sol- 
dier's share  of  the  plunder  at  fair 
prices,  and  either  party  is  contented 
with  i  he  bargain." 

"  It  seems,  then,  that  there  is  some 
kind  of  rude  justice  observed  amongst 
you,"  said  the  Knight. 

"  Rude  I  Diavolo  !  Notatown  in 
Italy  but  would  be  glad  of  such  even 
justice,  and  such  impartial  laws. 
Yonder  lie  the  tents  of  the  judges, 
appointed  to  try  all  offences  of  soldier 
soldier.  To  the  right,  the 
ti  tit  with  the  golden  ball  contains  the 
treasurer  of  the  army.  Fra  Moreale 
incurs  no  arrears  with  his  BOldierj 

It  was,  indeed,  by  these  means  that 
the  K niL'lit  of  St.  John  had  collected 
i  equipped  and  the  best  con- 
tented   lone    in    Italy.      Every  day 
brought  him  recruits.     Nothn 

I 

Italy  hut    the  wealth  acquired  in  his 

and   every  warrior  in  the  pay 

of  Republic  or  of  Tyrant  sighed  for 
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the  lawless  standard  of  Fra  Moreale. 
Already  had  exaggerated  tales  of  the 
fortunes  to  be  made  in  the  ranks  of 
the  Great  Company  passed  the  Alps ; 
and,  even  now,  the  Knight,  penetrat- 
ing farther  into  the  camp,  beheld  from 
many  a  tent  the  proud  banners  and 
armorial  blazon  of  German  nobility 
and  Gallic  knighthood. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  Free  Com- 
panion, pointing  to  these  insignia, 
"  we  are  not  without  our  different 
ranks  in  our  wild  city.  And  while  we 
speak,  many  a  golden  spur  is  speeding 
hitherward  from  the  North ! " 

All  now  in  the  quarter  they  had 
entered  was  still  and  solemn ;  only 
afar  came  the  mingled  hum,  or  the 
sudden  shout  of  the  pandemonium  in 


the  rear,  mellowed  by  distance  to  a 
not  unpleasing  sound.  An  occasional 
soldier,  crossing  their  path,  stalked 
silently  and  stealthily  to  some  neigh- 
bouring tent,  and  seemed  scare*,  ly  to 
regard  their  approach. 

"  Behold !  we  are  before  the  Gene- 
ral's pavilion,"  said  the  Free  Lance. 

Blazoned  with  purple  and  gold,  the 
tent  of  Montreal  lay  a  little  apart 
from  the  rest.  A  brooklet  from  the 
stream  they  had  crossed  murmured 
gratefully  on  the  ear,  and  a  tall  and 
wide-spreading  beech  cast  its  shadow 
over  the  gorgeous  canvass. 

While  his  troop  waited  without,  the 
Knight  was  conducted  at  once  to 
the  presence  of  the  formidable  adven- 
turer. 


CHAPTER  II. 


ADRIAN   OHOH   WORE    THE    GUEST    OP   MONTREAL. 


Montreal  was  sitting  at  the  head 
of  a  table,  surrounded  by  men,  some 
military,  some  civil,  whom  he  called 
his  councillors,  and  with  whom  he 
apparently  debated  all  his  projects. 
These  men,  drawn  from  various  cities, 
were  intimately  acquainted  with  the 
internal  affairs  of  the  several  states  to 
which  they  belonged.  They  could  tell 
to  a  fraction  the  force  of  a  signor,  the 
wealth  of  a  merchant,  the  power  of 
a  mob.  And  thus,  in  his  lawless 
camp,  Montreal  presided,  not  more  as 
a  general  than  a  statesman.  Such 
knowledge  was  invaluable  to  tin:  chief 
of  the  Great  Company.  It  enabled 
him  to  calculate  exactly  the  time  to 
attack  a  foe,  and  the  sum  to  demand 
for  a  suppression  of  hostilities,  lie 
knew  what  parties  to  deal  with — 
where  to  importune — where  to  for- 
bear. And  it  usually  happened  thai, 
by  some  secret  intrigue,  the 
Knee  of  Montreal's  banner  before  the 


walls  of  a  city  was  the  signal  for  some 
sedition  or  some  broil  within.  It  may 
he  that  he  thus  also  promoted  an 
ulterior,  as  well  as  his  present,  policy. 

The  divan  were  in  full  consultation 
when  an  officer  entered,  and  whispered 
a  tew  words  in  Montreal's  ear.  His 
eyes  brightened.  "  Admit  him,"  he 
said  hastily.  "  Messires,"  he  added 
to  his  councillors,  rubbing  his  hands, 
"  I  think  our  net  has  caught  our  bird. 
Let  us  see." 

At  this  moment  the  drapery  was 
lifted  and  the  Knight  admitted. 

"  How ! "  muttered  Montreal,  chang- 
ing colour,  and  in  evadent  disap- 
pointment. "Am  I  to  be  ever  thus 
balked  ? " 

"  Sir  Walter  de  Montreal,"  said  the 
prisoner,  "  I  am  once  more  your  guest. 
In  these  altered  features  you  perhaps 
scarcely  recognise  Adrian  di  Castello." 

"  Pardon  me,  noble  Signor,"  said 
Montreal,  rising  with  great  courtesy 
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•*  the  mistake  of  my  varlets  disturbed 
my  recollection  for  a  moment, —  I 
rejoice  once  more  to  press  a  hand  that 
has  won  so  many  laurels  since  last  we 
parted.  Your  renown  has  been  grate- 
ful to  my  ears.  Ho  !"  continued  the 
chieftain,  clapping  his  hands,  "see  to 
the  refreshment  and  repose  of  this 
noble  Cavalier  and  hi>  attendants. 
Lord  Adrian,  I  will  join  you  pre- 
sently." 

Adrian  withdrew.  Montreal 
ful  of  his  councillors,  traversed  hia 
tent  with  hasty  strides  ;  then  summon- 
ing the  officer  who  had  admitted 
Adrian,  he  said,  "Count  Landau  still 
keeps  the  pass ! " 

"  Yes,  General ! "  - 

"  Hie  thee  fast  back,  then — the 
ambuscade  must  tarry  till  nightfall. 
We  have  trapped  the  wrong  fox." 

The  officer  departed,  and  shortly 
afterwards  Montreal  broke  up  the 
divan.  He  Bought  Adrian,  who  was 
lodged  in  a  tenl  beside  his  own. 

■■  M  .  Lord,"  said  Montreal,  "it  is 
true  that  my  men  had  orders  to  stop 
every  one  on  the  roads  towards  Flo- 
rence. I  am  at  war  with  that  city. 
Yet  I  expected  a  v'ery  different  pri- 
soner from  you.  Need  I  add,  that 
you  and  your  men  are  free  ? " 

"1  accept  the  conrtesy,  noble 
Montreal,  as  frankly  as  it  is  rendered. 
.May  I  hope  hereafter  to  repay  it  '. 
Meanwhile  permit  me,  without  any 
disrespect,  to  say  that  had  I  learned 
the  Grand  Company  was  in  this 
ion,  I  should  have  alter  '1  mj 
Course.  I  had  heard  t  li.it  your  arms 
wt-re  bent  (somewhat  to  my  mind 
more  nobly)  against    Malata 

l\  rant    if  Ril 

"  They  were  bo.  He  toas  my  foe  ; 
my  tributary.  We  conquer*  d 
him.  He  pant  as  the  price  oi  hii 
liberty.  We  marched  by 
upon  Sienna.  For  sixteen  thousand 
florins  we    p  city ;  and  »■■ 

now  hang  like  a  thunderbolt  over 
Florence,  which    dared    to    <",ud    her 


puny  aid  to  the  defence  of  Rimini 
Our  marches  are  forced  and  rapid 
and  our  camp  in  this  plain  but  just 
pitched." 

"  I  hear  that  the  Grand  Company 
is  allied  with  Albornoz,  and  that  its 
General  is  secretly  the  soldier  of  the 
Church.     Is  it  sol" 

"  Ay — Albornoz  and  I  understand 
one  another,"  replied  Montreal,  care- 
lessly :  "  and  not  the  less  so  that  we 
have  a  mutual  foe;  whom  both  are 
sworn  to  crush,  in  Viseonti,  the  arch- 
bishop of  Milan." 

"  Visconti !  the  most  potent  of  the 
Italian  princes.  That  he  has  justly 
incurred  the  wrath  of  the  Church  I 
know  and  I  can  readily  understand 
that  Innocent  has  revoked  the  pardon 
which  the  intrigues  of  the  Archbishop 
purchased  from  Clement  VI.  But  I 
do  not  sec  clearly  why  Montreal  should 
willingly  provoke  so  dark  and  terrible 
a  foe." 

Montreal  smiled  sternly.  "Know 
you  not,"  he  said,  "  the  vast  ambition 
of  that  Visconti  1  By  the  Holy  Sc- 
pulchre,  he  is  precisely  the  enenr.  my 
bouI  leap-  to  meet  :  Be  has  a 
worthy  to  cope  with  Montreal's.  I 
have  made  myself  master  of  his 
plans — (hey  are  gigantic  !     In  a  word, 

the  Archbisl designs  the  conquesl 

of  all   Italy.     His    enormous    wealth 

-    the     corrupt  —  his    'lark 

sagacity  ensnares  the  credulous— hi> 

daring  valour  awes  the  weak.      Everj 

enemy    he    humbles  —  every   ally    lie 

This  is  precisely  the  Prince 

rogree     Walter  di    Montreal 

musl  am  -i.     I  or  this  (he  said  in  a 

as   to    himself)  i.-   pi 
the  Prince  who,  if  suffered  to  extend 
er,  "ill   Id: -i rat-    the   plans 
and    break    the    force    of    Walter    dn 
Monl  Pi 

Adrian  was  silent,  and  for  the  tii   t 

time  a  suspicion  of  the  real  nature  of 
the    Provencal's  designs  crossed    his 

'•  But,  noble.   .Montnai.    resumed 
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the  Colo  una,  "  give  me,  if  your  know- 
ledge ser"  «,  as  no  dou'^t  it  does, — 
give  rue  tkj  latest  tidings  of  my  native 
.xty.  I  am  Roman,  and  Rome  is  ever 
in  my  thoughts." 

"  And  well  she  may,"  replied  Mon- 
treal, quickly.  "  Thou  knowest  that 
Albornoz,  as  Legate  of  the  Pontiff,  led 
the  army  of  the  Church  into  the  Papal 
Territories.  He  took  with  him  Cola 
di  Rienzi.  Arrived  at  Monte  Fiaseoue, 
crowds  of  Romans  of  all  ranks  has- 
tened thither  to  render  homage  to  the 
Tribune.  The  Legate  was  forgotten 
in  the  popularity  of  his  companion. 
Whether  or  not  Albornoz  grew  jealous 
— for  he  is  proud  as  Lucifer — of  the 
respect  paid  to  theTribune,  or  whether 
he  feared  the  restoration  of  his  power, 
I  cannot  tell.  But  he  detained  him 
in  his  camp,  and  refused  to  yield  him 
to  all  the  solicitations  and  all  the  de- 
putations of  the  Romans.  Artfully, 
however,  he  fulfilled  one  of  the  real 
objects  of  Rienzi's  release.  Through 
his  means  he  formally  regained  the  al- 
legiance of  Rome  to  the  Church, and  by 
the  attraction  of  his  presence  swelled 
his  camp  with  Roman  recruits.  March- 
ing to  Viterbo,  Rienzi  distinguished 
Himself  greatly  in  deeds  of  arms 
against  the  tyrant*  John  di  Vico.  Nay, 
he  fought  as  one  worthy  of  belonging 
to  the  Grand  Company.  This  increased 
the  zeal  of  the  Romans ;  and  the  city 
disgorged  half  its  inhabitants  to  attend 
the  person  of  the  bold  Tribune.  To 
the  entreaties  of  these  worthy  citizens 
(perhaps  the  very  men  who  had  before 
shut  up  their  darling  in  St.  Angelo) 
the  crafty  Legate  merely  replied, 
Arm  against  John  di  Vico — conquer 
/he  tyrants  of  the  Territory — re-esta- 
blish i he  patrimony  of  St.  Peter,  and 
Rienzi  shall  then  be  proclaimed  Se- 
nator, and  return  to  Rome.' 

"  These  words  inspired  the  Romans 
with  so  great  a  zeal,  that  they  wil- 
lingly lent  their  aid  to  the  Legate. 


Aquapendente,  Bolzena  yielded,  John 
di  Vico  was  half  reduced  and  half 
terrified  into  submission.andGabnelli, 
the  tyrant  of  Agobbio,  has  since  suc- 
cumbed The  glory  is  to  the  Cardinal, 
but  the  merit  with  Rienzi." 

"  And  now  1 " 

"  Albornoz  continued  to  entertain 
the  Senator-Tribune  with  great  splen- 
dour and  fair  words,  but  not  a  word 
about  restoring  him  to  Rome. 
Wearied  with  this  suspense,  I  have 
learned  by  secret  intelligence  that 
Rienzi  has  left  the  camp,  and  betaken 
himself  with  few  attendants  to  Flo- 
rence, where  he  has  friends,  who  will 
provide  him  with  arms  and  money  to 
enter  Rome." 

"Ah  then  !  now  I  guess,"  said 
Adrian,  with  a  half  smile,  "  for  whom 
I  was  mistaken  !" 

Montreal  blushed  slightly.  "  Fairly 
conjectured  !  "  said  he. 

"  Meanwhile,  at  Rome,"  continued 
the  Provencal — "atRome,your  worthy 
House,  and  that  of  the  Orsini,  being 
elected  to  the  supreme  power,  quar- 
relled among  themselves,  and  could 
not  keep  the  authority  they  had  won. 
Francesco    Baroncelli,*  a  new  dema- 


•  Vit  di  Col.  di  Rinnxi. 


*  This  Baroncelli,  who  has  been  intro. 
duced  to  the  reader  in  a  former  portion  of 
this  work,  is  called  by  Matteo  Villain  "a 
man  of  vile  birth  and  little  learning — he  had 
been  a  Notary  of  the  Capitol." 

In  the  midst  of  the  armed  dissensions  be- 
tween the  Barons,  which  followed  the  ex- 
pulsion of  Rienzi,  Baroncelli  contrived  to 
make  himself  Master  of  the  Capitol,  and  of 
what  was  considered  an  auxiliary  of  no  com- 
mon importance  \i;:  the  Great  Hell,  by 
whose  alarum  Rienzi  had  so  often  summoned 
to  arms  the  Roman  people.  Baroncelli  was 
crowned  Tribune,  clothed  in  a  robe  of  gold 
brocade,  and  invested  wltn  the  orozier- 
sceptre  of  Rienzi.  At  first,  his  cruelty 
against  the  great  took  the  appearance  of 
protection  to  the  humble;  but  the  excesses 
of  his  sons  (not  exaggerated  in  the  text),  ami 
his  own  brutal  but  bold  ferocity,  soon  made 
him  execrated  by  the  people,  to  whom 
ho  owed  his  elf-ration.  lie  hail  the  folly  to 
declare  again  s  the  Pope  ;  and  this  it 
really  was  thy  c  mainly  induced  Innocent  to 
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gogue,  a  humble  imitator  of  Ricnzi, 
rose  upon  the  ruins  of  the  peace 
broken  by  the  nobles,  obtained  the 
title  of  Tribune,  and  carried  about  the 
very  insignia  used  by  his  predecessor. 
Rut  less  wise  than  Kienzi,  he  took  the 
antipapal  party.  And  the  Legate  was 
thus  enabled  to  play  the  papal  dema- 
gogue against  the  usurper.  Baroncelli 
was  a  weak  man,  his  sous  committed 
every  excess  in  mimicry  of  the  high- 
born tyrants  of  Padua  and  Milan. 
Virgins  violated  and  matrons  disho- 
noured, somewhat  contrasted  the 
solemn  and  majestic  decorum  of 
Rienzi's  rule  ; — in  fine,  Baroncelli  fell 
massacred  by  the  people.  And  now, 
if  you  ask  what  rules  Rome,  I  answer, 
'  It  is  the  hope  of  Kienzi.'  " 

"  A  strange  man,  and  various  for- 
tunes. What  will  be  the  end  of 
both!" 

"  Swift  murder  to  the  first,  and 
eternal  fame  to  the  last,'*  answered 
Montreal,  calmly.  "  Kienzi  will  be 
restored ;  that  brave  phoenix  will 
wing  its  way  through  storm  and  cloud 
to  its  own  funereal  pyre :  I  foresee,  I 
.-.  I  admire.— And  then," 
added  Montreal,  "I  look  beyond!" 

"  But  wherefore  feel  you  so  cer- 
tain that,  if  restored,  Kienzi  must 
fall  !  " 

"Is  it  not  clear  to  every  eye,  save 
his,  whom  ambition  blinds  !  How  can 
mortal  genius,  however  great,  rule  that 
mo-t  depraved  people  by  popular 
means'?  The  Barons— (you know  their 


and  oppose  to  their  > 
the  former  and  more  Illustrious  Tribune. 
i,  like    Ki'uzi,  was  excommuni- 
cated; and  in  his  instance,  also,  the  curse 

bun  li  was  the  immi  dials 
his  downfall.    In  attempting  flight  he  was 

d  i>y  the  mol  D 
fWne,  bowerer,  hare  maintained  that  in- 
m-iu  slain  in  oombat  with  Biei 
others,  by  a  confusion  of  date*,  hare  made 
him  succeed  to  EUenzl  on  the  death  of  the 
i.  lib.  111.  tup.  7H. 
MS.  Vat. 
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indomitable  ferocity)  —  wedded  to 
alms",  and  loathing  every  semblance 
to  law  ;  the  Barons,  humbled  for  a 
moment,  will  watch  then  occasion, am 
rise.  The  people  will  again  desert. 
Or  else,  grown  wise  in  one  respect  bj 
experience,  the  new  Senator  will  see 
that  popular  favour  has  a  loud  voice, 
but  a  recreant  arm.  He  will,  like  the 
Barons,  surround  himself  by  foreign 
swords.  A  detachment  from  the  Grand 
Company  will  lie  his  courtiers ;  they 
will  be  his  masters  !  To  pay  them  the 
people  must  be  taxed.  Then  the  idol 
is  execrated.  No  Italian  hand  can 
govern  these  hardy  demons  of  the 
north  ;  they  will  mutiny  and  fall  away. 
A  new  demagogue  will  lead  on  the 
people,  and  Rienzi  will  be  the  victim 
.Mark  my  prophecy  ! " 

"And  then  the  ' beyond '  to  which 
you  look  1 " 

"  Utter  prostration  of  Rome,  for  new 
and  long  ages;  God  makes  not  two 
Rienzis  ;  or,"  said  Montreal,  proudly, 
"the  infusion  of  a  new  life  into  the 
Horn., ut  and  diseased  frame, —  the 
foundation  of  a  new  dynasty.  Verily, 
when  I  look  around  me,  I  believe  that 
the  Ruler  of  nations  designs  the 
restoration  of  the  South  by  the  irrup- 
tions of  the  North  ;  and  that  out  o{ 
the  old  Franc  and  Germanic  race  will 
be  built,  up  the  thrones  of  the  future 
world ! " 

As  Montreal  thus  spoke,  leaning  on 
his  great  war-sword,  with  his  fair  and 
heroic  features — so  different,  in  their 
frank,  bold,  fearless  expression,  from 
the  dark  and  wily  intellect  that  cha- 
racterises the  lineaments  of  th 
—  eloquent  a(  once  with  enthusiasm 

and  tl ght— he  might  have  seemed 

no    unfit  iiiir    representative  of   the 
genius  of  that  northern  chivalry  0/ 

which    he   spake.      And    Adrian    l.alf 

fancied  thai  be  Ban  bi  fore  hh 
the  old  Gothic  scourgi  b  ol  thi 

World. 

Their  < venation  was  hi  re  Inter- 
rupted  by   the  sound  of  a  iruuiputy> 
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and  presently  an  officer  entering,  I 
announced  the  arrival  of  ambassadors  I 
from  Florence. 

"  Again  you  must  pardon  me,  noble 
Adrian,"  said  Montreal,  "  and  let  me 
claim  you  as  my  guest  at  least  for  to- 
night. Here  yrou  may  rest  secure,  and 
on  parting,  my  men  shall  attend  you  to 


the  frontiers  of  whatsoever  territory 
you  design  to  visit." 

Adrian,  not.  sorry  to  see  more  of  a 
man  so  celebrated,  accepted  the  invi- 
tation. 

Left  alone,  he  leaned  his  head  upon 
his  hand,  and  soon  became  lost  in  his 
reflections. 


CHAPTER  HI. 


FAITHFUL    AND    ILL-FATED    LOVE. THE    ASPIRATIONS   SURVIVE    THE    AFFECTIONS. 


Since  that  fearful  hour  in  which 
Adrian  Colonna  had  gazed  upon  the 
life'css  form  of  his  adored  Irene,  the 
voir.ig  Roman  had  undergone  the 
usual  vicissitudes  of  a  wandering  and 
adventurous  life  in  those  exciting 
times.  His  country  seemed  no  longer 
dear  to  him.  His  very  rank  pre- 
cluded him  from  the  post  he  once 
aspired  to  take  in  restoring  the  liber- 
ties of  Rome ;  and  he  felt  that  if  ever 
such  a  revolution  could  be  consum- 
mated, it  was  reserved  for  one  in  whose 
birth  and  habits  the  people  could  feel 
sympathy  and  kindred,  and  who  could 
lift  his  hand  in  their  behalf  without 
Becoming  the  apostate  of  his  order 
and  the  judge  of  his  own  House.  He 
had  travelled  through  various  courts, 
and  served  with  renown  in  various 
fields.  Beloved  and  honoured  where- 
soever he  fixed  a  temporary  home,  no 
change  of  scene  had  removed  his  me- 
lancholy— no  new  ties  had  chased 
away  the  memory  of  the  Lost.  In 
that  era  of  passionate  and  poetical 
romance,  which  Petrarch  represented 
rather  than  created,  Love  had  already 
begun  to  assume  a  more  tender  and 
sacred  character  than  it  had  hitherto 
known,  it  had  gradually  imbibed  the 
tlivine  spirit  which  it  derives  from 
Christianity,  and  which  associates  its 
sorrows  on  earth  with  the  visions  and 
hopes  of  heaven.  To  him  who  relies 
up  .r  immortality,  fidelity  to  the  dend 


is  easy ;  because  death  cannot  extin- 
guish hope,  and  the  soul  of  the 
mourner  is  already  half  in  the  world 
to  come.  It  is  an  age  that  desponds 
of  a  future  life — representing  death  as 
an  eternal  separation — in  which,  if 
men  grieve  awhile  for  the  dead,  they- 
hasten  to  reconcile  themselves  to  the 
living.  For  true  is  the  old  aphorism, 
that  love  exists  not  without  hope. 
And  all  that  romantic  worship  which 
the  Hermit  of  Vaucluse  felt,  or  feigned, 
for  Laura,  found  its  temple  in  the  de- 
solate heart  of  Adrian  Colonna.  He 
was  emphatically  the  Lover  of  hia 
time !  Often  as,  in  his  pilgrimage 
from  land  to  land,  he  passed  the  walls 
of  some  quiet  and  lonely  convent,  he 
seriously  meditated  the  solemn  vows, 
and  internally  resolved  that  the  clois- 
ter should  receive  his  maturer  age. 
The  absence  of  years  had,  however,  in 
some  degree  restored  the  dimmed  and 
shattered  affection  for  his  fatherland, 
and  lie  desired  once  more  .to  visit  the 
city  in  which  he  had  first  beheld 
Irene.  "  Perhaps,"  he  thought,  "  t  line 
may  have  wrought  some  unlooked-for 
change ;  and  I  may  yet  assist  to  re- 
store my  country." 

But  with  this  lingering  patriotism 
no  ambition  was  mingled.  In  that 
heated  stage  of  action,  in  which  the 
desire  of  power  seemed  to  stir  through 
every  breast,  and  Italy  had  become 
the  El  Dorado  of  wealth,  or  the  Utopia 
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of  empire,  to  thousands  of  valiant 
arms  ami  plotting  minds,  there  wasat 
>eas1  "lie  breast  that  felt  the  true  phi- 
losophy of  the  Hermit.  Adrian's 
nature,  though  gallant  and  masculine, 
was  singularly  imbued  with  that  ele- 
gance of  temperament  which  recoils 
from  rude  contact,  and  to  which  a 
lettered  and  cultivated  indolence  is 
the  supremesl  luxury.  His  education, 
his  experience,  and  his  intellect,  had 
placed  him  far  in  advance  of  his  age, 
and  he  looked  with  a  high  contempt 
on  the  coarse  villanies  and  base  tricks 
by  which  Italian  ambition  sought  its 
road  to  power.  The  rise  and  fall  of 
liicn/.i.  who,  whatever  his  failings. 
was  at  least  the  purest  and  most  ho- 
Qourable  of  the  selfraised  princes  of 
the  age,  hail  conspired  to  make  him 
despond  of  the  success  of  noble,  as  In- 
recoiled  from  thatof  selfish  aspirations. 
And  the  dreamy  melancholy  which 
resulted  from  his  ill-starred  love,  yet 
more  tended  to  wean  him  from  the 
stale  and  hackneyed  pursuits  of  the 
world.  His  character  was  full  of 
beauty  and  of  poetry— not  the  less  so 
in  that  it.  found  noi  a  vent  for  its 
emotions  in  the  actual  occupation  of 
the  poet, !  rent  within,  those  emotions 
diffused  themselves  over  all  his 
its  and  coloured  his  whole  soul. 
Sometimes,  in  the  blessed  abstraction 
of  his  visions,  he  pictured  to  himself 
the  lot  he  might  have  chosen  had 
Irene  lived,  and  fate  united  them — 
far  from  the  turbulent  ami  \  ulj 
of  Borne  but  amidst  some  yel  unpol- 
1'it.  d  solitude  of  the  bright  Italian  soil. 
Id-  eye  there  rose  the  lovely 
landscape-  -the  palace  by  the  borders 
of  the  wavelesslake — the  vim 
the  valley — the  dark   forests  waving 

from    the    hill-   and    that     homo,    the 
of  all  lli"  i! 

and  love  of  Italy,  brightened  by  the 
"  Lampeggiar  di  li 


♦  ■•The  Bplendnui  of  the  angel  smile    -- 
Panuuu  m 


makes  a  paradise  in  the  face  we  love. 
( Hften,  seduced  by  such  dreams  to  com- 
plex oblivion  of  his  loss,  the  young 
wanderer  started  from  the  ideal  blis? 
t«.  Ixhold  around  him  the  solitary 
waste  of  way— or  the  moonlit  tents  of 
war — or,  worse  than  all.  the  crowds 
and  revels  of  a  foreign  court. 

Whether  or  not  such  fancies  now, 
for  a  moment,  allured  lus  medita- 
tions, conjured  up,  perhaps,  by  the 
name  of  Irene's  brother,  which  never 
sounded  in  his  ears  but  to  awaken 
ten  thousand  associations,  theColonna 
remained  thoughtful  and  absorbed, 
until  he  was  disturbed  by  his  own 
squire,  who,  accompanied  by  Mon- 
treal's servitors,  ushered  in  his  soli- 
tary but  ample  repast.  Flasks  of  the 
richest  Florentine  wines — viands  pre 
pared  with  all  the  art  which,  alas, 
Italy  has  now  lost  ! — goblets  and  sal 
vers  of  gold  and  silver,  prodigally 
wrought  with  barbaric  gems— attested 
the  princely  luxury  which  reigned  in 
i he  camp  of  the  Grand  Company. 
Hut  Adrian  saw  in  all  only  the  spolia- 
tion of  his  degraded  country,  and  li  It 
lendour  almost  as  an  insult. 
His  lonely  meal  soon  concluded,  he 
became  impatient  of  the  monotony 
of  his  lent;  and,  tempted  by  the  cool 
air  of  the  descending  eve,  sauntered 
l\  forth.  I le  iieui  his  steps  by 
the  side  of  the  brooklet,  I  hat  curved, 
snakelike    and     sparkling,    by     MoU 

nt  ;  and  finding  a  spot  Borne 
litary  and  apart  from  the  war- 
w  ments  around,  flung  himself 
by  the  mare  in  of  the  stream. 

The  I     the  >llli    quivered 

wave  (hat   danced  musically 
over   it>  Btony   bed  ;    and  amidst   a 

n  ■  lie  opposite  bank  broke 

1  and  momentary  song  of  gnch 

of  the  bolder  habitants  of  that  purple 

hi      i       I  he    dill   of    the   camp    had   Hot 

Beared  from  their  green  retreat.    The 
clouds  lay  motionless  to  the  west,  in 

,  so  darkly  ami  Intensely  blue, 
hndseapesthal 
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i  Claude  or  a  Rosa  loved  to  paint :  and 
dim  and  delicious  rose-hues  gathered 
over  the  grey  peaks  of  the  distant 
Apennines.  From  afar  floated  the 
hum  of  the  camp,  broken  by  the 
neigh  of  returning  steeds  ;  the  blast 
of  an  occasional  bugle;  and,  at  regular 
intervals,  by  the  armed  tramp  of  the 
neighbouring  sentry.  And  opposite  to 
the  left  of  the  copse — upon  a  rising 
ground,  matted  with  reeds,  moss,  and 
waving  shrubs — were  the  ruins  of 
some  old  Etruscan  building,  whose 
name  had  perished,  whose  very  uses 
were  unknown. 

The  scene  was  so  calm  and  lovely, 
as  Adrian  gazed  upon  it,  that  it  was 
scarcely  possible  to  imagine  it  at  that 
very  hour  the  haunt  of  fierce  and 
banded  robbers,  among  most  of  whom 
the  very  soul  of  man  was  enibruted, 
and  to  all  of  whom  murder  or  rapine 
made  the  habitual  occupation  of  life. 

Still  buried  in  his  reveries,  and 
carelessly  dropping  stones  into  the 
noisy  rivulet,  Adrian  was  aroused  by 
the  sound  of  steps. 

"  A  fair  spot  to  listen  to  the  lute 
and  the  ballads  of  Provence,"  said  the 
voice  of  Montreal,  as  (lie  Knight  of 
St.  John  threw  himself  on  the  turf 
beside  the  young  Colonna. 

"  You  retain,  then,  your  ancient 
love  of  your  national  melodies,"  said 
Adrian. 

"  Ay,  I  have  not  yet  survived  all 
my  youth,"  answered  Montreal,  with 
a  slight  sigh.  "  But  somehow  or 
other,  the  strains  that  once  pleased 
my  fancy  now  go  too  directly  to  my 
heart.  So,  though  I  still  welcome 
jongleur  and  minstrel,  I  hid  them 
sing  their  riezvcst  conceits.  I  cannot 
wish  ever  again  to  hear  the  poetry  I 
heard  when  /  was  young/" 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Adrian,  with 
great  interest,  "  but  fain  would  1  have 
dared,  though  a  secret  apprehension 
prevented  me  hitherto, — fain  would  I 
have  dared  to  question  you  of  that 
lovely  lady,  with  whom,  seven  years 


I  ago,  we  gazed  at  moonlight  upon  the 
odorous  orange-groves  and  rosy  waters 
of  Terracina." 

Montreal  turned  away  his  face ;  he 
laid  his  hand  on  Adrian's  arm,  and 
murmured,  in  a  deep  and  hoarse  tone, 
"  I  am  alone  now  !" 

Adrian  pressed  his  hand  in  silence. 
He  felt  no  light  shock  at  thus  learn- 
ing the  death  of  one  so  gentle,  so 
lovely,  and  so  ill-fated. 

"  The  vows  of  my  knighthood," 
continued  Montreal,  "which  precluded 
Adeline  the  rights  of  wedlock — the 
shame  of  her  house — the  angry  grief 
of  her  mother — the  wild  vicissitudes 
of  my  life,  so  exposed  to  peril — the 
loss  of  her  son — all  preyed  silently  on 
her  frame.  She  did  not  die  (die  is 
too  harsh  a  word  !),  but  she  drooped 
away,  and  glided  into  heaven.  Even 
as  on  a  summer's  morn  some  soft 
dream  ileets  across  us,  growing  less 
and  less  distinct,  until  it  fades,  as  it 
were,  into  light,  and  we  awaken — so 
faded  Adeline's  parting  spirit,  till  (lie 
daylight  of  God  broke  upon  it." 

Montreal  paused  a  moment,  and 
then  resumed  :  "  These  thoughts  make 
the  boldest  of  us  weak  sometimes,  and 
we  Provencals  are  foolish  in  these 
matters  ! — God  wot,  she  was  very  dear 
to  me  !" 

The  Knight  bent  down  and  crossed 
himself  devoutly,  his  lips  muttered  a 
prayer.  Strange  as  it  may  seem  to 
our  more  enlightened  sge,  so  martial 
a  garb  did  morality  then  wear  ihi 
this  man,  at  whose  word  tow  ,^  hat 
blazed  anil  torrents  of  blood  had 
flowed,  neither  adjudged  himself,  nor 
was  adjudged  by  the  majority  <>t'  '.is 
contemporaries,  a  criminal.  Ilisorder, 
half  monastic,  half  warlike,  was  em- 
of  himself.  He  trampled 
upon  man,  yet  humbled  himself  to 
God  ;  nor  had  all  his  acquaintance 
with  the  refining  scepticism  of  Italy 
shaken  the  sturdy  and  simple  faith 
of  the  bold  Provencal.  So  far  from 
recoanising   anv    want    of    harmony 
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between  his  calling  and  his  creed,  be 
held  that  man  no  true  chevalier  who 
svas  not  as  devout  to  the  Cross  as 
relentless  with  the  sword. 

"  And  you  have  no  child  save  the 
one  you  lost!"  asked  Adrian,  when 
he  observed  the  wonted  composure  of 
Montreal  once  more  returning. 

"  None !  "said  Montreal,  as  his  brow 
again  darkened.  "  No  love-begotten 
heir  of  mine  will  succeed  to  the  for- 
tunes I  trust  yet  to  build.  Never  on 
earth  shall  I  see  upon  the  face  of  her 
child  the  likeness  of  Adeline!  Yet, 
at  Avignon,  I  saw  a  boy  I  would  have 
claimed;  for  methought  she  must 
have  looked  her  soul  into  his  eyes, 
they  were  so  like  hers  !  Well,  well  I  the 
Provence  tree  hat  hot  her  branches;  and 
some  unborn  nephew  must  be — what! 
The  stars  have  not  yet  decided  !  Hut 
ambition  is  now  the  only  thing  in  the 
world  left  me  to  love." 

"So  differently  operates  the  same 
misfortune  up":,  liferent  char 
thought  the  C  olonna.  "To  me,  crowns 
became  valueless  when  I  could  no 
longer  dream  of  placing  them  on 
Irene's  brow  '." 

The  similarity  of  their  fates,  how- 
ever, attracted  Adrian  Btrorj 
wards  his  hosl  ;  and  the  two  Knights 
conversed  together  with  more  friend- 
ship and  unreserve  than  they  had 
hitherto  done.  At  length  Montreal 
said,  "  By  the  way,  1  have  not  in- 
quired your  destination." 

•■  1  am  1'  iund  to  Rome," said  Adrian; 
"  and  the  intelligence  1  have  learned 
from   yon    incite     me  thitherward   yet 

igerly.   It  Rienzi  return,  I  may 

Uy,  perchance,   be 

tween  the  Tribuni  and    the 

.  and  if  1  find  my  cousin,  young 

Ho,  now  tie-  head  of  our  bouse, 

more  tractable-  than   hi-  -if-,    I  .--ball 

ie , t   .1-   p  mi-  •  ■:    co]  cilia!         'he  less 

powerful  Barons,  [tome  want 

and  whoever  governs,  if  he  govern  but 

with  justice,  onghl   to  be  su] 

both  by  prince  and  plebeian  1" 


Montreal  listened  with  great'atten- 
tion,  and  then  muttered  to  himself, 
"No,  it  cannot  be!"  He  mused  a 
little  while,  shading'  his  brow  with  his 
hand,  before  he  said  aloud,  "  To  Rome 
you  are  bound.  Well,  we  shall  meet 
soon  amidst  its  ruins.  Know,  by  the 
way,  that  my  object  here  is  already 
won :  these  Florentine  merchants  have 
acceded  to  my  terms ;  they  have 
purchased  a  two  years'  peace;  to- 
morrow the  camp  breaks  up,  and  the 
(hand  Company  march  to  Lombardy. 
There,  if  my  schemes  prosper,  and 
tin-  Venetians  pay  my  price,  I  league 
the  rascals  (under  Landau,  my  Lieu- 
tenant) with  the  Sea-City,  in  defiance 
of  the  Visconti,  ami  shall  pass  my 
autumn  in  peace  amidst  the  pomps 
of  Rome." 

"  Sir  Walter  de  Montreal,"  said 
Adrian,  "  your  frankness  perhaps 
makes  me  presumptuous;  but  when 
I  hear  you  talk,'  like  a  huxtering 
trader,  of  selling  alike  your  friendship 
and  your  forbearance,  I  ask  myself, 
'  Is  this  the  great  Knight  of  St.  ,Ieb ii ; 
and  have  men  spoken  of  him  fairly, 
when  they  assert  the  sole  stain  on 
his  laurels  to  be  his  avarice?'" 

.Montreal  bit  his  lip;  nevertheless, 
heana  wered  calmly, "  .M  y  fran  k  ness  has 
brought  its  own  penance,  Lord  Adrian. 
However,  I  cannot  wholly  leave  BO 
honoured  a  guest  under  an  Lmpi 
which  1  feel  to  be  plausible,  but  not 
ju  i.  No,  brave  Colonna ;  report 
wrongs  me.  1  value  Cold,  for  Gold  is 
the  Architect  of  Power!  It  lill*  the 
camp — it  storms  the  city — it  buys  the 
market  place—  it  raises  the  palace    it 

founds  the  throne.      I   \alue  (iold, — it 
is  the  ii  to  my  end  !" 

"  And  that  end " 

I        ao    matter    what,"    said    the 

Knight  coldly.   "  Lei  ub  to  our  tents 

fill  heavily,  and  the  malaria 

The  pair  rose;— yet,  fascinated  by 

ity  of  the  hour,  they  lingered 
for   a   umim/r   by    the   brook.      TL- 
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earliest  stars  shone  over  its  crisping 
wavelets,  and  a  delicious  breeze  mur- 
mured gently  amidst  the  glossy  herb- 
age." 

"Thus  gazing,"  said  M  ontreal ,  softly, 
"we  reverse  the  old  Medusan  fable 
the  poets  tell  us  of,  and  look  and 
muse  ourselves  out  of  stone.  A  little 
while,  and  it  was  the  sunlight  that 
gilded  the  wave  —  it  now  shines  as 
brightly  and  glides  as  gaily  beneath 
the  stars;  even  so  rolls  the  stream 
of  time :  one  luminary  succeeds  the 
other  equally  welcomed— equally  illu- 
mining—  equally  evanescent! — You 
see,  the  poetry  of  Provence  still  lives 
beneath  my  mail !" 

Adrian  early  sought  his  couch ;  but 
his  own  thoughts  and  the  sounds  of 
loud  mirth  that  broke  from  Montreal's 
tent,  where  the  chief  feasted  the  cap- 
tains of  his  band,  a  revel  from  which 
he  had  the  delicacy  to  excuse  the 
Roman  noble,  kept  the  Colonna  long 
awake ;  and  he  had  scarcely  fallen 
into  an  unquiet  slumber,  when  yet 
more  discordant  sounds  again  invaded 
his  repose.  At  the  earliest  dawn  the 
wide  armament  was  astir — the  creak- 
ing of  cordage — the  tramp  of  men — 
loud  orders  and  louder  oaths — the 
slow  rolling  of  baggage-wains — and 
the  clank  of  the  armourers,  announced 
the  removal  of  the  camp,  and  the 
approaching  departure  of  the  Grand 
Company. 

Ere  Adrian  was  yet  attired,  Mon- 
treal entered  his  tent. 

"  I  have  appointed,"  he  said,  "  five 
score  lances  under  a  trusty  leader,  to 
accompany  you,  noble  Adrian,  to  the 
borders  of  Romagna ;  they  wait  your 
leisure.  In  another  hour  I  depart ; 
the  on-guard  arc  already  in  mi 

Adrian  would  fain  have  declined 
the  proffered  escort ;  but  he  saw  that 
it  would  only  offend  thu  pride  of  the 
chief,  who  soon  retired.  Hastily 
Adrian  endued  his  arms — the  air  of 
the  fresh  morning,  and  the  glad  sun 
tising  gorgeously  from  the  hills,  re- 


vived his  wearied  spirit.  He  repaired 
to  Montreal's  tent,  and  found  him 
alone,  with  the  implements  of  writing 
before  him,  and  a  triumphant  smile 
upon  his  countenance. 

"  Fortune  showers  new  favours  on 
me  ! "  he  said,  gaily.  "  Yesterday  the 
Florentines  spared  me  the  trouble 
of  a  siege  :  and  to-day  (even  since  1 
last  saw  you — a  few  minutes  since) 
puts  your  new  Senator  of  Rome  into 
my  power." 

"  How !  have  your  bands  then 
arrested  Rienzi  ]" 

"  Not  so — better  still !  The  Tribune 
changed  his  plan,  and  repaired  to 
Perugia,  where  my  brothers  now  abide 
— Bought  them— they  have  supplied 
him  with  money  and  soldiers  enough 
to  brave  the  perils  of  the  way,  and  to 
defy  the  swords  of  the  Barons.  So 
writes  my  good  brother  Arimbaldo,  a 
man  of  letters,  whom  the  Tribune 
thinks  rightly  he  has  decoyed  with 
old  tales  of  Roman  greatness,  and 
mighty  promises  of  grateful  advance 
ment.  You  find  me  hastily  expressing 
my  content  at  the  arrangement.  My 
brothers  themselves  will  accompany 
the  Senator-Tribune  to  the  walls  of 
the  Capitol." 

"  Still,  I  see  not  how  this  places 
Rienzi  in  your  power." 

"  No !  His  soldiers  are  my  creatures 
—  his  comrades  my  brothers — his  cre- 
ditor myself!  Let  him  rule  Rome 
then — the  time  soon  comes  when  the 
Vice-Kegent  must  yield  to " 

"  The  Chief  of  the  Grand  Com- 
pany," interrupted  Adrian,  with  a 
shudder,  which  the  bold  Montreal 
was  too  engrossed  with  the  un<  n 
cealed  excitement  of  his  own  thoughts 
to  notice.  "  No,  Knight  of  Provence. 
basely  have  we  succumbed  to  domestic 
tyrants:  but  never,  I  trust,  will 
Romans  be  so  vile  as  to  wear  the  yoke 
of  a  foreign  usurper." 

Montreal  looked  hard  at  Adrian, 
and  smiled  sternly. 

"  You  mistake  me,"  said,  he ,  "  and 
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it  will  be  time  enough  for  you  to  play 
the  Brutus  when  I  assume  the  Caesar. 
Meanwhile  we  are  but  host  and  guest. 
Let  us  change  the  theme." 

NTi  rertheless  this:,  their  latter  con- 
ference, threw  a  chill  over  both  during 
the  short  time  the  Knights  remained 
together,  and  they  parted  with  a 
formality  which  was  ill-suited  to 
their  friendly  intercourse  of  the 
before.  Montreal  felt,  he  had 
incautiously  revealed  himself,  but 
caution  was  no  part  of  his  character, 
whenever  lie  found  himself  at  the  head 
of  an  army,  and  at  the  full  tide  of 
fortune  ;  and  at  that  moment,  so  con- 
fident was  he  of  the  success  of  his 
wildest  schemes,  that  he  recked  little 
whom  he  offended,  or  whom  alarmed. 

Slowly,  with  his  strange  and  fero- 
cious escort,  Adrian  renewed  his  way. 
Winding  up  a  steep  asoeat  that  led 


from  the  plain, — when  he  reached  the 
summit,  the  curve  in  the  road  shewed 
him  the  whole  army  on  its  march  ;  — 
the  gonfalons  waving  —  the  armour 
flashing  in  the  sun,  line  after  line, 
like  a  river  of  steel,  and  the  whole 
plain  bristling  with  the  array  of  that 
moving  war  ; — while  the  solemn  tread 
of  the  armed  thousands  fell  subdued 
ami  stiiied  at  times  by  martial  and 
exulting  music.  As  they  swept  on, 
Adrian  descried  at  length  the  stately 
and  towering  form  of  Montreal  upon 
a  black  charger,  distinguished  even 
at,  that  distance  from  the  rest,  not 
more  by  his  gorgeous  armour  than  his 
lofty  stature.  So  swept  he  on  in  the 
pride  of  his  array — in  the  flush  of  hU 
hopes—  the  head  of  a  mighty  arma- 
ment— the  terror  of  Italy — the  hero 
trial  was — the  monarch  that  might, 
be! 
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1  Allora  la  sua  venuta  fu  a  Roma  sentita  ;  Romani  si  appareechiavano  a  rlceverlo  con 
letizia  .  .  .  furo  fatti  archi  trionfali,"  &c.  &c. —  Vila  di  Cola  di  Rienzi,  lib.  ii.  c.  17. 
••  Then  the  fame  of  his  coming  waB  felt  at  Rome  ;  the  Romans  made  ready  to  receive 
him  with  gladness  . .  .  triumphal  arches  were  erected,"  &c,  &c. — Life  of  Cola  di  Riensi. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE   TRIUMPHAL   ENTRANCE. 


All  Borne  was  astir ! — from  St. 
Angelo  to  the  Capitol,  windows, 
balconies,  roofs,  were  crowded  with 
animated  thousands.  Only  here  and 
there,  in  the  sullen  quarters  of  the 
Colonna,  the  Orsini,  and  the  Savelli, 
reigned  a  death-like  solitude  and  a 
dreary  gloom.  In  those  fortifications, 
rather  than  streets,  not  even  the 
accustomed  tread  of  the  barbarian 
sentinel  was  heard.  The  gates  closed 
— the  casements  barred — the  grim 
silence  around — attested  the  absence 
of  the  Barons.  They  had  left  the 
city  so  soon  as  they  had  learned  the 
certain  approach  of  Rienzi.  In  the 
villages  and  castles  of  the  Campagna, 
surrounded  by  their  mercenaries, 
they  awaited  the  hour  when  the 
people,  weary  of  their  idol,  should 
welcome  back  even  those  ferocious 
Iconoclasto. 

With  these  exceptions,  ali  Rome 
Vas  astir  !  Triumphal  arches  of 
Wrapery,  wroughl  with  gold  and 
silver,  raised  at  every  principal  vista, 
were  inscribed  with  mottoes  of  wel- 
come   and    rejoicing.      At    fraiuent 


intervals  stood  youths  and  maidens> 
with  baskets  of  flowers  and  laurels. 
High  above  the  assembled  multitude!! 
— from  the  proud  tower  of  Hadrian1 
— from  the  turrets  of  the  Capitol — - 
from  the  spires  of  the  sacred  build- 
ings dedicated  to  Apostle  and  to 
Saint — floated  bannersasfor  avictory. 
Rome  once  more  opened  her  arms  to 
receive  her  Tribune  ! 

Mingled  with  the  crowd — disguised 
by  his  large  mantle — hidden  by  the 
pressuif  of  the  throng — his  person, 
indeed,  forgotten  by  most — and,  in 
the  confusion  of  the  moment,  heeded 
by  none  —  stood  Adrian  Colonna! 
lie  had  not  been  able  to  conquer  his 
interest  for  the  brother  of  Irene. 
Solitary  amidst  his  fellow -citizens,  he 
stood — the  only  one  of  the  proud 
race  of  Colonna  who  witnessed  the 
triumph  of  the  darling  of  the  people. 

••  They  say  he  has  grown  large  in 
his  prison,"  said  one  of  the  bystanders; 
"  lie  was  lean  enough  when  he  came 
by  day-break  out  of  the  Church  of 
St.  Angelo  ! " 

•Ay,"  said  another,  a  little  man 
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with  a  shrewd,  restless  eye,  "  they 
say  truly  ;  I  saw  him  take  leave  of 
the  Legate." 

Every  eye  was  turned  to  the  last 
speaker  ;  he  became  at  once  a  person- 
age of  importance.  "  Yes,"  continued 
the  little  man  with  an  elated  and 
pompous  air,  "  as  soon,  d'ye  see,  as  he 
had  prevailed  on  Messere  Bret  tone, 
and  Messere  Arimbaldo,  the  brothers 
of  Fra  Moreale,  to  acompany  him 
from  Perugia  to  Monte  Fiascone,  he 
went  at  once  to  the  Legate  d'Albor- 
noz,  who  was  standing  in  the  open 
air  conversing  with  his  captains.  A 
crowd  followed.  I  wras  one  of  them  ; 
and  the  Tribune  nodded  at  me — ay, 
that  did  he  ! — and  so,  with  his  scarlet 
cloak,  and  his  scarlet  cap,  he  faced 
the  proud  Cardinal  with  a  pride 
greater  than  his  own.  '  Monsignore,' 
said  he,  '  though  you  accord  me 
neither  money  nor  arms,  to  meet  the 
dangers  of  the  road  and  brave  the 
ambush  of  the  Barons,  I  am  prepared 
to  depart.  Senator  of  Rome,  his 
Holiness  hath  made  me  :  according 
to  custom,  I  pray  you,  Monsignore, 
forthwith  to  confirm  the  rank.'  I 
would  you  could  have  seen  how  the 
proud  Spaniard  stared,  and  blushed, 
and  frowned  ;  but  he  bit  his  lip,  and 
said  little." 

"And  confirmed  Rienzi  Senator?" 

"  Yes  :  and  blessed  him,  and  bade 
him  depart." 

"  Senator  !  "    said  a   stalwart  but 
grey-haired  giant  with  folded  arms ; 
"  I    like  not  a  title  thai    ha 
borne  by  a  patrician.     I  fear  me,  in 
he  will  forget  the  old." 

"Fie,  <V' lei  Vecchio,  you  were 

always  a  grumbler  !"  said  a  merchant 
of  cloth,  «  hose  commodity  I  fa 
monial    had    pul    in   gi 

-for  my  part,  I  think  Senator 
a  less  m  I  itle  than  Tribune. 

I  hope  there  will  be 
last.     Borne  has  been  long  dull.     A 
oad  time  for  trade,  I  warranl  me  ! " 

The     artisan    grinned    scornfully. 


lie  was  one  of  those  who  distinguished 
between  the  middle  class  and  the 
working,  and  he  loathed  a  merchant 
as  much  ae  he  did  a  noble.  "  The 
day  wears,"  said  the  little  man;  "he 
must  be  here  anon.  The  Senator's 
lady,  and  all  his  train,  have  goiiie 
forth  to  meet  him  these  two  hours." 

Scarce  were  these  words  uttered, 
when  the  crowd  to  the  right  swayed 
restlessly ;  and  presently  a  horseman 
rode  rapidly  through  the  street.  "Way 
there  !  Keep  back  !  Way — make  way 
for  the  Most  Illustrious  the  Senatoi 
of  Rome !  " 

The  crowd  became  hushed — then 
murmuring  —  then  hushed  again. 
From  balcony  and  casement  stretched 
the  neck  of  every  gazer.  The  tramp 
of  steeds  was  heard  at  a  distance — 
the  sound  of  clarion  and  trumpet ; — 
then,  gleaming  through  the  distant 
curve  of  the  streets,  was  seen  the 
wave  of  the  gonfalons  —  then,  the 
glitter  of  spears — and  then  from  the 
whole  multitude,  as  from  one  voice, 
arose  the  shout, — "He  comes!  he 
comes ! " 

Adrian  shrunk  yet  more  backward 
amongsl  the  throng;  and,  leaning 
against  the  wall  of  one  of  the  houses, 
contemplated  the  approaching  pa- 
geant. 

First  came,  six  abreast,  the  pro- 
cession of  Roman  horsemen  who  had 
gone  forth  to  meet  the  Si 
bearing  boughs  of  olive  in  their 
hand- ;  each  hundred  preceded  by 
banners,  Inscribed  with  the  words, 
"  Liberty   and    P<    •  d.™     A* 

roup    l.\     Adrian, 

each  more  popular  citizen  of  the 
cavalcade  was  recognised,  and  rei 
with  loud  shouts.  By  the  garb  and 
equipment  of  the  horsemen,  Adrian 
saw  that  thej  belonged  chiefly  to  the 
i  radon  of  Borne  ;  a  r  ice  m  ho,  he 
well  knew,  anle  a  -1  rangely  altered, 
valued  libertj  only  as  a  commercial 
speculatii  a.    "  A  vain  support  I 

thi  <  olouna,      '•  what  next  I" 


SWO 


RIENZI. 


On,  then,  came  in  glittering  armour 
the  German  mercenaries,  hired  by  the 
gold  of  the  Brothers  of  Provence,  in 
number  two  hundred  and  fifty,  and 
previously  in  the  pay  of  Malatesta  of 
Rimini  ; — tall,  stern,  sedate,  disci- 
plined,— eyeing  the  crowd  with  a 
look,  half  of  barbarian  wonder,  half 
of  insolent  disdain.  No  shout  of 
gratulation  welcomed  these  sturdy 
strangers;  it  was  evident  that  their 
aspect  cast  a  chill  over  the  assembly. 

"  Shame  !  "  growled  Cecco  del 
Vecchio,  audibly.  "  Has  the  people's 
friend  need  of  the  swords  which  guard 
an  Orsini  or  a  Malatesta  ] — shame  !  " 

No  voice  this  time  silenced  the 
huge  malcontent. 

"  His  only  real  defence  against  the 
Barons,"  thought  Adrian,  "if  he  pay 
them  well  !  But  their  number  is  not 
sufficient ! " 

Next  came  two  hundred  fantassins, 
or  foot-soldiers,  of  Tuscany,  with  the 
corselets  and  arms  of  the  heavy-armed 
soldiery  —  a  gallant  company,  and 
whose  cheerful  looks  and  familiar 
bearing  appeared  to  sympathise  with 
the  crowd.  And  in  truth  they  did 
so, — for  they  were  Tuscans,  and  there- 
fore lovers  of  freedom.  In  them,  too, 
the  Romans  seemed  to  recognise 
natural  and  legitimate  allies, — and 
there  waa  a  general  cry  of  "  Vivano  i 
bravi  Toscani ! " 

"  Poor  defence !  "  thought  the  more 
sagacious  Colonna ;  "  the  Barons  can 
awe,  and  the  mob  corrupt  them." 

Next  came  a  file  of  trumpeters  and 
standard-bearers; — and  now  the  sound 
of  the  music  was  drowned  by  shouts, 
which  seemed  to  rise  simultaneously 
as  from  every  quarter  of  the  city: — 
"Rienzi !  Rienzi ! — Welcome,  welcome ! 
— Liberty  and  Rienzi  .'  Rienzi  and  the 
Good  Estate  ! "  Flowers  dropped  on 
bis  path,  kerchiefs  and  banners  waved 
from  every  house ; — tears  might  be 
seen  coursing,unheeded,  down  bearded 
clieeks ; — youth  and  age  were  kneeling 
together,  with  uplifted  hands,  invok- 


ing blessings  on  the  head  of  the 
Restored.  On  he  came,  the  Senator- 
Tribune — "  the  Phoenix  to  his  pyre.'" 
Robed  in  scarlet,  that  literally 
blazed  with  gold,  his  proud  head 
bared  in  the  sun,  and  bending  to  the 
saddle  bow,  Rienzi  passed  slowly 
through  the  throng.  Not  in  the 
flush  of  that  hour  were  visible,  on  his 
glorious  countenance,  the  signs  of 
disease  and  care  :  the  very  enlarge- 
ment of  his  proportions  gave  a  greater 
majesty  to  his  mien.  Hope  sparkled 
in  his  eye — triumph  and  empire  sat 
upon  his  brow.  The  crowd  could  not 
contain  themselves  ;  they  pressed 
forward,  each  upon  each,  anxious  to 
catch  the  glance  of  his  eye,  to  touch 
the  hem  of  his  robe.  He  himself  was 
deeply  affected  by  their  joy.  lie 
halted  ;  with  faltering  and  broken 
words,  he  attempted  to  address  them. 
"  I  am  repaid,"  he  said, — "  repaid  for 
all ; — may  I  live  to  make  you  happy ! " 

The  crowd  parted  again  —  the 
Senator  moved  on — again  the  crowd 
closed  in.  Behind  the  Tribune,  to 
their  excited  imagination,  seemed  to 
move  the  very  goddess  of  ancient 
Rome. 

Upon  a  steed,  caparisoned  with 
cloth  of  gold; — in  snow-white  robes, 
studded  with  gems  that  flashed  back 
the  day, — came  the  beautiful  and 
regal  Nina.  The  memory  of  her 
pride,  her  ostentation,  all  forgotten 
in  that  moment,  she  was  scarce  less 
welcome,  scarce  less  idolized,  than  hei 
lord.  And  her  smile  all  radiant  with 
joy — her  lip  quivering  with  proud 
and  elate  emotion, — never  had  she 
seemed  at  once  so  born  alike  for  love 
and  for  command; — a  Zenobia  pass- 
ing through  the  pomp  of  Rome, — 
not  a  captive,  but  a  queen. 

But  not  upon  that  stately  form 
riveted  the  gaze  of  Adrian  —  pale, 
breathless,  trembling,  lie  clung  to 
the  walls  against  which  he  leaned. 
Was  it  a  dream  ?  Had  the  dea/' 
revived?     Or    was    it    his  own- -his 
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living  Irene-— whose  soft  and  melan- 
choly loveliness  shone  sadly  by  the 
side  of  Nina — a  star  beside  the  moon  ? 
The  pageant  faded  from  his  eyes — 
all  grew  dim  and  dark.  For  a  moment 
he  was  insensible.  When  he  recovered, 
the  crowd  was  hurrying  along,  con- 
fused and  blent  with  the  mighty 
stream  that  followed  the  procession. 
Through  the  moving  multitude  he 
caught  the  graceful  form  of  Irene, 
again  snatched  by  the  closing  stand- 
ards of  the  procession  from  his  view. 
His  blood  rushed  back  from  his  heart 


through  every  vein.  He  was  as  a 
man  who  for  years  had  been  in  a 
fearful  trance,  and  who  is  suddenly 
awakened  to  the  light  of  heaven. 

One  of  that  mighty  throng  remained 
motionless  with  Adrian.  It  was 
Cecco  del  Vecchio. 

"  He  did  not  see  me"  muttered  the 
smith  to  himself ;  "  old  frimda  are 
forgotten  now!  Well,  well,  Cecco 
del  Vecchio  hates  tyrants  still — no 
matter  what  their  name,  nor  how 
smoothly  they  are  disguised.  Ho 
did  not  see  me  !     Unvph  ! " 


CHAPTER  II. 


TOE    MASQUERADE. 


The  acuter  reader  has  already 
learned,  without  the  absolute  inter- 
vention of  the  author  as  narrator,  the 
incidents  occurring  to  Rienzi  in  the 
interval  between  his  acquittal  at 
Avignon  and  his  return  to  Borne. 
\>  the  impression  made  by  Nina 
upon  the  softer  and  better  nature  of 
Albornoz  died  away,  lie  naturally 
hie  guest — as  the 
profound  politicians  of  that  day  ever 
considered  men— a  piece  upon  the 
great  Chess-Board,  to  be  moved, 
advanced,  or  sacrificed,  as  host,  suited 
the  scheme  in  view.  His  purpose 
accomplished,  in  the  recovery  of  the 
patrimonial  territory,  the  submission 
of  John  di  VlCO,  and  the  fall  and 
death  of  the  Demagogue  Baroncelli, 
irdinal  deemed  it  far  from 
ble  to  restore  to  Borne,  and 
with  bo  high  a  dignity,  the  ahle  and 
ambitious  BienzL  Before  the  daring 
Boman,  even    his  own  great   spirit 

quailed  :   and    he    was    wholly    unable 

to  conceive  or  to  calculate  the  policy 
that  mighl  be  adopted  by  the  new 
Senator,  when  oncemore  Lord  of  Borne. 


Without  affecting  to  detain,  he  there- 
fore declined  to  assist  in  restoring 
him.  And  Rienzi  thus  saw  himself 
within  an  easy  march  of  Borne,  with- 
out one  soldier  to  protect  him  against 
the  Barons  by  the  way.  But  Heaven 
had  decreed  that  no  single  man,  how- 
ever gifted,  or  however  powerful, 
should  long  counteract  or  master  the 
destinies  of  Bienzi  :  and  perhaps  in 
no  more  glittering  scene  of  his  life 
did  he  ever  evince  so  dexterous  and 
subtle  an  intellect  as  he  now  did  in 
extricating  himself  from  the  wiles  of 
the  Cardinal.  Bepairing  to  Perugia, 
he  had.  as  '■■  i  n,  procured, 

through    the    brothers  of    Bioi 

i  n  mmI  money  for  his  n  turn.     Bui 
the  Knight   of  8t  John   was 
mistaken,  if  he  imagined  thai  Bienzi 
was    not    thoroughly   aware  of   the 
perilous  and  treachoi  >us  tenure  of  the 

BUppori     he    had     receive,!.       Hi-   keen 

d  al  a  glance  I  he  aims  and  the 

characters  of  the  brothers  of  Montreal 

he   Knew   that   while  affecting   to 

serve  him,  thej  d<  ri|  ued  to  eoutrol — • 

that,  made  the  debtoi  i  f  the  grasping 
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and  aspiring  Montreal,  and  sur- 
rounded by  the  troops  conducted  by 
Montreal's  brethren,  be  was  in  the 
toidst  of  a  net  which,  if  not  broken, 
Would  soon  involve  iortune  ami  life 
itself  in  its  fatal  and  deadly  meshes. 
But,  confident  in  the  resources  and 
promptitude  of  his  own  genius,  he 
yet  sauguinely  trusted  to  make  those 
his  puppets,  who  dreamed  that  he  was 
their  own ;  and,  with  empire  for  the 
stake,  he  cared  not  how  crafty  the 
antagonists  he  was  compelled  to 
engage. 

Meanwhile,  uniting  to  all  his 
rasher  and  all  his  nobler  qualities,  a 
profound  dissimulation,  he  appeared 
to  trust  implicitly  to  his  Provencal 
companions ;  and  his  first  act  on 
entering  the  Capitol,  after  the  tri- 
umphal procession,  was  to  reward  with 
the  highest  dignities  in  his  gift, 
Mcssere  Arimbaldo  and  Messere  Bret- 
tone  de  Montreal ! 

High  feasting  was  there  that  night 
in  the  halls  of  the  Capitol  ;  but 
dearer  to  Rienzi  than  all  the  pomp  of 
the  day,  were  the  smiles  of  Nina. 
Her  proud  and  admiring  eyes,  swim- 
ming with  delicious  tears,  fixed  upon 
his  countenance,  she  but  felt  that 
they  were  re-united,  and  that  the 
hours,  however  brilliantly  illumined, 
were  hastening  to  that  moment,  when, 
after  so  desolate  and  dark  an  absence, 
they  might  once  more  be  alone. 

Far  other  the  thoughts  of  Adrian 
Colonna,  as  he  sate  alone  in  the  dreary 
palace  in  the  yet  more  dreary  quarter 
of  his  haughty  race.  Irene  then 
was  alive, — he  had  been  deceived  by 
some  strange  error, — she  had  escaped 
the  devouring  pestilence;  and  some- 
thing in  the  pale  sadness  of  her  gentle 
features,  even  in  that  day  of  triumph, 
told  him  he  was  still  remembered. 
But  as  his  mind  by  degrees  calmed 
itself  from  its  first  wild  and  tumul- 
tuous rapture,  he  could  not  help  ask- 
ing himself  the  question  whether  they 
»ore   no  I  still  to  be  divided  !     Stefa- 


nello  Colonna,  the  grandson  of  the 
old  Stephen,  and  (by  the  death  of  his 
sire  and  brother)  the  youthful  head 
of  that  powerful  House,  had  already 
raised  his  standard  against  the  Sena- 
tor. Fortifying  himself  in  the  almost 
impregnable  fastness  of  Palestrina, 
he  had  assembled  around  him  all  the 
retainers  of  his  family,  and  his  lawless 
soldiery  now  ravaged  the  neighbour- 
ing plains  far  and  wide. 

Adrian  foresaw  that  the  lapse  of  a 
few  days  would  suffice  to  bring  the 
Colonna  and  the  Senator  to  open  war. 
Could  he  take  part  against  those  of 
his  own  blood  ?  The  very  circumstance 
of  his  love  for  Irene  would  yet  more 
rob  such  a  proceeding  of  all  appear- 
ance of  disinterested  patriotism,  and 
yet  more  deeply  and  irremediably 
stain  his  knightly  fame,  wherever 
the  sympathy  of  his  equals  was  en- 
listed with  the  cause  of  the  Colonna. 
On  the  other  hand,  not  only  his  love 
for  the  Senator's  sister,  but  his  own 
secret  inclinations  and  honest  con- 
victions, were  on  the  side  of  one  who 
alone  seemed  to  him  possessed  of  the 
desire  and  the  genius  to  repress  the 
disorders  of  his  fallen  city.  Long 
meditating,  he  feared  no  alternative 
was  left  him  but  in  the  same  cruel 
neutrality  to  which  he  had  been 
before  condemned;  but  he  resolved 
at  least  to  make  the  attempt — ren- 
dered favourable  and  dignified  by  his 
birth  and  reputation — to  reconcile  the 
contending  parties.  To  effect  this, 
be  saw  that  he  must  begin  with  his 
haughty  cousin.  He  was  well  aware 
that  were  it  known  that  he  had  first 
obtained  an  interview  with  Rienzi — 
did  it  appear  as  if  he  were  charged 
with  overtures  from  the  Senator — 
although  Stefancllo  himself  might  be 
inclined  to  yield  to  his  representations, 
the  insolent  and  ferocious  Barons  who 
surrounded  him  would  not  deign  to 
listen  to  the  envoy  of  the  People's 
chosen  one ;  and  instead  of  being 
honoured  as  an  intercessor,  he  should 
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be  suspected  as  a  traitor.  He  deter- 
mined, then,  to  depart  for  Palestrina; 
but  (and  his  heart  heat  audibly) 
would  it  not  be  possible  first  to  obtain 
an  interview  with  Irene?  It  was  no 
easy  enterprise,  surrounded  as  she 
was,  but  he  resolved  to  adventure  it. 
He  summoned  Giulio. 

"  The  Senator  holds  a  festival  this 
evening — think  yon  that  the  assem- 
blage will  be  numerous'*" 

"  I  hear,"  answered  Giulio,  "  that 
the  banquet  given  to  the  Ambassadors 
and  Signors  to-day  is  to  be  followed 
to-morrow  by  a  mask,  to  which  all 
ranks  are  admitted.  By  Bacchus,*  if 
the  Tribune  only  invited  nobles,  the 
smallest  closet  in -the  Capitol  would 
suliiec  to  receive  his  maskers.  I 
Buppose  a  mask  has  been  resolved  on 
in  order  to  disguise  the  quality  of  the 
visitors." 

Adrian  mused  a  moment ;  and  the 
result  of  his  revery  was  a  determina- 
tion to  delay  for  another  sun  his 
departure  to  Palestrina  —  to  take 
advantage  of  the  nature  of  the  revel, 
and  to  join  the  masquerade. 

That  species  of  entertainment, 
though  unusual  at  that  season  of  the 
year,  had  been  preferred  by  ilienzi, 
partly  and  ostensibly  because  it  was 
one  in  which  all  his  numerous  and 
motley  supporters  could  be  best 
received  ;  but  chiefly  and  secretly 
because  it  afforded  himself  and  his 
confidential  friends  the  occasion  to 
mix  unsuspected  amongst  the  throng, 
and  learn  more  of  the  real  anticipa- 
tions of  the  Etonians  with  respect    to 

hifl     policy    and     his    strength,    than 

could  well    be    gathered    from    the 
enthusiasm  ofa  public  spectacle. 
'1'hc  following  nighl  was beautifully 

and     char.        The     D( 

accommodate  tin-   numerous 

and   to  take  advantage  of  die  warm 

and  moonlit  freshnett  of  the  air,  the 


•  Still  a  common  Roman  Bocpletire. 


open  court  of  the  Capitol,  with  the 
Place  of  the  Lion,  (as  well  as  the  state 
apartments  within,)  was  devoted  to 
the  festival. 

As  Adrian  entered  the  festive  court 
with  the  rush  of  the  throng,  it  chanced 
that  in  the  eager  impatience  of  some 
maskers,  more  vehement  than  the 
rest,  his  vizard  was  deranged.  He 
hastily  replaced  it ;  but  not  before  one 
of  the  guests  had  recognised  his 
countenance. 

From  courtesy,  Bienzi  and  his 
family  remained  at  first  unmasked. 
They  stood  at  the  head  of  the  stairs 
to  which  the  old  Egyptian  Lion  gave 
the  name.  The  lights  shone  over 
that  Colossal  Monument — which,  torn 
from  its  antique  home,  had  witnessed, 
in  its  grim  repose,  the  rise  and  lapse 
of  countless  generations,  and  the  dark 
and  stormy  revolutions  of  avenging 
fate.  It  was  an  .ill  omen,  often  after- 
wards remarked,  that  the  place  of 
thai  Btate  festival  was  the  place  also 
of  the  state  executions.  But  at  that 
moment,  as  group  after  group  pressed 
forward  to  win  smile  and  word  from 
the  celebrated  man,  whose  fortunes 
had  been  the  theme  of  Europe,  or  to 
bend  in  homage  to  the  lustrous  love- 
liness of  Nina,  no  omen  and  no  warn- 
ing clouded  the  universal  gladness, 

Behind  Nina,  well  contented  to 
shrink  from  the  gaze  of  the  throng, 
and  to  feel  her  softer  beauty  i 

dazzling  and  gorgeous  charms 

of  her   brother's   wife,    stood     I  rem-. 

the    crowd    on    her    alone 

Adrian    fixed   his   eyes.      The    years 

id  flown  over  the  lair  brow  of 

i  •   si  vie,  n-  then   animated 

by,  yei    trembling  beneath,  the  first 

wild  bnath  of  Love  : — youth  in  eveiy 
vein  —  passion  and  childish  ten 

rj    thought,    had    not    marred, 

but  they  had  chat  ■■  d,  the  eh 
of    Irene's   beauty.     Her  cheek,   no 
varying   with  everj    instant, 

ttled       into     B      delicate-      and 

thoughtful  paleness    bei  form,  mow 
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of  reunion,  while  new  explanations 
car/ed  forth  new  transports. 

"  And  now,"  murmured  Irene,  "  now 

unit  we  have  met -"  she  paused,  and 

her  mask  concealed  her  blushes. 

•"  Now  that  we  have  met,"  said 
Adrian,  Oiling  up  the  silence, "  wouldst 
thou  say  further,  'that  we  should  not 
part1?'  Trust  me,  dearest,  that  is  the 
hope  that  animates  my  heart.  It  was 
but  to  enjoy  these  brief  bright  mo- 
ments with  thee,  that  I  delayed  my 
departure  to  Palestrina.  Could  I  but 
hope  to  bring  my  young  cousin  into 
amity  with  thy  brother,  no  barrier 
would  prevent  our  union.  Willingly 
I  forget  the  past — the  death  of  my 
unhappy  kinsmen,  (victims,  it  is  true, 
to  their  own  faults :)  and,  perhaps, 
amidst  all  the  crowds  that  hailed  his 
return,  none  more  appreciated  the 
great  and  lofty  qualities  of  Cola  di 
Rienzi,  than  did  Adrian  Colonna." 

"  If  this  be  so,"  said  Irene,  "let 
me  hope  the  best ;  meanwhile,  it  is 
enough  of  comfort  and  of  happiness 
to  know,  that  we  love  each  other 
as  of  old.  Ah,  Adrian,  I  am  sadly 
changed  ;  and  often  have  I  thought 
it  a  thing  beyond  my  dreams,  that 
thou  shouldst  see  me  again  and  love 
me  still." 

"  Fairer  art  thou  and  lovelier  than 
ever,"  answered  Adrian,  passionately; 
"  and  time,  which  has  ripened  thy 
bloom,  has  but  taught  me  more 
deeply  to  feel  thy  value.  Farewell, 
Irene,  I  linger  here  no  longer ;  thou 
wilt,  I  trust,  hear  soon  of  my  success 
with  my  House,  and  ere  the  week  be 
over  I  may  return  to  claim  thy  hand 
in  the  face  of  day." 

The  lovers  parted  ;  Adrian  lingered 
on  the  spot,  and  Irene  hastened  to 
bury  her  emotion  and  her  raptures  in 
her  own  chamber. 

As  her  form  vanished,  and  the 
)*rting  Colonna  slowly  turned  away, 
a  tail  mask  strode  abruptly  towards 

1i:in. 

■  'Thou  art  a  Colonna,"  it  said,  "and 


in  the  power  of  the  Senator.    Dost 
thou  tremble!" 

"If  I  be  a  Colonna,  rude  masker,"  an- 
swered Adrian,  coldly,  "  thou  shouldst 
know  the  old  proverb,  'He  who  stirs 
the  column,  shall  rue  the  fall.'  " 

The  stranger  "laughed  aloud,  and 
then  lifting  his  mask,  Adrian  saw  that 
it  was  the  Senator  who  stood  before 
him. 

"  My  Lord  Adrian  di  Castello," 
said  Rienzi,  resuming  all  his  gravity, 
"  is  it  as  friend  or  foe  that  you  have 
honoured  our  revels  this  night?" 

"  Senator  of  Rome,"  answered  Adrian, 
with  equal  stateliness,  "  I  partake  of 
no  man's  hospitality  but  as  a  friend. 
A  foe,  at  least  to  you,  I  trust  never 
justly  to  be  esteemed." 

"  I  would,"  rejoined  Rienzi,  "  that 
I  could  apply  to  myself  unreservedly 
that  most  flattering  speech.  Are 
these  friendly  feelings  entertained 
towards  me  as  the  Governor  of  the 
Roman  people,  or  as  the  brother  of 
the  woman  who  has  listened  to  your 
vows?" 

Adrian,  who  when  the  Senator 
had  unmasked  had  -followed  his  ex- 
ample, felt  at  these  words  that  his 
eye  quailed  beneath  Rienzi's.  How- 
ever, he  recovered  himself  with  the 
wonted  readiness  of  an  Italian,  and 
replied  laconically, 

"  As  both." 

"  Both  !"  echoed  Rienzi.  "  Then, 
indeed,  noble  Adrian,  you  are  welcome 
hither.  And  yet,  methinks,  if  you 
conceived  there  was  no  cause  for 
enmity  between  us,  you  would  have 
wooed  the  sister  of  Cola  di  Rienzi  in 
a  guise  more  worthy  of  your  birth ; 
and,  permit  me  to  add,  of  that  station 
which  God,  destiny,  and  my  country, 
have  accorded  unto  me.  You  dare 
not,  young  Colonna,  meditate  dis- 
honour to  the  sister  of  the-  Senator  o? 
Rome.  High-born  as  you  are,  she  « 
your  equal." 

"  Were  I  the  Emperor,  whose 
simple  knight  I  but  am,  your  sister 
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<rere  my  equal,"  answered  Adrian, 
warmly.  "  Kienzi,  I  grieve  (hat  1  am 
discovered  to  you  yet.  I  had  trusted 
that,  as  a  mediator  between  the  Barons 
and  yourself,  1  might  firs!  have  won 
your  confidence,  and  then  claimed  my 
reward,  Know  that  with  to-morrow's 
dawn  I  depart  for  Palestrina,  seeking 
to  reconcile  my  young-  cousin  to  the 
choieeof  the  People  ami  the  Pontiff. 
Various  reasons,  which  I  need  not 
now  detail,  would  have  made  me 
wish  to  undertake  this  heraldry  of 
peace  without,  previous  communica- 
tion with  you.  But  since  we  have 
met,  intrust  me  with  any  terms  of 
conciliation,  and  I  pledge  you  the 
right  hand,  not  of  a-  Roman  i 
alas!  i  lie  prisca  JidtS  has  departed 
from  that  pledge  ! — but  of  a  Knight 
Imperial  Court,  that  I  will  not 
betray  your  confidence." 

Rienzi,  accustomed  to  read  the 
human  countenance,  hid  kept  his 
eyes  intently  fixed  upon  Adrian 
while  he  spoke  :  when  the  I 
concluded,  lie  pressed  the  proffered 
/laud,  and  said,  with  that  familiar 
and  winning  sweetness  which  at  times 
was  so  peculiar  to  his  manner, 

"  I  trust  you,  Adrian,  from  my 
soul.  You  were  mine  early  friend  in 
calmer,  perchance  happier,  years. 
And  never  did  river  reflect  the  stars 
clearly,  than  your  heart  then 
mirrored  back  the  truth.  I  trust 
you  .'" 

While   thus  speaking,   he  had  me 
illy    led    back    the   Col  "ma    to 

.   ie  of  tin;  Lion  ;  there  pausing, 
he  resumed : 
"  Know  that   I  have  this  morning 
bed  mj  de!  gate  to  your  cousin 

V'Tanello.      With  all   dm-   courtesy,  1 

apprised   him  of  my  return  to 

Rome,  and  in\  ited  hither  in-  honoured 

:  all    ancient 

feuds,    mine   own    |  ,    1   have 

1    him,   here,  tie-  station  and 
dignity  doe  to  the  head  of  theColonna. 

All  that    I    ask  in 

V->    >  ■» 


to  the  law.  Years  and  reverses  have 
abated  my  younger  pride,  and  though 
1  may  yet  preserve  the  sternness  of  tee 
Judge,  none  shall  hereaftei  complain 
of  the  insolence  of  the  Tribune." 

"  1  would," answered  Adrian,  "that 
your  mission  to  Stefanello  had  been 
delayed  a  day ;  I  would  fain  have 
forestalled  its  purport.  Ilowbcit,  you 
increase  my  desire  of  departure, 
should  I  yet  succeed  in  obtaining  an 
honourable  and  peaceful  reconcilia- 
tion, it  is  not  in  disguise  that  1  will 
woo  your  sister." 

"  And  never  did  Colonna,"  replied 
Rienzi,  loftily,  "  bring  to  his  House 
a  m:  iden  whose  alliance  more  gratified 
ambition.  1  still  see,  as  I  hav< 
ever,  in  mine  own  projects,  and  mine 
own  destinies,  the  chart  of  the  new 
Roman  Empire  !" 

"  Be  not  too  sanguine  yet,  brav 
Rienzi,"  replied  Adrian,  laying  his 
hand  on  the  Lion  of  Basalt  :  "  bethink 
thee  on  how  many  scheming  brains 
this  dumb  image  of  stone  hath  looked 
down  from  its  pedestal — schemes  of 
sand,  and  schemers  of  dust.'  Thou 
hast  enough,  at  present,  for  the  em- 
ploy of  all  thine  energy — not  to 
extend  thy  power,  but  to  preserve 
thyself.  For,  trust  me,  never  stood 
human  greatness  on  so  wild  and  dark 
a  precipice  !" 

"Thou  art  honest," said  theS 
"and  these  are  the  first  words  of  doubt, 
and  yet  of  sympathy,  1  have  heard  in 
Koine.     Bui  the  P(  -  ie,  the 

Karon-  lia\e  fled  from  Rome,  the 
Pontiff  approves,  and  the  Bwords  of 

the    Not  I  nu    i  Ol 

are  cough)  ; 
in  mine  own  honesty  are  mj 
ami  buckler.     ( >h,  never,"  continued 
Rienzi,  kindling  with  hi 

of  the  old 
Republic,  did  Roman  dream  a  purer 
and  a  brighter  aspiration,  than  that 

which  animate,  „\>\  »up] 

d — art, 
ip<   .    pi. 
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night  of  time;  the  Patricians,  no 
longer  handits  of  rapine,  hut  the 
guard  of  order  ;  the  People  ennobled 
from  a  mob,  brave  to  protect,  enlight- 
ened to  guide,  themselves.  Then,  not 
by  the  violence,  of  arms,  but  by  the 
majesty  of  her  moral  power,  shall  the 
Mother  of  Nations  claim  the  obedience 
of  her  children.  Thus  dreaming  and 
thus  hoping,  shall  I  tremble  )r  de- 
spond] No,  Adrian  Colonna,  come 
weal  or  woe,  I  abide,  unshrinking  and 
unawed,  by  the  chances  of  my  doom ! " 

So  much  did  the  manner  and  the 
tone  of  the  Senator  exalt  his  language, 
that  even  the  sober  sense  of  Adrian 
was  enchanted  and  subdued.  He 
kissed  the  hand  he  held,  and  said 
earnestly, 

"A  doom  that  I  will  deem  it  my  boast 
to  share — a  career  that  it  will  be  my 
glory  to  smooth.  If  I  succeed  in  my 
present  mission " 

"  You  are  my  brother ! "  said  Rienzi. 

"  If  I  fail !  " 

"  You  may  equally  claim  that  alli- 
ance. You  pause — you  change  colour." 


"  Can  I  desert  my  house  1" 
"  Young  Lord,"  said  Rienzi,  loftily, 
"  say  rather  can  you  desert,  your 
country?  If  you  doubt  my  honesty, 
if  you  fear  my  ambition,  desist  from 
your  task,  rob  me  not  of  a  single  foe. 
But  if  you  believe  that  I  have  the 
will  and  the  power  to  serve  the  State 
— if  you  recognise,  even  in  the  re- 
verses and  calamities  I  have  known 
and  mastered,  the  protecting  hand  of 
the  Saviour  of  Nations — if  those  re- 
verses were  but  the  mercies  of  Him 
who  chasteneth — necessary,  it  may 
be,  to  correct  my  earlier  daring  and 
sharpen  yet  more  my  intellect — if,  in 
a  word,  thou  believest  me  one  whom, 
whatever  be  his  faults,  God  hath  pre- 
served for  the  sake  of  Eome,  forget 
that  you  are  a  Colonna — remember 
only  that  you  are  a  Roman  !  " 

"  You  have  conquered  me,  strange 
and  commanding  spirit,"  said  Adrian, 
in  a  low  voice,  completely  carried 
away ;  "  and  whatever  the  conduct  ol 
my  kindred,  I  am  yours  and  Rome'a 
Farewell." 


CHAPTER  III 


Adrian's  adventures  at  palkstriha. 


It  was  yet  noon  when  Adrian  beheld  I 
before  him  the  lofty  mountains  that  j 
shelter  Palestrina,  the  Prameste  of  the 
ancient  world.  Back  to  a  period  before  j 
Romulus  existed,  in  the  earliest  ages  of 
that  mysterious  civilization  which  in 
Italy  preceded  the  birth  of  Rome, 
could  be  traced  the  existence  and  the 
power  of  that  rocky  city.  Eight  de- 
pendent towns  owned  its  sway  and  its 
wealth  ;  its  position,  and  the  strength 
of  those  mighty  walls,  in  whose  ruins  \ 
may  yet  be  traced  the  masonry  of! 
the  remote  Pelasgi,  had  long  braved 
the    ambition   of    the   neighbouring 


Rome.  From  that  very  citadel,  the 
Mural  Crown*  of  the  mountain,  had 
waved  the  standard  of  Marius ;  and 
up  the  road  which  Adrian's  scanty 
troop  slowly  wound,  had  echoed  the 
march  of  the  murtherous  Sylla,  on 
his  return  from  the  Mithridatic  war. 
Below,  where  the  city  spread  towards 
the  plain,  were  yet  seen  the  shattered 
and  roofless  columns  of  the  once  cele- 


*  Hence,  apparently,  its  Greek  name  of 
Stephane.  Palestrina  is  yet  one  of  the  many 
proofs  which  the  vicinity  of  Home  affords  of 
the  old  Greek  civilization  of  Italy. 
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brated  Temple  of  Fortune;  and  still 
the  immemorial  olives  clustered  grey 
and  mournfully  around  the  ruins. 

A  more  formidable  hold  the  Barons 
of  Rome  could  not  have  selected ;  and 
as  Adrian's  military  eye  scanned  the 
steep  ascent  and  the  rugged  walls,  he 
Fell  that  with  ordinary  skill  it  might 
defy  for  months  all  the  power  of  the 
Roman  Senator.  Below,  in  the  fertile 
valley,  dismantled  cottages  and  tram- 
pled harvests  attested  the  violence 
and  rapine  of  the  insurgent  Barons; 
and  at  that  very  moment  were  seen, 
in  the  old  plain  of  the  warlike  Her- 
nici,  troops  of  armed  men,  driving 
hefore  them  herds  of  sheep  and  cattle, 
collected  in  their  lawless  incursions. 
In  sight  of  that  Ptceneste,  which  had 
been  the  favourite  retreat  of  the  lux- 
urious Lords  of  Rome  in  its  most 
polished  day,  the  Age  of  Iron  seemed 
renewed. 

The  banner  of  the  Colonna,  borne 
by  Adrian's  troop,  obtained  ready 
admittance  at  the  Porta  del  Sole.  As 
he  passed  up  the  irregular  and  narrow 
streets  that  ascended  to  the  citadel, 
groups  of  foreign  mercenaries, — half- 
ragged,  half-tawdry  knots  of  aban- 
doned women, — mixed  here  ami  there 
with  the  liveries  of  the  Colonna,  stood 
loitering  amidst  the  ruins  of  ancient 
fanes  and  palaces,  or  basked  lazily  in 
..  upon  terraces,  through  which, 
from  amidsl  weeds  and  grass,  glowed 
the   imperishable    hues  of    the    rich 

.  which  had  made  the  pride  of 

that  lettered  and  graceful  nobility,  of 
whom  savage  freebooters  were  now 
the  heirs. 
The  contrast  between  the  Pas!  and 
■  forcibly  occurred  to  Adrian, 
as  he  pa  -•  d  along  .  and.  di  p 
order,  b  i'  Civilizal  ■ 

were  enl 
the  >\<\'-  of  RienzL 

Qg   his  train   in    the  curt  of 
del,  Ad  i  n.  d>  manded  admis- 
sion to  the  presence  of  hie  cousin. 
He  had  left  Stefanello  a  child  on  bis 


departure  from  Rome,  and  there  could 
therefore  he  but  a  slight  and  un- 
familiar acquaintance  betwixt  them, 
despite  their  kindred. 

Peals  of  laughter  came  upon  his 
car,  as  he  followed  one  of  Stefanello's 
gentlemen  through  a  winding  passage 
that  led  to  the  principal  chamber. 
The  door  was  thrown  open,  and 
Adrian  found  himself  in  a  rude  hall,  to 
which  some  appearance  of  hasty  state 
and  attempted  comfort  had  been  given. 
Costly  arras  imperfectly  clothed  the 
stone  walls,  and  the  rich  seats  and  deco- 
rated tables,  which  the  growing  civil- 
ization of  the  northern  cities  of  Italy 
had  already  introduced  into  the  palaces 
of  Italian  nobles,  strangely  contrasted 
the  rough  pavement,  spread  with 
heaps  of  armour  negligently  piled 
around.  At  the  farther  end  of  the 
apartment,  Adrian  shudderingly  per- 
ceived, set  in  due  and  exact  order, 
the  implements  .of  torture. 

Stefanello  Colonna,  with  two  other 
Parous,  indolently  reclined  on  scats 
drawn  around  a  table,  in  the  recess 
of  a  (hep  easement,  from  which  might 
be  still  seen  the  same  glorious  land- 
scape, bounded  by  the  dim  spires  of 
Home,  which  Hannibal  and  Pyrrhus 
had  ascended  that  very  citadel  to 
survey  ! 

Stefanello  himself, in  the  first  bloom 
of  youth,  bore  already  on  his  beard 
less  countenance  th  usually 

the  work  of  the  passions  and  vices  of 

I  manhood.  His  feature-  were 
cast  in  the  mould  of  the  old  Stephen's; 

in    their  clear,    sharp,    highbred    out- 
line might   be   noticed  thai    regular 
iceful  symmetry,  which  blood, 
in  men  a<  in  animals,  will  son 
entail  through  generations;  but  the 

were    wasted     and     i 
Hi-    brows    were    knit     in    an 

lYov,  n  ;    his   thin   :i|,,i   bloodless  lips 

wore  that   insolent  contempt  which 

o  peculiarly  cold  and  unloi  ely 

in   early  youth  :  and   the  deep  and 

livid    hollows    round    hi 

•  » 
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of  habitual  excess  and  premature 
exhaustion.  By  him  sat  (reconciled  by 
hatred  to  one  another)  the  hereditary 
foes  of  his  race  ;  the  soft,  but  cunning 
and  astute  features  of  Luca  di  Savelli, 
contrasted  with  the  broad  frame  and 
ferocious  countenance  of  the  Prince  of 
the  Orsini. 

The  young  head  of  the  Colonna  rose 
with  some  cordiality  to  receive  his 
cousin.  "Welcome,"  he  said,  "dear 
Adrian  j  you  are  arrived  in  time  to 
assist  us  with  your  well-known  mili- 
tary skill.  Think  you  not  we  shall 
stand  a  long  siege,  if  the  insolent  ple- 
heian  dare  adventure  if?  You  know 
our  friends,  the  Orsiniand  the  Savelli1? 
Thanks  to  St.  Peter,  or  Peter's  delegate, 
we  have  now  happily  meaner  throats 
lo  cut  than  those  of  each  other!" 

Thus  saying,  Stefanello  again  threw 
himself  listlessly  on  his  seat,  and  the 
shrill,  woman's  voice  of  Savelli  took 
part  in  the  dialogue. 

"  I  would,  noble  Signor,  that  you 
had  come  a  few  hours  earlier  :  we  are 
still  making  merry  at  the  recollection 
— he,  he,  he  !  " 

Ah,  excellent,"  cried  Stefanello, 
joining  in  the  laugh;  "our  cousin 
has  had  a  loss.  Know  Adrian,  that 
this  base  fellow,  whom  the  Pope  has 
had  the  impudence  to  create  Senator, 
dared  but  yesterday  to  send  us  a 
varlet,  whom  he  called — by  our  Lady ! 
— his  a  m  bassador  !  " 

"  Would  you  could  have  seen  his 
mantle,  Signor  Adrian !  "  chimed  in 
the  Savelli :  "  purple  velvet,  as  I  live* 
decorated  in  gold,  with  the  arms  of 
Pome  :  we  soon  spoiled  his  finery." 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  Adrian,  "you 
did  not  break  the  laws  of  all  nobility 
and  knighthood  ? — you  offered  no  in- 
sult to  a  herald  !  " 

"Herald,  sayst  thou]"  cried  Stefa- 
nello, frowning  till  his  eyes  were 
scarce  visible.  "  It  is  for  Princes  and 
Barons  alone  to  employ  heralds.  An'  I 
had  had  my  will,  I  would  have  sent  back 
the  minion's  head  to  the  usurper." 


"  What  did  ye  then  1 "  asked  Adrian, 
coldly. 

"  Bade  our  swineherds  dip  the  fel- 
low in  the  ditch,  and  gave  him  a 
night's  lodging  in  a  dungeon  to  dry 
himself  withal." 

"  And  this  morning — he,  he,  he  !  " 
added  the  Savelli,  "  we  had  him  before 
us,  and  drew  his  teeth,  one  by  one  ;  — 
I  would  you  could  have  heard  the 
fellow  mumble  out  for  mercy ! " 

Adrian  rose  hastily,  and  struck  the 
table  fiercely  with  his  gauntlet. 

"  Stefanello  Colonna,"  said  he,  co- 
louring with  noble  rage,  "  answer  mc : 
did  you  dare  to  inflict  this  indelible 
disgrace  upon  the  name  we  jointly 
bear?  Tell  me,  at  least,  that  you 
protested  against  this  foul  treason  to 
all  the  laws  of  civilization  and  of 
honour.  You  answer  not.  House  of 
the  Colonna,  can  such  be  thy  repre- 
sentative ! " 

"  To  me  these  words  ! "  said  Ste 
fanello,  trembling  with  passion. 
"Beware!  Mcthinks  thou  art  the 
traitor,  leagued  perhaps  with  yon 
rascal  mob.  Well  do  I  remember  that 
thou,  the  betrothed  of  the  Dema- 
gogue's sister,  didst  not  join  with  my 
uncle  and  my  father  of  old,  but  didst 
basely  leave  the  city  to  her  plebeian 
tyrant." 

"  That  did  he ! "  said  the  fierce 
Orsini,  approaching  Adrian  menac- 
ingly, while  the  gentle  cowardice  of 
Savelli  sought  in  vain  to  pluck  him 
back  by  the  mantle — "  that  did  he  ! 
aud  but  for  thy  presence,  Stefa- 
nello  " 

"Coward  and  blusterer!"  inter- 
rupted Adrian,  fairly  beside  himself 
with  indignation  and  shame,  and 
dashing  his  gauntlet  in  the  very  face 
of  the  advancing  Orsini — "  wouldst 
thou  threaten  one  who  has  main- 
tained, in  every  list  of  Europe,  and 
against  the  stoutest  Chivalry  of  the 
North,  the  honour  of  Rome,  which 
thy  deeds  the  while  disgraced  ?  By 
i',  1  spit  upon  and  defy  thep. 
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With  lance  and  with  brand,  on  horse 
ami  on  foot,  I  maintain  against  thee 
and  all  thy  line,  that  thou  art  no 
knight  to  have  thus  maltreated,  in 
thy  strongholds,  a  peaceful  and  un- 
arm* d  herald.  Yes,  even  here,  on 
the  spot  of  thy  disgrace,  I  challenge 
thee  to  arms !  " 

"  To  the  court  below !  Follow  mc," 
said  Orsini,  sullenly,  and  striding 
towards  the  threshold.  "What,  ho 
there  !  my  helmet  and  breast-plate  !  " 

"  Stay,  noble  Orsini,"  said  Stefa- 
nello.  •'  The  insult  offered  to  thee  is 
my  quarrel — mine  was  the  deed— and 
me  speaks  this  degenerate 
scion  of  our  line.  Adrian  di  Castello 
— sometime  culled  Colonna — surren- 
der your  sword:  yon  are  my  prisoner!" 

"Oh!"  said  Adrian,  grinding  his 
teeth,  "that  my  ancestral  blood  did 
not  flow  through  thy  veins— else — 
but  enough  !  Me  !  your  equal,  and 
the  favoured  Knight  of  the  Emperor, 
whose  advent  now  brightens  the 
frontiers  of  Italy  ! — me — you  dare  not 
detain.  For  your  friends,  I  shall 
meet  them  yet  perhaps,  ere  many 
days  are  over,  where  none  shall  sepa- 
rate our  swords.  Till  then,  remember, 
Orsini,  that  it  is  against  no  unprac- 
tised arm  that  thou  wilt  have  to 
redeem  thine  honour  !  " 

Adrian,    his    drawn    sword    in    his 

-trode   towards  the   door,   and 

I  the  *  'rsini,  who  stood,  lowering 

and  irresolute,   in   the   centre   (>f  the 

apartment. 

Savclli  whispered  Stefanello.  "  He 
says,  '  Ere  many  days  be  past  .' '  Be 
sure,  dear  Signor,  that  he  goes  to  join 
Ki-ii/.i.  Remember,  the  alliance  he 
once  sought  with  the  Tribune'8  sister 


may  be  renewed.  Beware  of  him  ! 
Ought  he  to  leave  the  easl  le  1  The 
name  ef  a  Colonna,  associated  with 
the  mob,  would  distract  and  dividf 
half  our  strength." 

"  Fear  me  not,"  returned  Stefanello, 
with  a  malignant  smile.  "  Ere  you 
spoke,  I  had  determined!" 

The  young  Colonna  lifted  the  arras 
from  the  wall,  opened  a  door,  and 
passed  into  a  low  hall,  in  which  sate 
twenty  mercenaries. 

"Quick!"  said  he.  "Seize  and 
disarm  yon  stranger  m  the  green 
mantle — 'but  slay  him  not.  Bid  the 
guard  below  find  dungeons  for  his 
train.     Quick !  ere  be  reach  the  gate." 

Adrian  had  gained  the  open  hall 
below — his  train  and  his  steed  were 
in  sight  in  the  court — when  suddenly 
the  soldiery  of  the  Colonna,  rushing 
through  another  passage  than  that 
which  h  d,  surrounded  and 

t  reat. 

"  Yield  thee,  Adrian  di  Castello," 
cried  Stefanello  from  the  summit  of 
the  stairs  ;  "  or  your  blood  be  on  your 
own  head." 

Three  steps  did  Adrian  make 
through  tin'  press,  and  three  of  his 
enemies  fell  beneath  his  sword.  "  To 
the  rescue  !  "  he  shouted  to  his  band, 
and  already  those  bold  and  daring 
d  the  hall.  Pre- 
sently the  alarum  bell  tolled  loud — 
the  court  swarmed  with  soldiers. 
j  numbers,  heat,  down 
rather  than  subdued,   Adrian's  little 

train  was  b 8ecured,and  the  flower 

of  the  Colonna,  wounded,  breathless, 
disarmed,  but  still  littering  loud 
i  prisoner  in  the  fortreaa 
of  his  kinsman. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THB  POSITION  OV  THE  SENATOR. — THK  WORK  OP   TEARS. — THK  REWARDS  OP 
AMBITION. 


Thh  indignation  of  Rienzi  may 
readily  be  conceived,  on  the  return  of 
his  herald  mutilated  and  dishonoured. 
His  temper,  so  naturally  stern,  was 
rendered  yet  more  hard  by  the  re- 
membrance of  his  wrongs  and  trials ; 
and  the  result  which  attended  his 
overtures  of  conciliation  to  Stefanello 
Colonna  stung  him  to  the  soul. 

The  bell  of  the  Capitol  tolled  to 
arms  within  ten  minutes  after  the 
return  of  the  herald.  The  great  gon- 
falon of  Rome  was  unfurled  on  the 
highest  tower ;  and  the  very  evening 
after  Adrian's  arrest,  the  forces  of  the 
Senator,  headed  by  Rienzi  in  person, 
were  on  the  road  to  Palestrina.  The 
troopers  of  the  Barons  had,  however, 
made  incursions  as  far  as  Tivoli  with 
the  supposed  connivance  of  the  inha- 
bitants, and  Rienzi  halted  at  that 
beautiful  spot  to  raise  recruits,  and 
receive  the  allegiance  of  the  suspected, 
while  hi3  soldiers,  with  Arimbaldo 
and  Brettone  at  their  head,  went  in 
search  of  the  marauders.  The  brothers 
of  Montreal  returned  late  at  night 
with  the  intelligence,  that  the  troopers 
of  the  Barons  had  secured  themselves 
amidst  the  recesses  of  the  wood  of 
Pantano. 

The  red  spot  mounted  to  Rienzi's 
brow.  He  gazed  hard  at  Brettone, 
who  stated  the  news  to  him,  and  a 
natural  suspicion  shot  across  his  mind. 

"  How  ! — escaped  !  "  he  said.  "  Is 
it  possible]  Enough  of  such  idle 
skirmishes  with  these  lordly  robbers. 
Will  the  hour  ever  come  when  I  shall 
meet  them  hand  to  hand'!  Brettone," 
and  the  brother  of  Montreal  felt  the 
dark  eye  of  Rienzi  pierce  to  his  very 
heart ;  "  Brettone  !  "  said  he,  with  an 
abrupt  change  of  voice,   "are  your 


men    to    be    trusted?    Is   there  no 
connivance  with  the  Barons  1 " 

"  How  ! "  said  Brettone,  sullenly, 
but  somewhat  confused. 

"  How  me  no  hows !  "  quoth  the 
Tribune-Senator,  fiercely.  "  I  know 
that  thou  art  a  valiant  Captain  of 
valiant  men.  Thou  and  thy  brother 
Arimbaldo  have  served  me  well,  and  I 
have  rewarded  ye  well  1  Have  I  not  ? 
Speak ! " 

"  Senator,"  answered  Arimbaldo, 
taking  up  the  word,  "  you  have  kept 
your  word  to  us.  You  have  raised  us 
to  the  highest  rank  your  power  could 
bestow,  and  this  has  amply  atoned  our 
humble  services." 

"  I  am  glad  ye  allow  thus  much," 
said  the  Tribune. 

Arimbaldo  proceeded,  somewhat 
more  loftily,  "  I  trust,  my  Lord,  you 
do  not  doubt  us?" 

"Arimbaldo,"  replied  Rienzi,  in  a 
voice  of  deep,  but  half-suppressed 
emotion;  "you  are  a  lettered  man, 
and  you  have  seemed  to  share  my  pro- 
jects for  the  regeneration  of  our  com 
mon  kind.  You  ought  not  to  betray 
me.  There  is  something  in  unison 
between  us.  But,  chide  me  not,  1  am 
surrounded  by  treason,  and  the  very 
air  I  breathe  seems  poison  to  my  lips." 

There  was  a  pathos  mingled  with 
Rienzi's  words  which  touched  the 
milder  brother  of  Montreal.  He 
bowed  in  silence.  Rienzi  surveyed 
him  wistfully,  and  sighed.  Then, 
changing  the  conversation,  he  spoke 
of  their  intended  siege  of  Palestrina, 
and  shortly  afterwards  retired  to  rest. 

Left  alone,  the  brothers  regarded 
each  other  for  some  moments  in 
silence.  "  Brettone,"  said  Arimbaldo 
at  length,  in  a  whispered  voice,  "  my 
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heart  misgives  me.  I  like  not  Walter's 
ambitious  schemes.  With  our  own 
countrymen  we  are  frank  and  loyal, 
why  play  the  traitor  with  this  high- 
souled  Roman  1 "  * 

'•  Tush  "  said  Brettone.  ■"  Our 
brother's  hand  of  iron  alone  can  sway 
this  turbulent  people ;  and  if  Rienzi 
oe  betrayed,  so  also  are  his  enemies, 
the  Barons.  Xo  more  of  this!  I 
have  tidings  from  Montreal ;  he  will 
be  in  Home  in  a  few  days." 

"  And  then  ] " 

"Rienzi,  weakened  by  the  Barons 
(for  he  must  not  conquer) — the 
weakened  by  Rienzi — our 
Northmen  seize  the  Capitol,  and  the 
soldiery,  now  scattered  throughout 
Italy,  will  fly  to  the  standard  of  the 
Great  Captain.  Montreal  must  he 
first  Podesta,  then  King,  of  Rome." 

Arimbaldo  moved  restlessly  in  his 
seat,  and  the  brethren  conferred  no 
more  on  their  projects. 

i'h  situation  of  Rienzi  was  precisely 
that  which  tends  the  most  to  sour 
and  to  harden  the  fairest  nature. 
With  an  intellect  capable  of  the 
igns,  a  heart,  thai  beal 
with  the  loftiest  emotions,  elevated  to 
the  sunny  pinnacle  of  power  and  sur- 
rounded by  loud-tongued  adul 
knew  not  among  n  le  breast 

in  which  he  could  confide.     He  was 

crumbles,  while  every  bough  at  which 
ps  seems  to  rot  at  bis  touch. 
lie  found  the  people  more  than  ever 
eloquent  in  his  favour,  but  while  they 
d,  nol  a 
man  was  capable  of  making  "  sa<yrifiee 
for  him!  The  liberty  of  a 
never  achieved  by  a  -ii_rle  individual ; 
if  not  the  people  -if  not  the 
number — a  zealous  and  fervent  mino 


monymona  blographi  r  ..f    Rienzi 
ring  j<i-t  remark  :  ■■ 

0  Ion  'le  la  A 

wmplloi,  pari,  -  nsn  fraude,  corneal  alio- 
cano  tr;i'  tal  "  a  M  i  idutl, 

■•iii  i-i.  che eentono  ognl  malicta.'     VU   dt 
Cut.  <h  Rienzi,  lib.  it.  c«p.  16. 


rity,  at  least,  mu3t  go  hand  in  hand 
with  him.  Rome  demanded  sacrifices 
in  all  who  sought  the  Roman  regene- 
ration— sacrifices  of  time,  ease,  and 
money.  The  crowd  followed  the  pro- 
cession of  the  Senator,  but  not  a  single 
Roman  devoted  his  life,  unpaid,  to  his 
standard  ;  not  a  single  coin  was  sub- 
scribed in  the  defence  of  freedom. 
Against  him  were  arrayed  the  most 
powerful  and  the  most  ferocious 
Barons  of  Italy  ;  each  of  whom  could 
maintain,  at  his  own  cost,  a  little- 
army  of  practised  warriors.  With 
Rienzi  were  traders  and  .rtificers,  who 
were  willing  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of 
liberty,  but  not  to  labour  at  the  soil ; 
who  demanded,  in  return  for  empty 
shouts,  peace  and  riches  ;  and  who 
expected  that  one  man  was  to  effect 
in  a  day  what  would  be  cheaply  pur 
chased  by  the  struggle  ofa  generation. 
All  their  dark  and  rude  notion  of  a 
reformed  state  was  to  live  unbutchered 
by  the  Barons  and  untaxed  by  their 
governors.  Rome,  I  say,  gave  to  her 
•Senator  not  a  free  arm,  nor  a  voluntary 
florin.*  Well  aware  of  the  danger 
which  surrounds  the  ruler  who  defends 
his  state  by  foreign  swords,  the  fondest 
wish,  and  the  most  visionary  dream  of 
Rienzi,  was  to  revive  amonj  i\  the 
Romans,  in  their  first,  enthusiasm  at 
his  return,  an  organized  and  voluntary 
force,  who,  in  protecting  him,  would 

i  bemselves  :     not,  a* 
in  his  lir.-i  power,  a  nominal  force  of 
twenty   thousand   men,    who  at    any 
hour  mighl   yield    (as  they  did  yield) 

aundred  and  fifty  ;  bul 
lar,  well  disciplined,  and  truBtj  body, 
numerous  enough  tt 
not    nui  bo     become 

themselves  the  aggressors. 

Hitherto  all  his  pi [vate endeavours, 

•lie  exhortal  ions,  bad   failed  ; 

iwd     listened     shouted — saw 

him    quit     the    city    to    meet    their 

tyrants,  and  returned  to  their  shopt 

thoroughly  bonu  tt 

)  iititlmrity. 
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saying  to  each  other,  "What  a  great  composed  majesty  of  mien — the  mut» 
man !  "  tering  lips — the  broken  slumber — the 
The  character  of  Kienzi  has  chiefly  secret  corselet ; — these  to  both  were 
received  for  its  judges  men  of  the  the  rewards  of  Power ! 
closet,  who  speculate  upon  human  The  elasticity  of  youth  had  left  the 
beings  as  if  they  were  machines  ;  who  Tribune  !  His  frame,  which  had  en- 
gauge  the  great,  not  by  their  merit,  dured  so  many  shocks,  had  contracted 
but  their  success ;  and  who  have  cen-  a  painful  disease  in  the  dungeon  at 
sured  or  sneered  at  the  Tribune,  Avignon* — his  high  soul  still  sup- 
where  they  should  have  condemned  ported  him,  but  the  nerves  gave  way, 
the  People  !  Had  but  one-half  the  Tears  came  readily  into  his  eyes,  and 
spirit  been  found  in  Rome  which  ran  often,  like  Cromwell,  he  was  thought 
through  a  single  vein  of  Cola  di  to  weep  from  hypocrisy,  when  in 
Kienzi,  the  august  Republic,  if  not  the  truth  it  was  the  hysteric  of  over- 
majestic  empire,  of  Rome,  might  be  wrought  and  irritable  emotion.  In 
existing  now !  Turning  from  the  all  his  former  life  singularly  tempe- 
people,  the  Senator  saw  his  rude  and  rate,t  he  now  fled  from  his  goading 
savage  troops,  .  accustomed  to  the  thoughts  to  the  beguiling  excitement 
licence  of  a  tyrant's  camp,  and  under  of  wine.  He  drank  deep,  though  its 
commanders  in  whom  it  was  ruin  effects  were  never  visible  upon  him 
really  to  confide — whom  it  was  equal  except  in  a  freer  and  wilder  mood,  and 
ruin  openly  to  distrust.  Hemmed  in  the  indulgence  of  that  racy  humour, 
on  every  side  by  dangers,  his  character  half-mirthful,  half-bitter,  for  which  his 
daily  grew  more  restless,  vigilant,  and  younger  day  had  been  distinguished. 
stern;  and  still,  with  all  the  aims  of  Now  the  mirth  had  more  loudness, 
the  patriot,  he  felt  all  the  curses  of  but  the  bitterness  more  gall, 
the  tyrant.  Without  the  rough  and  Such  were  the  characteristics  of 
hardening  career  which,  through  a  Rienzi  at  his  return  to  power — made 
life  of  warfare,  had  brought  Cromwell  more  apparent  with  every  day.  Nina 
to  a  similar  power — with  more  of  he  still  loved  with  the  same  tender- 
grace  and  intellectual  softness  in  his  ncss,  and,  if  possible,  she  adored  him 
composition,  he  resembled  that  yet  more  than  ever:  but,  the  zesl  and 
greater  man  in  some  points  of  charac-  freshness  of  triumphant  ambition 
ter — in  his  religious  enthusiasm  ;  Ids  gone,  somehow  or  other,  their  inter- 
rigid  justice,  often  forced  by  circum-  course  together  had  not  its  old  charm. 
stance  into  severity,  but  never  wan-  Formerly  they  talked  constantly  of  the 
tonly  cruel  or  blood-thirsty ;  in  his  future — of  the  bright  days  in  store 
singular  pride  of  country;  and  his  for  them.  Now,  with  a  sharp  and 
mysterious  command  over  thenninds  uneasy  pang,  Ricn/.i  turned  from  all 
of  others.  But  he  resembled  the  giant  thought  of  that  "gay  to-morrow." 
Englishman  far  more  in  circumstance  There  was  no  "gay  to-morrow"  for 
than  original  nature,  and  that  circum-  him!     Dark  and  thorny  as  was  the 


stance  assimilated  iheir  characters  at 
tho  close  of  their  several  careers.  Like 
Cromwell,  beset  by  secret  or  open 
foes,  the  assassin's  dagger  ever  gleamed 
before  his  eyes ;  and  his  stout  heart, 
unawed  by  real,  trembled  at  imagined, 
terrors.  The  countenance  changing 
suddenly  from  red  to  white — the 
bloodshot,   restless   eye,   belying   th(H 


present  hour,  all  beyond  seemed  yet 

*  "  THcea  ohe  lie  la  prigionc  era  stato 
ascarmato."—  Vit.  <l>  Col.  <ii  Rienzi,  lib.  ii. 
cap,  lit. 

t  "Soled  prima  esser  Bobrio,  temperatoi 
astinente,  ora  e  diventuto  distemperatitwimo 
bevitore,"  &c. — Ibid. 

t-  \i  Bret  he  used  to  tie  sober,  temperate, 
Hhstinent  ;  n  iw  lie  is  become  :i  most  intem- 
r"""tu  drinker,"  &c.— /.'/•  of  Cola  di  Rienzi. 
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less  cheering  and  more  ominous. 
Still  he  had  some  moments,  brief  but 
brilliant,  when,  forgetting  the  iron 
race  amongst  whom  lie  was  thrown, 
he  plunged  into  scholastic  reveries  of 
the  worshipped  Past,  and  half-fancied 
that  he  was  of  a  People  worthy  of  his 
genius  and  his  devotion.  Like  most 
men  who  have  been  preserved  through 
great  dangers,  he  continued  with  in- 
creasing fondness  to  nourish  a  credu- 
lous belief  in  the  grandeur  of  his  own 
destiny.  He  could  not  imagine  that 
he  had  been  so  delivered,  and  for  no 
end  !  He  was  the  Elected,  and  there- 
fore the  Instrument,  of  Heaven.  And 
thus,  that  Bible  which  in  his  loneliness, 
his  wanderings,  and  his  prison,  had 
been  his  Bolace  and  support,  was  more 
than  ever  needed  in  his  greatness. 

It  was  another  cause  of  sorrow  and 
chagrin  to  one  who,  amidst  such  cir- 
cumstances of  public  danger,  required 
so  peculiarly  the  support  and  sym- 
pathy of  private  friends, — that  he 
found  he  had  incurred  amongst  his 
old  coadjutors  the  common  penalty  of 
absence.  A  few  were  dead ;  others, 
wearied  with  the  storms  of  public 
life,  and  chilled  in  their  ardour  by  the 
turbulent  revolutions  to  which,  in 
every  effort  for  her  amelioration, 
Rome  had  been  subjected,  had  i 
— some  altogether  from  the  city.  30me 
from  all  participation  in  p 
affairs.  In  his  halls,  the  Tribune- 
r  was  Bnrrounded  by  unfamiliar 
ind  a  new  generation.  Of  the 
beads  of  the  popular  party,  most  were 

animated  by  a  stern  dislike  to  the 
Pontifical  domination,  and  looked  with 
suspicion  and  repugnance   a] 
who,  if  he  governed   \'<)V  the    I 
Bad    been    In;  it    I    and     I 
the    Pope.      !•        ■  '  was   not    a   man  t" 
forget  former  frien  r  lowly, 

and  bad  already  found  time 
an  interview  with  Cecco  ,\,\  Vecchio. 
Hut  th  Republican   bad    re- 

ceived him  with  coldness.   1 1 
mercenaries  and  bis  title  o'    8*oh**>* 


were  things  that  the  artisan  could  not 
digest.  With  his  usual  bluntness,  he 
had  said  so  to  Kienzi. 

"As  for  the  last,"  answered  the 
Tribune,  affably,  "names  do  not  alter 
natures.  When  I  forget  that  to  be 
delegate  to  the  Pontiff  is  to  be  the 
guardian  of  his  flock,  forsake  me.  As 
for  the  first,  let.  me  but  see  five  hun- 
dred Romans  sworn  to  stand  armed 
day  and  night  for  the  defence  of 
Home,  and  1  dismiss  the  Northmen." 

Cecco  del  Vecchio  was  unsoftened  ; 
hones4,  but  uneducated — impracti- 
cable, and  by  nature  a  malcontent,  he 
felt  as  if  he  wee  no  longer  nee 
to  the  Senator,  and  this  offended  his 
pride.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  the 
sullen  artisan  bore,  too,  a  secret 
grudge  against  Rienzi,  for  not  having 
seen  and  selected  him  from  a  crowd  of 
thousands  on  the  day  of  his  triumphal 
entry.  Such  are  the  small  offences 
which  produce  deep  danger  to  thegreat! 

The  artisans  still  held  their  meet- 
id  Cecco  del  Vecchio's  voice 
was  heart  loud  in  grumbling  fore- 
bodings. But  what  wounded  Rienzi 
yet  more  thai-  the  alienation  of  the 
rest,  was  the  confused  and  altered 
manner  of  his  old  friend  and  familiar, 
Pandulfo  di  Guido.  Missing  that 
popular  citizen  among  those  "  ho  daily 
their  homage  al  the  Capitol,  he 
had  sent  for  him,  and  soughl  in  vain 
to  revive  their  ancient  intimacy.  Pan- 
dulfo affected  great  respect,  but  not 
all  tie    c  'it  of  the  Senator 

could  Conquer  his  distance  and  his 
restraint.  In  fact,  Pandnlfo  had 
learned  to  form  ambitious  proji 

n  ;  and  but  for  the  return  of 
Rienzi,  Pandulfo  di  Guido  fell  that  lie 
now,  with  greater  safety,  and 
indeed  with  some  connivam 
th'-  Barons,  have  been  the  Tribune  "f 
pie.  The  facility  to  rise  into 
popular  eminence  which  a  disordered 
and  corrupt  -t.Me,  anblesi  by  a  i 
constitution,  offers  toambition,  breeds 
the  ieftloUBJ  and   the  riv;i'.»hii>  which 
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dostroy  union,  and  rot  away  the  ties 
of  party. 

Such  was  the  situation  of  Rienzi, 
and  yet,  wonderful  to  say,  he  seemed 
to  be  adored  by  the  multitude ;  and 
law  and  liberty,  life  and  death,  were  in 
li  is  hands ! 

Of  all  those  who  attended  his  per- 
son, Angelo  Villani  was  the  most 
r'a  voured ;  that  youth  who  had  accom  ■ 
p  aided  Rienzi  in  his  long  exile,  had 
also,  at  the  wish  of  Nina,  attended 
him  from  Avignon,  through  his 
sojourn  in  the  camp  of  Alboruoz. 
1 1  is  zeal,  intelligence,  and  frank  and 
evident  affection,  blinded  the  Senator 
to  the  faults  of  his  character,  and 
established  him  more  and  more  in  the 
gratitude  of  Rienzi.  He  loved  to  feel 
that  one  faithful  heart  beat  near  him, 
and  the  page,  raised  to  the  rank  of  his 
chamberlain,  always  attended  his  per- 
son, and  slept  in  his  ante-chamber. 

Retiring  that  night  at  Tivoli,  to 
the  apartment  prepared  for  him,  the 
Senator  sat  down  by  the  open  case- 
ment, through  which  were  seen,  wav  i  1 1  g 
in  the  starlight,  the  dark  pines  that 
crowned  the  hills,  while  the  stillness 
of  the  hour  gave  to  his  ear  the  dash 
of  the  waterfalls  heard  above  the 
regular  and  measured  tread  of  the 
sentinels  below.  Leaning  his  cheek 
upon  his  hand,  Rienzi  long  surren- 
dered himself  to  gloomy  thought, 
and,  when  he  looked  up,  he  saw  the 
bright  blue  eye  of  Villani  fixed  in 
anxious  sympathy  on  his  countenance. 

"  Is  my  Lord  unwell  1 "  asked  the 
young  chamberlain,  hesitating. 

"Not  so,  my  Angelo  ;  but  some- 
what sick  at  heart.  Methinks,  for  a 
September  nighu,  I  he  air  is  chill  !  " 

"  Angelo,"  resumed  Rienzi.  who  had 
already  acquired  that  uneasy  curiosity 
which  belongs  to  an  uncertain  power, 
— "  Angelo,  bring  me  hither  yon 
writing  implements  ;  hast  thou  heard 
aught  what  the  men  say  of  our  pro  • 
'.aide  Buccess  against  Palestrina!" 

"  Would  my  Lord  wish  to    learn 


all  their  gossip,  whether  it  please  oi 
not  ] "  answered  Villani. 

"  If  I  studied  only  to  hear  what 
pleased  me,  Angelo,  I  should  never 
have  returned  to  Rome." 

"  "Why,  then,  I  heard  a  constable  of 
the  Northmen  say,  meaningly,  that 
the  place  will  not  be  carried." 

"  Humph !  And  what  said  the  cap- 
tains of  my  Roman  Legion?  " 

"  My  Lord,  I  have  heard  it  whis- 
pered that  they  fear  defeat  less  than 
they  do  the  revenge  of  the  Barons,  if 
they  are  successful." 

"  And  with  such  tools  the  living 
race  of  Europe  and  misjudging  pos- 
terity will  deem  that  the  workman  is 
to  shape  out  the  Ideal  and  the  Per- 
fect !     Bring  me  yon  Bible." 

As  Angelo  reverently  brought  to 
Rienzi  the  sacred  book,  he  said, 

"Just  before  I  left  my  companions 
below,  there  was  a  rumour  that  the 
Lord  Adrian  Colonna  had  been  im- 
prisoned by  his  kinsman." 

"  I  too  heard,  and  I  believe,  as 
much,"  returned  Rienzi :  "  these 
Barons  would  gibbet  their  own  chil- 
dren in  irons,  if  there  were  .my  chance 
of  i  he  shackles  growing  rusty  for 
want  of  prey.  But  the  wicked  shall 
lie  brought  low,  and  their  strong 
places  shall  be  made  desolate." 

"I  would,  my  Lord,"  said  Villani, 
"  that  our  Northmen  had  other  cap- 
tains than  these  Provencals." 

'•  Why  !"  asked  Rienzi,  abruptly. 

"  Have  the  creatures  of  the  Captain 
of  the  Grand  Company  ever  held 
faith  with  any  man  whom  it  suited 
the  avarice  or  the  ambition  of  Mon- 
treal to  betray.-  Was  he  not,  a  few 
months  ago,  the  right  arm  of  John  di 
Vico,  and  did  he  not  sell  his  services 
to  John  di  Vico's  enemy,  the  Cardinal 
A lbornoz  ?  These  warriors  barter  men 
as  cattle." 

"  Thou  describest  Montreal  .ightly  : 
a  dangerous  and  an  awful  man.  But 
methinks  his  brothers  are  of  a  duller 
and  meaner  kind  ;  they  dare  not  th* 
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crimes  of  the  Robber  Captain.  How- 
beit,  Angelo,  thou  hast  touched  a 
string  that  will  make  discord  with 
sleep  to-night.  Fair  youth,  thy  young 
eyes  have  need  of  slumber ;  withdraw, 
and   when    thou    nearest   men   envy 

Rienzi,  think  that " 

"  God  never  made  Genius  to  be 
envied  !  "  interrupted  ^illani,  with  an 
energy  that    overcame   his    respect. 


■  We  envy  not  the  sun,  but  rather 
the  valleys  that  ripen  beneath  his 
beams." 

••  Verily,  it'  I  l>e  the  sun,"  said 
Rienzi,  with  a  bitter  and  melancholy 
smile.  "  !  long  for  night, — and  come 
it  will,  to  the  human  as  to  the  celestial 
Pilgrim  ! — Thank  Heaven,  at  least, 
that  our  ambition  cannot  make  us 
immortal ! " 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE    BfTEK    BIT. 


Thk  next  morning,  when  Rienzi 
descended  to  the  room  where  h 
tains  awaited  him,  his  quick  eye  per- 
ceived that  a  cloud  still  lowered  upon 
the  brow  of  Messere  Brettone.  Arim- 
baldo,  sheltered  l>y  the  recess  of  the 
rude  easement,  shunned  his  eye. 

"  A  fair  morning,  gentles."  said 
Rienzi  ;  "  the  Sun  laughs  upon  our 
enterprise.  I  have  messengers  from 
Borne  betimes — fresh  troops  will  join 
us  ere  noon." 

"I  am  glad,  Senator,"  answered 
Brettone,  "that  you  have  tidings 
which  will  counteract  the  ill  of  those 
I  have  to  narrate  to  thee.  The  boI- 
murinnr  loudly  their  pay  is 
due  to  them  ;  and,  I  fear  me,  that 
without  money  they  will  not  march  to 
Paleatrina." 

"As   they    will,"  returned    Rienzi, 
-ly.      "  It    ifi    bul    a    few    days 

since   they  entered    Borne  ;  | 
they    receive    in     advance — if    they 
demand  more,  the  ( lolonna  and 
may  outbid  me.     Draw  off  your  sol- 
diers, Sir  Knight,  and  farewell." 

one's  countenance  fell 
his  object   I  ■   more  and 

more  in  his  power,  and  he  wished  nol 
to  Buffer  him  to  gain  that  -• 
which  would  accrue  t"  him  from  the 
fall   of    Palestrina :    the   indit 


of  the  Senator  foiled  and  entrapped 
him  in  his  own  net. 

"  That  must  not  be,"  said  the  bro- 
ther of  .Montreal,  after  a  confused 
silence;  "  we-  cannot  leave  you  thus  to 
your  enemies — the  soldiers,  it  is  true, 
demand  pay " 

"And  should  have  it."  said  Rienzi. 
"  I  know  these  mercenaries  it  is  ever 
with  them,  mutiny  or  money.  1  will 
throw  myself  on  my  Romans,  and 
triumph — or  fall,  if  so  Heaven  de- 
crees, with  them.  Acquaint  your  eon- 
stables  with  my  resolve." 

Scarce  were  these  words  spoken, 
ere,  as  previously  concerted  with  Bret- 
tone,  the  chiei  constable  of  the  mer- 
cenaries appeared  at  the  door.   "  Sena- 

■  1  he.   with  a  rough  Bemblance 
of   aspect,   "your  order-    to    march 

■  eh.-d   me.    I    have    sought    W 
marshal  my  men — but " 

'•  I    know    what    thou    WOuid  I 

friend,"  interrupted  Rienzi,  wa\  tng  his 

hand  :  "  Mi  -•-■  re    Brettone  will  give 

you    my    reply         Another    tine-,    Sir 

Captain,    more    ceremony   with    the 
Senator ol  Borne  -you  may  withdraw." 
Tie-  onfon  of  Rienzi 

I   ind  abashed  the  constable ; 
he  loo! 
him  to  depart.     He  cla  ed  I  b 
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"What  is  to  be  done? "said  Bret- 
tone. 

"  Sir  Knight,"  replied  Rienzi, 
gravely,  "let  us  understand  each 
other.  Would  you  serve  me  or  not  1 
If  the  first,  you  are  not  my  equal,  hut 
subordinate — and  you  must  obey  and 
not  dictate  ;  if  the  lust,  my  debt  to 
you  shall  be  discharged,  and  the  world 
is  wide  enough  for  both." 

"  We  have  declared  allegiance  to 
you,"  answered  Brettone,  "  and  it  shall 
be  given." 

"  One  caution  before  I  rc-accept 
your  fealty,"  replied  Rienzi,  very 
slowly.  "  For  an  open  foe,  I  have  my 
sword — for  a  traitor,  mark  me,  Rome 
has  the  axe ;  of  the  first  I  have  no 
fear ;  for  the  last,  no  mercy." 

"These  are  not  words  that  should 
pass  between  friends,"  said  Brettone, 
turning  pale  with  suppressed  emotion. 
"Friends! — ye  are  my  friends, 
then  ! — your  hands  !  Friends,  so  ye 
are  !— and  shall  prove  it !  Dear  Arim- 
baldo,  thou,  like  myself,  art  book- 
learned, — a  clerkly  3oldier.  Dost 
thou  remember  how  in  the  Roman 
history  it  is  told  that  the  Treasury 
lacked  money  for  the  soldiers?  The 
Consul  convened  the  Nobles.  '  Ye,' 
said  he,  'that  have  the  offices  and 
dignity  should  be  the  first  to  pay  for 
them.'  Ye  heed  me,  my  friends  ;  the 
nobles  took  the  hint,  they  found  the 
money — the  army  was  paid.  This 
example  is  not  lost  on  you.  I  have 
made  you  the  leaders  of  my  force, 
Rome  hath  showered  her  honours  on 
you.  Your  generosity  shall  commence 
the  example  which  the  Romans  shall 
thus  learn  of  strangers.  Ye  ga/.e  at. 
in",  my  friends!  I  read  your  noble 
souls — and  thank  ye  beforehand.  Ye 
have  the  dignity  and  the  office;  ye 
have  also  the  wealth  I — pay  the  hire- 
lings, pay  them  !  "  * 

Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  at  the  feet 


*  See  the  anonymous  biographer,  lib.  ii 
cap.  19. 


of  Brettone,  he  could  not  have  been 
more  astounded  than  at  this  simple 
suggestion  of  Rienzi's.  He  lifted  hia 
eyes  to  the  Senator's  face,  and  saw 
there  that  smile  which  he  had  already, 
bold  as  he  was,  learned  to  dread.  He 
felt  himself  fairly  sunk  in  the  pit  he 
had  digged  for  another.  There  was 
that  in  the  Senator-Tribune's  brow 
that  told  him  to  refuse  was  to  declare 
open  war,  and  the  moment  was  not 
ripe  for  that, 

"  Ye  accede,"  said  Rienzi ;  "ye  have 
done  well." 

The  Senator  clapped  his  hands — his 
guard  appeared 

"  Summon  the  head  constables  of 
the  soldiery." 

The  brothers  still  remained  dumb. 
The  constables  entered. 
"  My  friends," said  Rienzi,  "Messere 
Brettone  and  Messere  Arimbaldo  have 
my  directions  to  divide  amongst  your 
force  a  thousand  florins.  This  even- 
ing we  encamp  beneath  Palestrina." 

The  constables  withdrew  in  visible 
surprise.  Rienzi  gazed  a  moment  on 
the  brothers,  chuckling  within  him- 
self— for  his  sarcastic  humour  enjoyed 
his  triumph.  "  You  lament  not  your 
devotion,  my  friends!" 

"  No,"  said  Brettone,  rousing  him- 
self ;  "  the  sum  but.  trivially  swells  our 
debt," 

"  Frankly  said—  your  hands  once 
more ! — the  good  people  of  Tivoli 
expeel  me  in  the  Piazza — they  require 
some  admonitions.  Adieu  till  noon." 
When  the  door  closed  on  Rienzi, 
Brettone  struck  the  handle  of  hia 
sword  fiercely—"  The  Roman  laughs 
at  us,"  said  he.  "  But  let  Walter  de 
Montreal  once  appear  in  Rome,  and 
the  proud  jester  shall  pay  us  dearly 
for  this." 

"Hush!"  said    Arimbaldo,  "walls 
have   ears,    and   that   imp  of  Satan, 
1  young  Villani,  seems  to  me  ever  at 
our  heels !" 

"  A  thousand  florins  !  I  trust  his 
i  hearl   hath  as  many  drops,"  growled 
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the  chafed  Brettone,  unheeding  his 
brothei. 

The  soldiers  were  paid — the  army 
marched — the  eloquence  of  the  Senator 
had  augmented  his  force  by  volun- 
teers from  Tivoli,  and  wild  and  half 
armed  peasantry  joined  his  standard 
from  the  Campagna  and  the  neigh- 
bouring mountains. 

Palestrina  was  besieged:  llienzi  con- 
tinued dexterously  to  watch  the 
brothers  of  Montreal.  Under  pretext 
of  imparting  to  the  Italian  volunteers 
the  advantage  of  their  military  science, 
he  separated  them  from  their  merce- 


naries, and  assigned  to  them  the  com- 
mand of  the  less  disciplined  Italians, 
with  whom,  he  believed,  they  could 
not  venture  to  tamper.  He  himself 
assumed  the  lead  of  the  Northmen — ■ 
and,  despite  themselves,  they  were 
fascinated  by  his  artful,  yet  dignified 
affability,  and  the  personal  courage 
he  displayed  in  some  sallies  of  the 
besieged  Barons.  But  as  the  hunts- 
men upon  all  the  subtlest  windings 
of  their  prey, — so  pressed  the  relent- 
less and  speeding  Fates  upon  Cola  di 
Eienzi  1 


CHAPTER  VL 


THE  EVENTS  GATHEK  TO  THE  END. 


Wuile  this  the  state  of  the  camp 
of  the  besiegers,  Luca  di  Savclli  and 
Stefanello  Colonna  were  closeted  with 
a  stranger,  who  had  privately  entered 
Palestrina  on  the  night  before  the 
as  pitched  their  tents  beneath 
its  walls.  This  visitor,  who  might 
have  somewhat  passed  his  fortieth 
year,  yet  retail  ly  diminished, 

the  uncommon  beauty  of  form  and 
nance  for  which  his  youth  had 
been  remarkable.  But  it  was  no 
thai  character  of  beauty  which  has 
been  described  in  his  lir>t  introduction 
to  the  reader.  It  was  no  longer  the 
almost  woman  delicacy  of  feature  and 
complexion,  or  the  highborn  polish, 
and  graceful  Buavit]  of  manner,  which 
di-tinuui.--h.-il  Walter  de  Montreal:  a 

life  of  vicissitude  and  war  had  a!  length 

done  its  work.     His  bearing 

abrupt  and  imperious,  as  that  of  one 

accustomed  to  rule  wild  spirit-,  and 
he  had  exchanged  the  grace  o 
Bion  for  tie  immand. 

His  athletic  Form   had 

■pare  mid  sinewy,  and  in.-i'  ad  of  thi 


brow  half  shaded  by  fair  and  cluster- 
ing  curls,  his  forehead,  though  yet 
but  slightly  wrinkled,  was  completely 
bald  at  the  temples  ;  and  by  its  un- 
wonted height,  increased  the  dignity 
and  manliness  of  his  aspect.  The 
bloom  of  his  complexion  was  faded, 
less  by  Outward  exposure  than  inward 
thought,  into  a  bronzed  and  settled 

:  and  his  features  seemed  more 

marked  and   prominent,  as  the  flesh 

had  somewhat  sunk  from  the  contour 

of  the  cheek.     Yet  the  change  suited 

the  change  "f  age  and  circumstance  : 

and  if  tie'  I'ne. -real  U"'.\  less  realized 

i  of  i  hi-  brave  and  fair  knight- 

de  bul  looked  the  more  what 

the  knighl  errant   had  become — the 

i   and  the  mighty 

leader. 

"  You  musl  1"-  aware,"  said  Mon- 
treal, continuing  a   .1.  com  w  which 

I  to  have  made  great  impres- 
sion "ii  In-  Companions,  "  thai  in  t hi.-, 

between  yourselves  and  the 
I        i      hold   the  balance. 

.-   utterly    in   my   power — my 
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brothers,  the  leaders  of  his  army ; 
myself,  his  creditor.  It  rests  with  me 
to  secure  him  on  the  throne,  or  to 
send  him  to  the  scaffold.  I  have  but 
to  give  the  order,  and  the  Grand 
Company  enter  Rome;  but  without 
their  agency,  methinks  if  you  keep 
faith  with  me,  our  purpose  can  be 
effected." 

"  In  the  meanwhile,  Palestrina  is 
besieged  by  your  brothers !"  said  Ste- 
fanello,  sharply. 

"  But  they  have  my  orders  to  waste 
their  time  before  its  walls.  Do  you 
not  see,  that  by  this  very  siege,  fruit- 
less, as,  if  I  will,  it  shall  be,  Rienzi 
loses  fame  abroad,  and  popularity  in 
Rome." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  Luca  di  Savelli, 
"  you  speak  as  a  man  versed  in  the 
profound  poliny  of  the  times;  and 
under  all  the  circumstances  which 
menace  us,  your  proposal  seems  but 
fitting  and  reasonable.  On  the  one 
hand,  you  undertake  to  restore  us  and 
the  other  Barons  to  Rome;  and  to 
give  Rienzi  to  the  Staircase  of  the 
Lion " 

"  Not  so,  not  so,"  replied  Montreal, 
quickly.  "  I  will  consent  either  so  to 
subdue  and  cripple  his  power,  as  to 
render  him  a  puppet  in  our  hands,  a 
mere  shadow  of  authority — or,  if  his 
proud  spirit  chafe  at  its  cage,  to  give 
it  once  more  liberty  amongst  the 
wilds  of  Germany.  I  would  fetter  or 
banish  him,  but  not  destroy ;  unless 
(added  Montreal,  after  a  moment's 
pause)  fate  absolutely  drives  us  to  it. 
Power  should  not  demand  victims ; 
but  to  secure  it,  victims  may  be 
necessary." 

"  I  understand  your  refinements," 
said  Luca  di  Savelli,  with  his  icy 
smile,  "  and  am  satisfied.  The  Barons 
once  restored,  our  palaces  once  more 
manDcd,  and  I  am  willing  to  take  tin: 
chance  of  the  Senator's  longevity. 
This  service  you  promise  to  effect  1 " 

"  I  do." 

"  And,  in  return,  yon  demand  our 


assent  to  your  enjoying  the  rank  of 
Podesta  for  five  years  ] " 

"  You  say  right." 

"  I,  for  one,  accede  to  the  terms," 
said  the  Savelli :  "  there  is  my  hand ; 
1  am  wearied  of  these  brawls,  even 
amongst  ourselves,  and  think  that  a 
Foreign  Ruler  may  best  enforce  order : 
the  more  especially,  if  like  you,  Sir 
Knight,  one  whose  birth  and  renown 
are  such  as  to  make  him  comprehend 
the  difference  between  Barons  and 
Plebeians." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Stefanello,  "  I 
feel  that  we  have  but  a  choice  of 
evils — I  like  not  a  foreign  Podesta; 
but  I  like  a  plebeian  Senator  still 
less ;  —  there  too  is  my  hand,  Sir 
Knight." 

"  Noble  Signors,"  said  Montreal, 
after  a  short  pause,  and  turning  his 
piercing  gaze  from  one  to  the  other 
with  great  deliberation,  "  our  compact 
is  sealed  ;  one  word  by  way  of  codicil. 
Walter  de  Montreal  is  no  Count  Pepin 
of  Minorbino !  Once  before,  little 
dreaming,  I  own,  that  the  victory 
would  be  so  facile,  I  intrusted  your 
cause  and  mine  to  a  deputy  ;  your 
cause  he  promoted,  mine  he  lost.  He 
drove  out  the  Tribune,  and  then 
suffered  the  Barons  to  banish  himself. 
This  time  I  see  to  my  own  affairs  : 
and,  mark  you,  I  have  learned  in  the 
Grand  Company  one  lesson ;  viz.  never 
to  pardon  spy  or  deserter,  of  whatever 
rank.  Your  forgiveness  for  the  hint. 
Let  us  change  the  theme.  So  ye 
detain  in  your  fortress  my  old  friend 
the  Baron  di  Castello  1 " 

"  Ay,"  said  Luca  di  Savelli;  for 
Stefanello,  stnn^'  by  Montreal's  threat, 
which  he  dared  not  openly  resent,  pre- 
served a  sullen  silence  ;  "  Ay,  he  is 
one  noble  the  loss  to  the  Senator's 
council." 

"  You  act  wisely.  I  know  his  views 
and  temper;  at  present  dangerous  to 
our  interests.  Yet  use  him  well,  I 
entreat  you ;  he  may  hereafter  serve 
us.     And  now,  my  Lords,  my  eyes  are 
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weary,  suffer  me  to  retire.  Pleasant 
dreams  of  the  New  Revolution  to 
us  all  !" 

"  By  your  leave,  noble  Montreal, 
we  will  attend  you  to  your  couch," 
raid  Luca  di  Savelli. 

"  By  my  troth,  and  ye  shall  not.  1 
am  no  Tribune  to  have  great  Signors 
for  my  pages;  but  a  plain  gentleman, 
and  a  hardy  soldier:  your  attendants 
will  conduct  me  to  whatever  chamber 
your  hospitality  assigns  to  one  who 
could  sleep  soundly  beneath  the  rudest 
hedge  under  your  open  skies." 

Savelli,  however,  insisted  on  con- 
ducting the  Podesta  that  was  to  he, 
t"  hi-  apartment.  He  then  returned 
to  Stefanello,  whom  he  found  pacing 
the  saloon  with  long  and  disordered 
strides. 

"  What  have  we  done,  Savelli  ? " 
said  he,  quickly;  "sold  our  city  to  a 
harharian  ! " 

"  Sold  !  "  said  Savelli  ;  "  to  my 
mind  it  is  the  other  part  of  the  con- 
tract in  which  we  have  played  our 
share.  We  have  bought,  Colonna, 
ii' it  sold — bought  our  lives  from  yon 
army  ;  bought  our  power,  our  fortunes, 
our  castles,  from  the  Demagogue 
S.nator;  bought,  what  is  better  than 
all,  triumph  and  revenge.  Tush, 
Colonna,  see  you  not  that  if  we  had 
balked  this  great  warrior,  we  had 
perished  1  Leagued  with  the  Senator, 
the  Grand  Company  would  have 
marched  to  Borne ;  ami,  whether 
Montreal  si  listed  or  murdered  Rien/.i, 
methinks  he  is  a  Romulus,  who 
would  brook  no  Remus),  we  had 
equally  been  undone.  Now,  '.v..-  have- 
made  our  own  terms,  and  "iir  shares 
are  equal.  Nay.  tin-  first  steps  to  be 
taken  are  in  our  favour.  Rienzi  is 
to    ;  '.    and    "'     are    to   enter 

Koine." 

"  And  then  the  Provencal  is  to  be 
Despot  of  the  city." 

"  Podesta,  if  yon  please.     I' 
«ho    offend    the    people    arc    often 
banished,   and    sometime**   stoned — 


Podestas  who  insult  ihc  nobles  am 
often  stilcftoed,  and  sometimes  poi- 
soned," said  Savelli.  "'Sufficient  for 
the  day  is  the  evil  thereof.'  Mean- 
while, say  nothing  to  the  bear,  Orsini. 
Such  men  mar  all  wisdom.  Come, 
cheer  thee,  Stefanello." 

"  Luca  di  Savelli,  you  have  not 
such  a  stake  in  Rome  as  I  have,"  said 
the  young  Lord,  haughtily;  "no 
I  ran  take  from  you  the  rank 
of  lb.-  fir-t  Sighor  of  the  Italian 
metropolis ! " 

"  An  you  had  said  so  to  the  Orsini, 
there  would  have  been  drawing  of 
swords,"  slid  Savelli.  "  But  cheer 
thee,  I  say ;  is  noi  our  first  care  to 
destroy  Rienzi,  and  then,  between  the 
death  of  one  foe  and  the  rise  of 
another,  are  there  not  such  preventives 
as  Ezzi  lino  da  Romano  ha3  taught  to 
wary  men]  Cheer  thee,  I  say;  and, 
next  year,  if  we  but  hold  together, 
Stefanello  Colonna  and  Luca  di 
Savelli  will  be  joint  Senators  of 
Rome,  and  these  great  men  food  for 
worms ! " 

While  thus  conferred  the  Barons, 
Montreal,  ere  he  retired  to  rest,  stood 
gazing  from  the  open  lattice  of  his 
chamber  over  the  landscape  below, 
which  slept  in  the  autumnal  moon- 
light, while  at  a  distance  gleamed, 
pale  and  steady,  the  lights  round  the 
encampment  of  the  besii 

"  Wide  plains  and  broad  valleys," 
thought  the  warrior,  "soon  shall  ye 
ii  peace  beneath  a  ne- 

against  which  no  petty  tyrant  shall 
dare  rebel.  Ami  ye,  white  wail.-  of 
ev<  u  while  I  gaze— y  ad 
moniflh  me  how  realms  are  won. 
.  of  "Id  from  tie-  Nomad  t*  utt 
was  built  up  the-  Btately  Babylon/ 
thai  '  was  not  till  the  Assyrian  founded 
it  for  tie-in  thai  dw(  11  in  the  wilder- 

■ 
Europe  shall  a  race,  undreamt  of  now, 

be  founded  ;  and  tin-  ■an.  p  of  yesterday 

•       |U1 
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be  the  city  of  to-morrow.     Verily,  I  hushed,  as  if  intent  on  the  events  that 


when,  for  one  soft  offence,  the  Pontiff 
thrust  me  from  the  bosom  of  the 
Church,  little  guessed  he  what  enemy 
he  raised  to  Rome  !  How  solemn  is 
the  night  ! — how  still  the  heavens 
«>d  earth ! — the  very  stars  are   as 


are  to  pass  below !  So  solemn  and  so 
still  feels  mine  own  spirit,  and  an 
awe  unknown  till  now  warns  me  that 
I  approach  the  crisis  of  my  daring 
fate  I " 
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CHAPTER  I. 


THE    CONJUNCTION    OP    HOSTILE    PLANETS    IN   THE    HOUSE    OP    DEATH. 


On  the  fourth  day  of  the  siege,  and 
after  heating  hack  to  those  almost 
impregnahle  walls  the  soldiery  of  the 
Barons,  headed  by  the  Prince  of  the 
Orsini,  the  Senator  returned  to  his 
tent,  where  despatches  from  Rome 
awaited  him.  He  ran  his  eye  hastily 
over  them,  till  he  came  to  the  last ; 
yet  each  contained  news  that  might 
have  longer  delayed  the  eye  of  a  man 
less  inured  to  danger.  From  one  he 
learned  thai  Albornoz,  whose  blessing 
had  confirmed  to  him  the  rank  of 
Senator,  had  received  with  special 
favour  the  messengers  of  the  Orsini 
and  Colonna.  He  knew  that  the 
Cardinal,  whose  views  connected  him 
with  the  Roman  Patricians,  desired  his 
downfall ;  but  he  feared  not  Albornoz  : 
perhaps  in  his  secret  heart  he  wished 
that  any  open  aggression  from  the 
Pontiff's  Legate  might  throw  him 
wholly  "ii  the  people. 

rned  further,  that,  short  as  had 
been  his  absence,  Pandulfo  di  Guido 
had  twice  addressed  the  populace,  nol 
in  favour  of  the  Senator,  bul  in  artful 
regrets  of  the  I  rade  of  Rome 

in  the  absence  ol  her  wealthiest  nobles. 

'*  For  this,  then,   lie   l 
me,"  said  llieu/.i  to  himself.    "  Let  him 
beware!" 

No.  18. 


The  tidings  contained  in  the  next 
touched  him  home  :  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal had  openly  arrived  in  Home. 
The  grasp  inland  lawless  bandit,  whose 
rapine  filled  with  a  rohher's  booty 
every  hank  in  Europe — whose  Com- 
pany was  the  army  of  a  King — whose 
ambition,  vast,  unprincipled,  and 
profound,  he  so  well  knew — whoBe 
brothers  were  in  his  camp — their 
treason  already  more  than  suspected  ; 
— Walter  de  .Montreal  was  in   Rome! 

The    Senator    remained    perfectly 

aghast   at   thi8    new    peril  ;   and    then 

Ming  his  teeth  as  in  a 
"  Wild  tiger,  thou  art  in  the  Lion's 
den!"  Then  pausing,  he  broke  out 
again,  "One  fal  e  Btep,  Walter  de 
Montreal,  and  all  the  mailed  h 
the  Grand  Company  shall  nol  pluck 
thee  from  the  abyss  I     Bui  what  can 

I  do  ?    Return  to  B the  plans  o1 

M  .ni  real  impenetrated  noacci 
against  him  !  '  In  what  pretcm 
1   with  honour  ra; 

iiinph 

to  the  Barone  to  abandon  Adrian, 
while 
awaj  from  Borne,  everj  hour  bn  tdi 
Pandulfo,  Albor- 
noz, Montr*  il  all  are  al  work  a 
m  .     A.  keen  and  tru  Lj  spy,  now  j — 


zu 


i;ih.\Zi. 


ha,  well  thought  of — Villani ! — What, 
ho — Angelo  Villani ! " 

The  young  chamberlain  appeared. 

"  I  think,"  said  Rienzi,  "  to  have 
often  heard,  that  thou  art  an  orphan  ? " 

"  True,  my  Lord  ;  the  old  Augustine 
nun  who  reared  my  boyhood,  has  told 
me  again  and  again  that  my  parents 
are  dead.  Both  noble,  my  Lord  ;  but 
I  am  the  child  of  shame.  And  I  say 
it  often,  and  think  of  it  ever,  in  order 
to  make  Angelo  Villani  remember 
that  he  has  a  name  to  win." 

"  Young  man,  serve  me  as  you  have 
served,  and  if  I  live  you  shall  have  no 
need  to  call  yourself  an  orphan.  Mark 
me  !  I  want  a  friend — the  Senator  of 
Rome  wants  a  friend — only  one  friend 
— gentle  Heaven  !  only  one  ! " 

Angelo  sank  on  his  knee,  and  kissed 
the  mantle  of  his  Lord. 

"  Say  a  follower.  I  am  too  mean  to 
be  Rienzi's  friend." 

"  Too  mean  ! — go  to  ! — there  is 
nothing  mean  before  God,  unless  it  be 
a  base  soul  under  high  titles.  With 
me,  boy,  there  is  but  one  nobility, 
and  Nature  signs  its  charter.  Listen  : 
thou  hearest  daily  of  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal, brother  to  these  Provencals — 
great  captain  of  great  robbers  ] " 

"  Ay,  and  I  have  seen  him,  my 
Lord." 

"  Well,  then,  he  is  in  Rome.    Some 


daring  thought — some  well-supported 
and  deep-schemed  villany,  could  alone 
make  that  bandit  venture  openly  into 
an  Italian  city,  whose  territories  he 
ravaged  by  fire  and  sword  a  few 
months  back.  But  his  brothers  have 
lent  me  money — assisted  my  return ; 
— for  their  own  ends,  it  is  true:  but 
the  seeming  obligation  gives  them 
real  power.  These  Northern  swordsmen 
would  cut  my  throat  if  the  Great 
Captain  bade  them.  He  counts  on 
my  supposed  weakness.  I  know  him 
of  old.  I  suspect — nay  I  read,  his 
projects ;  but  I  cannot  prove  them. 
Without  proof,  I  cannot  desert  Pales- 
trina  in  order  to  accuse  and  seize  him. 
Thou  art  shrewd,  thoughtful,  acute  ; — 
couldst  thou  go  to  Rome  1 — watch  day 
and  night  his  movements — see  if  he 
receive  messengers  from  Albornoz 
or  the  Barons — if  he  confer  with 
Pandulfo  di  Guido; — watch  his  lodg- 
ment, I  say,  night  and  day.  He  affects 
no  concealment;  your  task  will  be 
less  difficult  than  it  seems.  Apprise 
the  Signora  of  all  you  learn.  Give  me 
your  news  daily.  Will  you  undertake 
this  mission  1" 

"  I  will,  my  Lord." 

"To  horse, then, quick  ! — and  mind 
— save  the  wife  of  my  bosom,  I  have 
no  confidant  in  Rome." 


CB  M'TER  II. 


MONTREAL    AT    ROME. — HIS    RECEPTION    OF    ANOELO   VTLLANT. 


The  danger  that  threatened  Rienzi 
by  the  arrival  of  Montreal  was  indeed 
formidable.  The  Knight  of  St.  John, 
having  marched  his  army  into  Loin- 
lianly,  had  placed  it  at  the  disposal 
of  the  Venetian  State  in  its  war  with 
the  Archbishop  of  Milan.  For  this 
Rcrvice  lie  received  an  immense  sum  : 
while  he  provided  winter  quarters  for 
his  troop,  for  whoir    e  proposed  ample 


work  in  the  enpuing  spring.  Leavtag 
Palestrina  secretly  and  in  disguise, 
with  but  a  slender  train,  which  met 
him  at  Tivoli,  Montreal  repaired 
to  Rome.  His  ostensible  object 
was,  partly  to  congratulate  the  Se- 
nator on  his  return,  partly  to  receive 
the  monies  lent  to  Rienzi  by  his 
brother. 

His  secret  object   we  have  partly 
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seen  ;  but  not  .contented  with  the 
support  of  the  Barons,  he  trusted,  by 
the  corrupting  means  of  his  enormous 
wealth,  to  form  a  third  party  in  support 
of  his  own  ulterior  designs.  Wealth,  in- 
deed, in  that  age  and  in  thai  land,  was 
scarcely  less  the  purchaser  of  diadems 
than  it  had  been  in  the  later  days  of 
the  Roman  Empire.  And  in  many 
a  city  torn  by  hereditary  feuds,  the 
hatred  of  faction  rose  to  that  extent, 
that  a  foreign  tyrant,  willing  and  able 
to  expel  one  party,  might  obtain  at 
least  the  temporary  submission  of  the 
other.  His  after-success  was  greatly 
in  proportion  to  his  power  to  main- 
tain his  state  by  a  force  which  was 
independent  of  the  citizens,  and  by 
a  treasury  which  did  not  require  the 
recruit  of  taxes.  But  more 
avaricious  than  ambitious,  more  cruel 
than  firm,  it  was  by  griping  exaction, 
or  unnecessary  bloodshed,  that  such 
usurpers  usually  fell. 

.Montreal,  who  had  scanned  the 
ilutions  of  the  time  with 
a  calm  and  investigating  eye,  trusted 
that  he  should  he  enabled  to  avoid 
both  these  errors  :  and,  as  the  reader 
lias  already  seen,  be  bad  formed  the 
roject  of 
consolii 

;  tterly     new    race    of    nobles,    who. 

serving  trim    bj    th<    feudal  tenure  of 

the   North,  and  ever  ready  to  protect 

bim,  because  in  bo  doing  they  protected 

their  own   interests,  Bhould  assist   to 

ioi  the  rotten  and  unsupported 

fabric  of  asingla  tyranny,  bul  the  strong 

of  a  new,  hardy,  and  compact 

Thus  had  I  be  grea1 

-  of  the  North  been  founded  ; 

in  which  a  King,  though  seemingly 

urbed  by  the  Barons,  was  in 

■  upported    by    a    common    interi   r 

h  bethi  r  againsl  a  Bubdued  population 

or  a  for  ign  invasion. 

were    the    vast    sch< 
extending  into  yel  wider  lb  Ids  ofglorj 
and  i  onquest,   bounded  only  by  the 
alps — with  which  the  Captain  of  the 


Grand   Company  beheld  the  columns 
and  arches  of  the  Seven-hilled  City. 

No  fear  disturbed  the  long  current 
of  his  thoughts.  His  brothers  were 
the  leaders  of  Rienzi's  hireling  army 
— that  army  were  his  creatures.  Over 
Rienzi  himself  he  assumed  the  right  of 
a  creditor.  Thus  against  one  party 
he  deemed  himself  secure.  For  the 
friends  of  the  Pope,  he  had  supported 
himself  with  private,  though  cautious, 
letters  from  Albornoz,  who  desired 
only  to  make  use  of  him  for  the 
return  of  the  Roman  Barons ;  and 
with  the  heads  of  the  latter  we  have 
already  witnessed  his  negotiations. 
Thus  was  he  fitted,  as  he  thought,,  to 
examine,  to  tamper  with  all  parties, 
and  to  selecl  from  each  the  materials 
necessary  for  his  own  objects. 

The  open  appearance  of  Montreal 
excited  in  Rome  no  inconsiderable 
sensation.  The  friends  of  the  Barons 
gave  out  that  Rienzi  was  in  League 
with  the  Grand  Company ;  and  that 
he  was  to  sell  the  imperial  city  to  the 
plunder  and  pillage  of  Barbarian 
robbers.  The  effrontery  with  which 
Montreal  (againsl  h  bom,  more  than 
once,  the  Pontiff  bad  thundered  his 
bulls  i  appeared  in  the  M<  tropolitan 
City  of  the  Church,  was  made  yel 
more  insolent  by  the  recollection  oi 
that  -torn  justice  « hich  bad  led  th* 
Tribune  to  declare  open  war 
all  the  robbers  of  Italy  :  and  thii 
audacity  was  linked  with  the  obvious 
reflection,  that  the  brothers  of  the 
bold  Provencal  were  the  instruments 
'urn.  So  quickly  spread 
suspicion  through  the  city,  thai 
.done  would  in  a 
few  weeks  have  sufficed   to  ruin  the 

Senator.  Mi  anw  bile     the    natural 

boldness  of   Montn  d  every 

whisper  of  prudence;  and,  blinded  by 
the  dazzle  of  his  hopes,  the  K  i  ' 

St.  John,  a-  il  uhle  import 

hi-  coming,  took  up  hv 
residence  in  a  sumptuous  pal  u  e,  and 
i,  quo  rivalled,  in  the  splendoui 
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of  garb  and  pomp,  the  display  of 
Rienzi  himself  in  his  earlier  and  more 
brilliant  power. 

Amidst  the  growing  excitement, 
Angelo  Villani  arrived  at  Rome.  The 
character  of  this  young  man  had  been 
formed  by  his  peculiar  circumstances. 
He  possessed  qualities  which  often 
mark  the  Illegitimate  as  with  a  com- 
mon stamp.  He  was  insolent — like 
most  of  those  who  hold  a  doubtful 
rank ;  and  while  ashamed  of  his 
bastardy,  was  arrogant  of  the  supposed 
nobility  of  his  unknown  paientage. 
The  universal  ferment  and  agitation 
of  Italy  at  that  day  rendered  ambition 
the  most  common  of  all  the  passions, 
and  thus  ambition,  in  all  its  many 
shades  and  varieties,  forces  itself  into 
our  delineations  of  character  in  this 
history.  Though  not  for  Angelo 
Villani  were  the  dreams  of  the  more 
lofty  and  generous  order  of  that 
sublime  infirmity,  he  was  strongly 
incited  by  the  desire  and  resolve  to 
rise.  He  had  warm  affections  and 
grateful  impulses;  and  his  fidelity  to 
his  patron  had  been  carried  to  a  virtue : 
but  from  his  irregulated  and  desultory 
education,  anil  the  reckless  profligacy 
(if  those  with  whom,  in  ante-chambflte 
and  guard-rooms,  much  of  his  youth 
had  been  passed,  lie  had  neither  high 
principles  nor  an  enlightened  honour. 
Like  most  Italians,  cunning  and 
.hrewd,  he  scrupled  not  at  any  deceit 
.bat  served  a  purpose  or  a  friend.  His 
strong  attachment  to  Rienzi  had  been 
unconsciously  increased  by  the  gratifi- 
cation of  pride  and  vanity,  flattered 
by  the  favour  of  so  celebrated  a  man. 
B  >th  self-interest  and  attachment 
urged  him  to  every  effort  to  promote 
the  views  and  safety  of  one  at  one  his 
benefactor  and  patron  ;  and  on  under- 
taking his  present  mission,  his  only 
thought  was  to  fulfil  it  with  the  most 
complete  success.  Far  more  brave 
and  daring  than  was  common  with 
the  Italians,  something  of  the  hardi- 
hood of  an   Ultra-Montane  race  gave 


nerve  and  vigour  to  his  craft ;  and 
from  what  his  art  suggested,  his 
courage  never  shrunk. 

When  Rienzi  had  first  detailed  to 
him  the  objects  of  his  present  task, 
he  instantly  called  to  mind  his  ad- 
venture with  the  tall  soldier  in  the 
crowd  at  Avignon.  "  If  ever  thou 
wantest  a  friend,  seek  him  in  Walter 
de  Montreal,"  were  words  that  had 
often  rung  in  his  ear,  and  they  now 
recurred  to  him  with  prophetic  dis- 
tinctness. He  had  no  doubt  that  it 
was  Montreal  himself  whom  he  had 
seen.  Why  the  Great  Captain  should 
have  taken  this  interest  in  him,  An- 
gelo little  cared  to  conjecture.  Most 
probably  it  was  but  a  crafty  pretence 
— one  of  the  common  means  by  which 
the  Chief  of  the  Grand  Company 
attracted  to  himself  the  youths  of 
Italy,  as  well  as  the  warriors  of  the 
North.  He  only  thought  now  how  he 
could  turn  the  Knight's  promise  to 
account.  What  more  easy  than  to 
present  himself  to  Montreal — remind 
him  of  the  words — enter  his  service 
— and  thus  effectually  watch  his 
conduct]  The  office  of  spy  was  not 
that  which  would  have  pleased  every 
mind,  but  it  shocked  not  the  fasti- 
diousness of  Angelo  Villani  ;  ami  the 
fearful  hatred  with  which  his  natron 
had  often  spoken  of  the  avaricious  and 
barbarian  robber — the  scourge  of  his 
native  land, — had  infected  the  young 
man,  who  had  much  of  the  arrogant 
and  mock  patriotism  of  the  lb. mans, 
with  a  similar  sentiment.  More  vin- 
dictive even  than  grateful,  he  bore, 
too,  a  secret  grudge  against  Montreal's 
brother--,  n  hose  rough  address  had  often 
wounded  his  pride  ;  and,  above  all,  his 
early  recollections  of  the  fear  ar.d 
i  m  in  which  Ursula  seemed 
ever  to  hold  the  terrible  Fra  Morcale, 
impressed  him  with  a  vague  belief  of 
sonic  ancient  wrong  to  himself  or  his 
race,  perpetrated  by  the  Provencal, 
which  he  was  not  ill-pleased  to  have 
the  occasion  to  avenge.    In  truth,  the 
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words  of  Ursula,  mystic  and  dark 
as  they  were  in  their  denunciation, 
had  left  upon  Villani's  boyish  impres- 
sions an  unaccountable  feeling  of 
antipathy  and  hatred  to  the  man  it 
was  now  his  object  to  betray.  For 
the  rest,  even*  device  seemed  to  him 
decorous  and  justifiable,  so  that  it 
saved  his  master,  served  his  country, 
and  advanced  himself. 

Montreal  was  alone  in  his  chamber 
when  it  was  announced  to  him  that 
a  young  Italian  craved  an  audience. 
Professionally  open  to  access,  he  forth- 
with gave  admission  to  the  appli- 
cant. 

The  Knight  of  St.  John  instantly 
recognised  the  page  he  had  encoun- 
tered at  Avignon  ;  and  when  Angelo 
Viliani  said,  with  easy  boldness,  "  I 
have  come  to  remind  Sir  Walter  de 
Montreal  of  a  promise " 

The  Knight  interrupted  him  with 
cordial  frankness — "  Thou  needest 
not— I  remember  it.  Dost  thou  now 
require  my  friendship  V 

"  I  do,  noble  Signor ! "  answered 
Angelo  ;  "  I  know  not  where  else  to 
seek  a  patron." 


"  Canst  thou  read  and  write  1  I 
fear  me  not." 

"  I  have  been  taught  those  arts," 
replied  Viliani. 

"  It  is  well.     Is  thy  birth  gentle?" 

"  It  is." 

"  Better  still ; — thy  name]" 

"  Angelo  Viliani." 

"  I  take  thy  blue  eyes  ana  low 
broad  brow,"  said  Montreal,  with 
slight  sigh,  "  in  pledge  of  thy  truth. 
Henceforth,  Angelo  Villain,  thcu  art 
in  the  list  of  my  secretaries.  Another 
time  thou  shalt  tell  me  more  of 
thyself.  Thy  service  dates  from 
this  day.  Fur  the  rest,  no  man  ever 
wanted  wealth  who  served  Walter  de 
Montreal ;  nor  advancement,  if  he 
served  him  faithfully.  My  closet, 
through  yonder  door,  is  thy  waiting- 
room.  Ask  for,  and  send  hither, 
Lusignan  of  Lyons;  he  is  my  chief 
scribe,  and  will  see  to  thy  comforts, 
and  instruct  thee  in  thy  business." 

Angelo  withdrew — Montreal's  eye 
followed  him. 

"  A  strange  likeness  i "  said  he, 
musingly  and  sadly ;  "  my  heart  leaps 
to  that  boy  1 " 


CHAPTER  IIL 


MONTKEAI.S    BANQUET. 


Bom  few  days  after  the  date  of  the 
last  chapter,  Bienzi  received  news 
from  Borne,  which  seemed  to  produce 
in  him  a  joyous  and  elated  excitement. 
Hutroops  siill  lay  before  Palestrina, 
and  still  the  banners  <<f  ihc  Barons 
waved  over  ita  unconquered  walls.  In 
truth,  tin.'  Italians  employed  half  their 
time  in  brawls  amongst  then 

letritrani  bad  fends  with  the 
people    of   Tivoli,    and 
were    still  afraid  of  cone, 
Barons; — "The  hornet,"   said   they, 
'   Btings    worso    after    he    is    dead  ; 


and  neither  an  Oreini,  a  Savelli, 
nor  a  Colonna,  was  ever  known  to 
forgive." 

i  had  the  captains 
nuv  assured  the  indignant 
thai  the  fortre  a  was  impreg- 
nable, and  that  time  and  money  were 
idly  wasted  upon  the  si<  ge.  Bienzi 
knew  better,  but  he  concealed  his 
i  boughts. 

I  [e   QOW  summoned  to  his  tent  (he 

brol  hers  of  Provence,  an 

to    them    his    intention    of   returning 

,    to    Borne.     "  The   ■■•erco- 
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naries  shall  continue  the  siege  under 
our  Lieutenant,  and  you,  with  my 
Roman  Legion,  shall  accompany  me. 
Your  brother,  Sir  Walter,  and  I,  both 
want  your  presence ;  we  have  affairs 
io  arrange  between  us.  After  a  few 
lays  I  shall  raise  recruits  in  the  city, 
ind  return." 

This  was  what  the  brothers  desired ; 
they  approved,  with  evident  joy,  the 
Senator's  proposition. 

Rienzi  next  sent  for  the  lieutenant 
of  his  body-guard,  the  same  Riccardo 
Annibaldi  whom  the  reader  will 
remember  in  the  earlier  part  of  this 
work,  as  the  antagonist  of  Montreal's 
lance.  This  young  man — one  of  the 
few  nobles  who  espoused  the  cause 
of  the  Senator — had  evinced  great 
courage  and  military  ability,  and 
promised  fair  (should  Fate  spare  his 
life  *)  to  become  one  of  the  best 
Captains  of  his  time. 

"  Dear  Annibaldi,"  said  Rienzi; 
"  at  length  I  can  fulfil  the  project  on 
which  we  have  privately  conferred. 
I  take  with  me  to  Rome  the  two 
Provencal  Captains — I  leave  you  chief 
of  the  army.  Palestrina  will  yield 
now — eh  1 — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Palestrina 
will  yield  now!" 

"  By  my  right  hand,  I  think  so, 
Senator,"  replied  Annibaldi.  "  These 
foreigners  have  hitherto  only  stirred 
up  quarrels  amongst  ourselves,  and  if 
not  cowards  are  certainly  traitors  !" 

"  Hush,  hush,  hush !  Traitors ! 
The  learned  Arimbaldo,  the  •  brave 
Brettone,  traitors  !  Fie  on  it !  No, 
no  ;  they  are  very  excellent,  honour- 
able men,  but  not  lucky  in  the  camp ; 
• — not  lucky  in  the  camp; — better 
speed  to  them  in  the  city  !  And  now 
to  business." 

The  Senator  then  detailed  to  Anni- 
baldi the  plan  he  himself  had  formed 
for  taking  the  town,  and  the  military 

*  li  :i|i]iears  that  this  was  the  same  An- 
nibaldi who  was  afterwards  slain  in  an 
iiffray  : — Petrarch  lauds  his  valour  and  la- 
ments  his  fate. 


skill  of  Annibaldi  f'  >mce  recognised 
its  feasibility. 

With  his  Roman  troop,  and  .Mon- 
treal's brothers,  one  at  either  hand, 
Rienzi  then  departed  to  Rome. 

That  night  Montreal  gave  a  banquet 
to  Pandulfo  di  Guido,  .and  to  certain 
of  the  principal  citizens,  whom  one 
by  one  he  had  already  sounded,  and 
found  hollow  at  heart  to  the  cause  of 
the  Senator. 

Pandulfo  sate  at  the  right  hand  of 
the  Knight  of  St.  John,  and  Montreal 
lavished  upon  him  the  most  courteous 
attentions. 

"  Pledge  me  in  this — it  is  from  the 
Vale  of  Chiana,  near  Monte  Pulciano," 
said  Montreal.  "  I  think  I  have  heard 
bookmen  say  (you  know,  Signor  Pan- 
dulfo, we  ought  all  to  be  bookmen 
now !)  that  the  site  was  renowned  of 
old.  In  truth,  the  wine  hath  a  racy 
flavour." 

"  I  hear,"  said  Bruttini,  one  of  the 
lesser  Barons,  (a  stanch  friend  to  the 
Colonna,)  "  that  in  this  respect  the 
innkeeper's  son  has  put  his  book- 
learning  to  some  use :  he  knows  every 
place  where  the  wine  grows  richest." 

"  What !  the  Senator  is  turned 
wine-bibber!"  said  Montreal,  quaffing 
a  vast  goblet  full ;  "  that  must  unfit 
him  for  business — 'tis  a  pity." 

"  Verily,  yes,"  said  Pandulfo ;  "  a 
man  at  the  head  of  a  state  should 
be  temperate — /  never  drink  wine 
unmixed." 

"  Ah,"  whispered  Montreal,  "  if 
your  calm  good  sense  ruled  Rome, 
then,  indeed,  the  metropolis  of  Italy 
might  taste  of  peace.  Signor  Vivaldi," 
— and  the  host  turned  towards  a 
wealthy  draper,—"  these  disturbances 
are  bad  for  trade." 

"  Very,  very  !"  groaned  the  draper. 

"  The  Barons  are  your  best  cus- 
tomers," quoth  the  minor  noble. 

"  Much,  much  !"  said  the  diaper. 

" 'Tis  a  pity  that  they  are  thua 
roughly  expelled,"  s-nd    Alontreal,  ip 
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a  melancholy  tone.  "  Would  it  not 
l>e  possible,  if  the  Senator  ([  drink 
his  health)  were  less  rash — less  zealous, 
rather, — to  unite  free  institutions  with 
the  return  of  the  Barons? — such  should 
be  the  task  of  a  truly  wise  statesman ! " 


a  more  open  competition,  Signor  di 
Bruttini,  to  the  Barons  of  the  second 
order  than  has  hitherto  been  conceded 
to  their  birth  and  importance.  Sirs, 
will  you  taste  the  Malvoisiel" 

••Still,"  said  Vivaldi,  after  a  pause — 


It  surely  might  be  possible,"  :  (Vivaldi  anticipated  at  least  the  sup- 
returned  Vivaldi ;  "  the  Savelli  alone  i  plying  with  cloth  the  whole  of  the 
spend  more  with  me  than  all  the  rest  Grand  Company)  —  "still,  such  a 
of  Rome."  I  moderate  and  well-digested  constitu- 

"  I  know  net  if  it  be  possible,"  said  tion  would  never  be  acceded  to  by 
Bruttini ;  "  but  I  do  know  that  it  is    Rienzi." 

an  outrage  to   all  decorum  that  an        "  Why   should    it]    what   need   of 
innkeeper's  son  should  be  enabled  to    Rienzi?"  exclaimed  Bruttini.  "Rienzi 
make    a  solitude  of  the  palaces   of '  may  take  another  trip  to  Bohemia." 
Rome."  "  Gently,  gently,"   said  Montreal ; 

"  It  certainly  seems  to  indicate  "  I  do  not  despair.  All  open  violence 
too  vulgar  a  desire  of  mob  favour,"  against  the  Senator  would  strengthen 
said  Montreal.  "  However,  I  trust  we  his  power.  No,  no,  humble  him— 
shall  harmonize  all  these  differences,  admit  the  Barons,  and  then  insist  on 
Rienzi,  perhaps,  —  nay,  doubtless,  '  your  own  terms.  Between  the  two 
means  well !"  factions  you  might  then  establish  a 

"  I  would,"  said  Vivaldi,  who  had  fitting  balance.  And  in  order  to  keep 
received  his  cue,  "  that  we  might  your  new  constitution  from  the  en- 
form  a  mixed  constitution — Plebeians  croachment  of  either  extreme,  there 
and  Patricians,  each  in  their  separate  are  warriors  and  knights,  too,  who 
order."  for  a  certain  rank  in  the  great  city  of 

"  But,"  said  Montreal,  gravely,  "so  Rome  would  maintain  horse  and  foot 
new  an  experiment  would  demand  at  its  service.  We  Uitra-Montanes 
great  physical  force."  are   often    harshly  judged;    we    are 

•'  Why,  true;  but  we  might  call  wanderers  and  Ishmaelites,  6olely 
in  an  umpire — a  foreigner  who  had    because  we  have  no  honourable  place 

no    interest  in   either    faction — who    of  rest      Vow,  if  / " 

might  protect  lie  new  Buono  Stato;  "Ay,  if  you,  noble  Montreal!" 
a  Podesta,  a<  we  have  done  before —    said  Vivaldi. 

Brancaleone,  for  instance.  How  well  The  company  remained  hushed  be 
mi!  wisely  he  ruled  !  that  was  a  golden  breathless  attention,  when  suddenly 
age  for  Rome.     A  Podesta  for  ever  !    there  was  heard — deep,  solemn,  muf 


— that's  my  theory." 

'•  You  need  not  seek    far  for  the 
president    of  your  council,"  said  Mon- 

:. itiiiLT .-it  Pandulfo;  "a citizen 
atonce popular,  well  born. and  .. 
may  be  found  at  my  right  hand." 

Pandulfo  hemmed,  and  coloured. 

Montreal  proceeded.  "  A  committee 


fled, — the  great  bell  of  the  Capitol  I 

"  liar'  : "  .-aid  Vivaldi,  the  bell:  "it 
tolls  for  execution;  au  unwonted 
hour !" 

"    Sure,    the   Senator    has    not    re- 
turned I"  exclaimed  Pandulfo  diOuido, 
turning 
■•  No,  no,"  quoth   Bruttini,  "  it  ia 


of  trades  might   furnish   an  honour-  but  a  robber,  caught  two  nights  ago 

'iployment  to  Signor  Vivaldi;  in  Romagna     I  heard  thai  h< 

and    the    treatment    of   all    foreign  die  h  night." 
affair-  -the  employment                  .        \<    the   word  "robber,"  Rfontreta 

&c,  might  be  left,  to  tie  Bi  h  changed  countenance  slightly.    Tb« 
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wine  circulated — the  bell  continued 
to  toll — its  suddenness  over,  it  ceased 
to  alarm.    Conversation  flowed  again. 

"  What  were  you  saying,  Sir 
Knight?"  said  Vivaldi. 

"  Why,  let  me  think  on't; — oh, 
speaking  of  the  necessity  of  support- 
ing a  new  state  by  force,  I  said  that 
if  I " 

"  Ah,  that  was  it!"  quoth  Bruttini, 
thumping  the  table. 

"  If  /  were  summoned  to  your  aid 
— summoned,  mind  ye,  and  absolved 
by  the  Pope's  Legate  of  my  former 
sins — (they  weigh  heavily  on  me, 
gentles) — I  would  myself  guard  your 
city  from  foreign  foe  and  civil  dis- 
turbance, with  my  gallant  swordsinen. 
Not  a  Roman  citizen  should  contribute 
a  '  dauaro'  to  the  cost." 

"  Viva  Fra  Moreale  /"  cried  Brut- 
tini ;  and  the  shout  was  echoed  by  all 
the  boon  companions. 

"  Enough  for  me,"  continued  Mon- 
treal, "  to  expiate  my  offences.  Ye 
know,  gentlemen,  my  order  is  vowed 
to  God  and  the  Church — a  warrior- 
monk  am  I !  Enough  for  me  to  ex- 
piate my  offences,  I  say,  in  fehe  defence 
of  the  Holy  City.  Yet  I,  too,  have 
my  private  and  more  earthly  views, — 

who  is  above  them  1     I the  bell 

changes  its  note!" 

"  It  is  but  the  change  that  preludes 
execution —  the  poor  robber  is  about 
to  die ! " 

Montreal  crossed  himself,  and  re- 
sumed :  —  "I  am  a  knight  and  a 
noble,"  said  he,  proudly ;  "  the  pro- 
fession I  have  followed  is  that  of  arms ; 
but — I  will  not  disguise  it  —  mine 
equals  have  regarded  me  as  one  who 
1ms  stained  his  scutcheon  by  too  reck- 
less a  pursuit  of  glory  and  of  gain. 
I  wish  to  reconcile  myself  with  my 
order — to  purchase  a  new  name — to 
vindicate  myself  to  the  Grand  Master 
and  the  Pontiff.  I  have  had  hints, 
gentles, — hints,  that  I  might  l>est  pro- 
mote my  interest,  by  restoring  order 
to  the  Papal  metropolis.    The  Legate 


Albornoz  (here  is  his  letter)  recom- 
mends me  to  keep  watch  upon  the 
Senator." 

"  Surely,"  interrupted  Pandulfo,  "  I 
hear  steps  below." 

"  The  mob  going  to  the  robber's 
execution,"  said  Bruttini ;  "  proceed, 
Sir  Knight ! " 

"  And,"  continued  Montreal,  sur- 
veying his  audience  before  he  pro- 
ceeded farther,  "  what  think  ye — (I  do 
but  ask  your  opinion,  wiser  than  mine) 
— what  think  ye,  as  a  fitting  precau- 
tion against  too  arbitrary  a  power  in 
the  Senator — what  think  ye  of  the 
return  of  the  Colonna.  and  the  bold 
Barons  of  Palestrina?" 

"  Here  's  to  their  health  ! "  cried 
Vivaldi,  rising. 

As  by  a  sudden  impulse,  the  com- 
pany rose.  "  To  the  health  of  the 
besieged  Barons ! "  was  shouted  aloud. 

"  Next,  what  if — (I  do  but  humbly 
suggest) — what  if  you  gave  the  Sena- 
tor a  colleague? — it  is  no  affront  to 
him.  It  was  but  as  yesterday  that 
one  of  the  Colonna,  who  was  Sena- 
tor, received  a  colleague  in  Bertoldo 
Orsini." 

"  A  most  wise  precaution,"  cried 
Vivaldi.  "  And  where  a  colleague 
like  Pandulfodi  Guido?" 

"  Viva  Pandulfo  di  Chiido!"  cried 
the  guests,  and  again  their  goblets 
were  drained  to  the  bottom. 

"  And  if  in  this  I  can  assist  ye  by 
fair  words  with  the  Senator,  (ye  know 
he  owes  me  monies — my  brothers  have 
served  him),  command  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal." 

"And  if  fair  words  fail?"  said 
Vivaldi. 

"  The  Grand  Company — (heed  me, 
ye  are  the  counsellors) — the  Grand 
Company  is  accustomed  to  forced 
marches!" 

"  Viva  Fra  Moreale  !  "  cried  Brut- 
tini and  Vivaldi,  simultaneously.  "  A 
health  to  all,  my  friends  ;"  continued 
Bruttini;  "a  health  to  the  Barons, 
Rome's  old  friends ;   to  Pandulfo  di 
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Guiilo,  uie  Senator's  new  colleague  •. 
and  to  Fra  Moreale,  Rome's  nev 
Podesta." 

"  The  bell  has  ceased,"  said  Vivaldi, 
putting  down  his  goblet. 

"  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  rob- 
ber ! "  added  Bruttini. 

Scarce  had  he  spoken,  ere  three 
taps  were  heard  at  the  door — the 
guests  looked  at  each  other  in  dumb 
amaze. 

"  New  guests ! "  said  Montreal. 
"  I  asked  some  trusty  friends  to  join 
us  this  evening.  By  my  faith  they 
are  welcome  !     Enter  ! " 

The  door  opened  slowly ;  three  by 
three  entered,  in  complete  armour, 
the  guards  of  the  Senator.  On  they 
marched,  regular  and  speechless.  They 
surrounded  the  festive  board — they 
filled  the  spacious  hall,  and  the  lights 
of  the  banquet  were  reflected  upon 
their  corselets  as  on  a  wall  of  steel. 

Not  a  syllable  was  uttered  by  the 
feasters,  they  were  as  if  turned  to 
stone.  Presently  the  guards  gave 
way,  and  Rienzi  himself  appeared. 
He  approached  the  tabje,  and  folding 
his  arms,  turned  his  gaze  deliberately 
from  guest  to  guest,  till  at  last,  his 
eyes  rested  on  Montreal,  who  had  also 
risen,  and  who  alone  of  the  party  had 
recovered  the  amaze  of  the  moment. 

And  there,  as  these  two  men,  each 
80  celebrated,  so  proud,  able,  and  am- 
bitious, stood,  front  to  front — it  was 
literally  as  if  the  rival  Spirits  of  Force 
and  Intellect,  Order  and  Strife,  of  the 
Falchion  and  the  Fasces — the  Anta- 
gonist Principles  by  which  empires 


are  ruled  and  empires  overthrown,  had 
met  together,  incarnate  and  opposed. 
They  stood,  both  silent, — as  if  fasci- 
nated by  each  other's  gaze, — loftier 
in  stature,  and  nobler  in  presence 
than  all  around. 

Montreal  spoke  first,  and  with  a 
forced  smile. 

"  Senator  of  Rome  ! — dare  I  believe 
that  my  poor  banquet  tempts  thee, 
and  may  I  trust  that  these  armed  men 
are  a  graceful  compliment  to  one  to 
whom  arms  have  been  a  pastime  '}  " 

Rienzi  answered  not,  but  waved  his 
hand  to  his  guards.  Montreal  was 
seized  on  the  instant.  Again  he  sur- 
veyed the  guests — as  a  bird  from  the 
rattle-snake,  —  shrunk  Pandulfo  di 
Guido,  trembling,  motionless,  aghast, 
from  the  glittering  eye  of  the  Senator. 
Slowly  Rienzi  raised  his  fatal  hand 
towards  the  unhappy  citizen  —  Pan- 
dulfo saw, — felt  his  doom, — shrieked, 
-  and  fell  senseless  in  the  arms  of  the 
soldiers. 

One  other  and  rapid  glance  east 
the  Senator  round  the  board,  and 
then,  with  a  disdainful  smile,  as  if 
anxious  for  no  meaner  prey,  turned 
away.  Not  a  breath  had  hitherto 
passed  his  lips — all  had  been  dumb 
show — and  his  grim  silence  had  im- 
parted a  more  freezing  terror  to  hi» 
cd-for  apparition.  Only,  when 
he  reached  the  door,  he  turned  back, 
gazed  upon  the  Knight  of  St.  John'l 
bold  and  undaunted  face,  and  said, 
almost  in  a  whisper,  '•  Walter  de  Mon 
treal ! — you  heard  the  death-knell  F 
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wine  circulated — the  bell  continued 
to  toll — its  suddenness  over,  it  ceased 
to  alarm.    Conversation  flowed  again. 

"  What  were  you  saying,  Sir 
Knightl"  said  Vivaldi. 

"  Why,  let  ine  think  on't; — oh, 
speaking  of  the  necessity  of  support- 
ing a  new  state  by  force,  I  said  that 
if/ " 

"  Ah,  that  was  it!"  quoth  Bruttini, 
thumping  the  table. 

"  If  /  were  summoned  to  your  aid 
— summoned,  mind  ye,  and  absolved 
by  the  Pope's  Legate  of  my  former 
sins — (they  weigh  heavily  on  me, 
gentles) — I  would  myself  guard  your 
city  from  foreign  foe  and  civil  dis- 
turbance, with  my  gallant  swordsmen. 
Not  a  Roman  citizen  should  contribute 
a  'danaro'  to  the  cost." 

"  Viva  Fra  Moreale!"  cried  Brut- 
tini ;  and  the  shout  was  echoed  by  all 
the  boon  companions. 

"  Enough  for  me,"  continued  Mon- 
treal, "  to  expiate  my  offences.  Ye 
know,  gentlemen,  my  order  is  vowed 
to  God  and  the  Church — a  warrior- 
monk  am  I !  Enough  for  me  to  ex- 
piate my  offences,  1  say,  in  the  defence 
of  the  Holy  City.  Yet  I,  too,  have 
my  private  and  more  earthly  views, — 

who  is  above  them  1     I the  bell 

changes  its  note  ! " 

"  It  is  but  the  change  that  preludes 
execution —  the  poor  robber  is  about 
to  die  ! " 

Montreal  crossed  himself,  and  re- 
sumed :  —  "I  am  a  knight  and  a 
noble,"  said  he,  proudly :  "  the  pro- 
fession I  have  followed  is  that  of  arms ; 
but — I  will  not  disguise  it  —  mine 
equals  have  regarded  me  as  one  who 
bus  stained  his  scutcheon  by  too  reck- 
less a  pursuit  of  glory  and  of  gain. 
I  wish  to  reconcile  myself  with  my 
order — to  purchase  a  new  name — to 
vindicate  myself  to  the  Grand  Master 
and  the  Pontiff.  I  have  had  hints, 
gentles, — hints,  that  I  might  best  pro- 
mote my  interest  by  restoring  order 
to  the  Papal  metropolis.    The  Legato 


Albornoz  (here  is  his  letter)  recom- 
mends me  to  keep  watch  upon  the 
Senator." 

"  Surely,"  interrupted  Pandulfo,  "  I 
hear  steps  below." 

"  The  mob  going  to  the  robber's 
execution,"  said  Bruttini ;  "proceed, 
Sir  Knight ! "  . 

"  And,"  continued  Montreal,  sur- 
veying his  audience  before  he  pro- 
ceeded farther,  "  what  think  ye — (I  do 
but  ask  your  opinion,  wiser  than  mine) 
— what  think  ye,  as  a  fitting  precau- 
tion against  too  arbitrary  a  power  in 
the  Senator  —  what  think  ye  of  the 
return  of  the  Colonna,  and  the  bold 
Barons  of  PalestrinaT' 

"  Here 's  to  their  health  ! "  cried 
Vivaldi,  rising. 

As  by  a  sudden  impulse,  the  com- 
pany rose.  "  To  the  health  of  the 
besieged  Barons ! "  was  shouted  aloud. 

"  Next,  what  if — (I  do  but  humbly 
suggest) — what  if  you  gave  the  Sena- 
tor a  colleague? — it  is  no  affront  to 
him.  It  was  but  as  yesterday  that 
one  of  the  Colonna,  who  was  Sena- 
tor, received  a  colleague  La  Bertoldo 
Orsini." 

"  A  most  wise  precaution,"  cried 
Vivaldi.  "  And  where  a  colleague 
like  Pandulfo  di  Guido  ] " 

"  Viva  Pandulfo  di  Guido!"  cried 
the  guests,  and  again  their  goblets 
were  drained  to  the  bottom. 

"  And  if  in  this  I  can  assist  ye  by 
fair  words  with  the  Senator,  (ye  know 
he  owes  me  monies — my  brothers  have 
served  him),  command  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal." 

"  And  if  fair  words  fail  ? "  said 
Vivaldi. 

"  The  Grand  Company — (heed  me, 
ye  are  the  counsellors) — the  Grand 
Company  is  accustomed  to  forced 
marches!" 

"  Viva  Fra  Moreale  !  "  cried  Brut- 
tiiii  and  Vivaldi,  simultaneously.  "A 
health  to  all,  my  friends  ;"  continued 
Bruttini j  "a  health  to  the  Barons, 
Rome's  old  friends;  to  Pandulfo  di 
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Guiilo,  vie  Senator's  new  colleague  \ 
and  to  Fra  Moreale,  Home's  nev 
Podesta." 

"  The  bell  has  ceased,"  said  Vivaldi, 
putting  down  his  goblet. 

"  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  rob- 
ber ! "  added  Bruttini. 

Scarce  had  he  spoken,  ere  three 
taps  were  heard  at  the  door — the 
guests  looked  at  each  other  in  dumb 
amaze. 

"  New  guests ! "  said  Montreal. 
"  I  asked  some  trusty  friends  to  join 
us  this  evening.  By  my  faith  they 
are  welcome  !     Enter ! " 

The  door  opened  slowly ;  three  by 
three  entered,  in  complete  armour, 
the  guards  of  the.  Senator.  On  they 
marched,  regular  and  speechless.  They 
surrounded  the  festive  board — they 
filled  the  spacious  hall,  and  the  lights 
of  the  banquet  were  reflected  upon 
their  corselets  as  on  a  wall  of  steel. 

Not  a  syllable  was  uttered  by  the 
feasters,  they  were  as  if  turned  to 
stone.  Presently  the  guards  gave 
way,  and  Rienzi  himself  appeared. 
He  approached  the  tabje,  and  folding 
his  arms,  turned  his  gaze  deliberately 
from  guest  to  guest,  till  at  last,  his 
eyes  rested  on  Montreal,  who  had  also 
risen,  and  who  alone  of  the  party  had 
recovered  the  amaze  of  the  moment. 

And  there,  as  these  two  men,  each 
bo  celebrated,  so  proud,  able,  and  am- 
bitious, stood,  front  to  front — it  was 
literally  as  if  the  rival  Spirits  of  Force 
ami  Intellect,  Order  and  Strife,  of  the 
Falchion  and  the  Fasces — the  Anta- 
gonist Principles  by  which  empires 


are  ruled  and  empires  overthrown,  had 
met  together,  incarnate  and  opposed. 
They  stood,  both  silent, — as  if  fasci- 
nated by  each  other's  gaze, — loftier 
in  stature,  and  nobler  in  presence 
than  all  around. 

Montreal  spoke  first,  and  with  a 
forced  smile. 

"  Senator  of  Rome  ! — dare  I  believe 
that  my  poor  banquet  tempts  thee, 
and  may  I  trust  that  these  armed  men 
are  a  graceful  compliment  to  one  to 
whom  arms  have  been  a  pastime  ] " 

Rienzi  answered  not,  but  waved  his 
hand  to  his  guards.  Montreal  was 
seized  on  the  instant.  Again  he  sur- 
veyed the  guests — as  a  bird  from  the 
rattle-snake,  —  shrunk  Pandulfo  di 
Guido,  trembling,  motionless,  aghast, 
from  the  glittering  eye  of  the  Senator. 
Slowly  Rienzi  raised  his  fatal  hand 
towards  the  unhappy  citizen  —  Pan- 
dulfo saw, — felt  his  doom, — shrieked, 
— and  fell  senseless  in  the  arms  of  the 
soldiers. 

One  other  and  rapid  glance  cast 
the  Senator  round  the  board,  and 
then,  with  a  disdainful  smile,  as  if 
anxious  for  no  meaner  prey,  turned 
away.  Not  a  breatli  had  hitherto 
passed  his  lips — all  had  been  dumb 
show — and  his  grim  silence  had  im- 
parted a  more  freezing  terror  to  hli 
unguessed-for  apparition.  Only,  when 
he  reached  the  door,  he  turned  back, 
gazed  upon  the  Knighl  of  St.  John'i 
bold  and  undaunted  face,  ai 
almost  in  a  whisper,  "  Walter  de  Mon 
treal ! — you  heard  the  death-knell  I" 


CHAPTER  IV. 


THE    SENTENCE    OF    WALTER    DE    MONTREAL. 


In  silence  the  Captain  of  the  Grand 
Company  was  borne  to  the  prison  of 
the  Capitol.  In  the  same  building 
lodged  the  rivals  for  the  government 
of  Rome  ;  the  one  occupied  the  prison, 
the  other  the  palace.  The  guards 
forebore  the  ceremony  of  fetters,  and 
leaving  a  lamp  on  the  table,  Montreal 
perceived  he  was  not  alone,  —  his 
brothers  had  preceded  him. 

"  Ye  are  happily  met,"  said  the 
Knight  of  St.  John ;  "  we  have  passed 
together  plcasanter  nights  than  this 
is  likely  to  be." 

"  Can  you  jest,  Walter?"  said  Arim- 
baldo,  half-weeping.  "  Know  you  not 
that  our  doom  is  fixed  ?  Death  scowls 
upon  us." 

"  Death  ! "  repeated  Montreal,  and 
for  the  first  time  his  contenance 
changed ;  perhaps  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life  he  felt  the  thrill  and  agony 
of  fear. 

"  Death  !"  he  repeated  again.  "  Im- 
possible !  He  dare  not,  Brettone  ;  the 
soldiers,  the  Northmen  ! — they  will 
mutiny,  they  will  pluck  us  back  from 
the  grasp  of  the  headsman  ! " 

"  Cast  from  you  so  vain  a  hope," 
said  Brettone  sullenly  :  "the  aoldiers 
are  encamped  at  Palestrina." 

"  How  !  Dolt  —  fool  !  Came  yon 
then  to  Rome  alone!  Are  we  alone 
with  this  dread  man  ?" 

"  You  are  the  doit !  Why  came 
you  hither?"  answered  the  brother. 

"  Why,  indeed  !  but  that  I  knew 
thou  wast  the  Captain  of  the  army  ; 
and — but  thou  said'st  right — the  folly 
is  mine,  to  have  played  against  the 
crafty  Tribune  so  unequal  a  brain  aa 
thine.  Enough!  Reproaches  are  idle. 
When  were  ye  arrested  1 " 


"  At  dusk — the  instant  we  entered 
the  gates  of  Rome.  Rienzi  entered 
privately." 

"  Humph  !  What  can  he  know 
against  me  ?  Who  can  have  betrayed 
me?  My  secretaries  are  tried — all 
trustworthy — except  that  youth,  and 
he  so  seemingly  zealous — that  Angelo 
Villani ! " 

"  Villani !  Angelo  Villani !"  cried 
the  brothers  in  a  breath.  "  Hast  thou 
confided  aught  to  him  ? " 

"  Why,  I  fear  he  must  have  seen — 
at  least  in  part — my  correspondence 
with  you,  and  with  the  Barons — he 
was  among  my  scribes.  Know  you 
aught  of  him?" 

"  Walter,  Heaven  hath  demented 
you  ! "  returned  Brettone.  "  Angelo 
Villani  is  the  "favourite  menial  of  the 
Senator." 

"  Those  eyes  deceived  me,  then," 
muttered  Montreal,  solemnly  and 
shuddering ;  "  and,  as  if  her  ghost  had 
returned  to  earth,  God  smUes  me  from 
the  grave  ! " 

There  was  a  long  silence.  At  length 
Montreal,  whose  bold  and  sanguine 
temper  was  never  long  clouded,  spoke 
asjain. 

"  Are  the  Senator's  coffers  full  1 — 
But  that  is  impossible." 

"  Bare  as  a  Dominican's." 

"  We  are  saved,  then.  He  shall 
name  his  price  for  our  heads.  Money 
must  be  more  useful  to  him  than 
blood." 

And  as  if  with  that  thought  all 
further  meditation  were  rendered  un- 
necessary, Montreal  doffed  his  mantle, 
uttered  a  short  prayer,  and  filing  him- 
self on  a  pallet  in  a  corner  of  the  cell, 

"  i  have  sleut  on  worse  beds."  said 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  TRIBUNES. 


25? 


the  Knight,  stretching-  himself;  and 
in  a  few  minutes  he  was  fast  asleep. 

The  brothers  listened  to  his  deep- 
drawn,  but  regular  breathing,  with 
envy  and  wonder,  but  they  were  in 
no  mood  to  converse.  Still  and  speech- 
less,, they  sate  like  statues  beside  the 
sleeper.  Time  passed  on,  and  the  first 
cold  air  of  the  hour  that  Bucceeds  to 
midnight  crept  through  the  bare  of 
their  cell.  The  bolts  crashed,  the  door 
opened,  six  men-at-arms  entered, 
passed  the  brothers,  and  one  of  them 
touched  Montreal. 

"  Ha  .'"  .-aid  lie,  still  sleeping,  but 
turning  round.  "  Ha!"  said  he.  in 
the  soft  Provencal  tongue,  "sweet 
Adeline,  we  will  not  rise  yet — it  is  so 
long  since  wo  met !" 

■•  What  says  he?"  muttered  the 
guard,  shaking  .Montreal  roughly. 
The  Knight  sprang  up  at  once,  and 
his  hand  grasped  the  head  of  his  bed 
as  for  his  sword.  He  stored  round 
bewildered,  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  then 
gazing  on  the  guard,  became  alive 
to  i  he  present. 

"  Ye  are  early  risers  in  the  Capitol," 
said  he.     "  What  want  ye  of  me?" 

"  It  waits  ymi  :" 

"  It!    What  '"  said  .Montreal. 

"  The  raid:  :"  replied  the  Boldier, 
with  a  malignant  scowl. 

I  lrea(  Captain  said  not  a  word. 
He  looked  for  one  moment  at  the  six 
swordsmen,  as  if  measuring  hi 
strength  against  theirs.  Hi-  eye  then 
wandered  round  the  room.  The  rudest 
oar  of  iron  would  have  been  dearer 
io  him  than  h'-  had  ever  yet  found 
the  proufest  steel  of  Milan.  Becom- 
ing survey  with  a  siirh.  threw 
his  mantle  mcr  hi-  Bhouldei  8,  codded 
at  his  hnthren,  and  followed  the 
guard. 

In  a  hall  of  the  Capitol,  hung  with 
the  ominous  silk  of  white  rays  on  a 

bl l-red  ground,  Bate  Rienzi  and  his 

councillors.  Across  a  recess  was  drawn 
a  black  curtain. 

"  Walt. id'-  Montreal."  said  a  small 


man  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  "  Knight 
of  the  illustrious  order  of  St.  John  of 
Jerusalem " 

"  And  Captain  of  the  Grand  Com. 
pany  !"  added  the  prisoner,  in  a  firm 
\oice. 

"  You  stand  accused  of  divers 
counts  :  robbery  and  murder,  in  Tus- 
cany, Romagna,  and  Apulia " 

"  For  robbery  and  murder,  brave 
men,  and  belted  Knights,"  said  Mon- 
treal, drawing  himself  up,  "would  use 
the  words  '  war  and  victory.'  To  those 
charges  I  plead  guilty  !     Proceed." 

"  Yon  are  next  accused  of  treason- 
able conspiracy  against  the  lil 
of  Rome  for  the  restoration  of  the 
proscribed  Barons — and  of  traitorous 
londence  with  Stefaneilo  Co- 
lonna  at  Palestrina." 

"  My  accuser  .'" 

"  Step  forth,  Angelo  Villani !" 

"  )'"ii  are  my  betrayer,  then  .'"  -aid 
.Montreal  Bteadily.  "I  deserved  this. 
I  beseech  you,  Senator  of  Rome,  let 
thi-  young  man  retire.  1  confess  my 
correspondence  with  the Colonna, and 
my  desire  to  restore  the  Baron-." 

Rienzi  motioned  to  Villani,  who 
bowed  and  withdrew. 

"Then;  rests  only  then  for  you, 
Walter  de  Montreal,  to  relate,  fully 
and  faithfully,  the  details  of  your  con- 
spiracy." 

"That  is  impossible,"  replied  Mon- 
treal, carelessly. 

•'  And  whj  '" 

"  Because,  doing  a-  I  picas*  with 
ii  lite,  1  will  not  betray  th< 
lives  of  "tl< 

"  Bethink  thee-  thou  wouldst  haY( 
betrayed  the  life  of  thy  judge!" 

"  Not,  l>.  brayed — thou  didst  not 
trust  me. ' 

"The  law,  Walter  de  Montreal,  hath 
sharp  inquisitors-   behold  ' " 

Tin'  black  eiirtain  was  drawn  aside;, 

and  the  eye  of  Montreal  rested  on  the 
executioner  and  the  rack  !  Hi-  proud 
beaved  indignantly. 
■■  Senator  of  Rome,'  said  he,  "  these 


284 


RIENZI, 


instruments  are  for  serfs  and  vil- ' 
leins.  I  have  been  a  warrior  and 
a  leader ;  life  and  death  have  been  in 
my  hands — I  have  used  them  as  I 
listed ;  but  to  mine  equal  and  my  '' 
foe,  I  never  proffered  the  insult  of 
the  rack." 

"  Sir  Walter  de  Montreal,"  returned 
the  Senator,  gravely,  but  with  some 
courteous  respect,  "your  answer  is 
that  which  rises  naturally  to  the  lips 
of  brave  men.  But  learn  from  me, 
whom  fortune  hath  made  thy  judge, 
that  no  more  for  serf  and  villein,  than 
for  knight  and  noble,  are  such  instru- 
ments the  engines  of  law,  or  the  tests 
of  truth.  I  yielded  but  to  the  desire 
of  these  reverend  councillors,  to  test 
thy  nerves.  But,  wert  thou  the 
meanest  peasant  of  the  Campagua, 
before  my  judgment-seat  thou  neeclst 
not  apprehend  the  torture.  Walter 
de  Montreal,  amongst  the  Princes  of 
Italy  thou  hast  known,  amongst  the 
Roman  Barons  thou  wouldst  have 
aided,  is  there  one  who  could  make 
that  boast  V 

"  I  desired  only,"  said  Montreal, 
with  some  hesitation,  "to  unite  the 
Barons  with  thee ;  nor  did  I  intrigue 
against  thy  life  !  " 

Rienzi  frowned — "Enough," he  said, 
hastily.  "  Knight  of  St.  John,  I  know 
thy  secret  projects,  subterfuge  and 
evasion  neither  befit  nor  avail  thee. 
If  thou  didst  not  intrigue  against  my  | 
life,  thou  didst  intrigue  against  the 
life  of  Rome.  Thou  hast  but  one 
favour  left  to  demand  on  earth,  it  is 
the  manner  of  thy  death." 

Montreal's  lip  worked  convulsively. 

"  Senator,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  may  I  crave  audience  with  thee  alone 
for  one  minute  ] " 

The  councillors  looked  up. 

"  My  Lord,"  whispered  the  eldest 
of  them,  "  doubtless  he  hath  concealed 
weapons — trust  him  not." 

"  Prisoner,"  returned  Rienzi,  after 
a  moment's  pause;  "  if  thou  seekest  for 
mercy  thy  request  is  idle,  and  before 


my  coadjutors  I  have  no  secret;  speak 
out  what  thou  hast  to  say  !  " 

"Yet  listen  to  me,"  said  the  pri- 
soner, folding  his  arms  ;  "  it  concerns 
not  m}r  life,  but  Rome's  welfare." 

"  Then,"  said  Rienzi,  in  an  altered 
tone,  "thy  request  is  granted.  Thou 
mayst  add  to  thy  guilt  the  design  of 
the  assassin,  but  for  Rom,j  I  would 
dare  greater  danger." 

So  saying,  he  motioned  to  the  coun- 
cillors, who  slowly  withdrew  by  the 
door  which  had  admitted  Villain, 
while  the  guards  retired  to  the  farthest 
extremity  of  the  hall." 

"Now,  Walter  de  Montreal,  be  brief, 
for  thy  time  is  short." 

"Senator,"  said  Montreal,  "  my  lite 
can  but  little  profit  you  ;  men  will  say 
that  you  destroyed  your  creditor  in 
order  to  caucel  your  debt.  Fix  a  sum 
upon  my  life,  estimate  it  at  the  price 
of  a  monarch's  ;  every  florin  shall  be 
paid  to  you,  and  your  treasury  will  be 
filled  for  five  years  to  come.  If  the 
' Buono  Stato'  depends  on  your 
government,  what  I  have  asked,  your 
solicitude  for  Rome  will  not  permit 
you  to  refuse." 

"  You  mistake  me,  bold  robber, " 
said  Rienzi,  sternly;  "your  treason  I 
could  guard  against,  and  therefore  for- 
give ;  your  ambition,  never  !  Mark 
me,  I  know  you !  Place  your  hand 
on  your  heart  and  say  whether,  could 
we  change  places,  you,  as  Rienzi, 
would  suffer  all  the  gold  of  earth  to 
purchase  the  life  of  Walter  de  Mon- 
treal 1  For  men's  reading  of  my  con- 
duct, that  must  I  bear ;  for  mine 
own  reading,  mine  eyes  must  be 
purged  from  corruption.  I  am  answer- 
able to  God  for  the  trust  of  Rome. 
And  Rome  trembles  while  the  head  of 
the  Grand  Company  lives  in  the  plot- 
ting brain  and  the  daring  heart  of 
Walter  de  Montreal.  Man — wealthy, 
great,  and  subtle  as  you  are,  your 
hours  arc  numbered ;  with  the  rise  of 
the  sun  you  die ! " 

Montreal's  eyes,    fixed    upon    the 
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Senator's  face,  saw  hope  was  over ; 
his  pride  and  his  fortitude  returned  to 
him. 

"  We  have  wasted  words,"  said  he. 
"  I  played  for  a  great  stake,  I  have 
lost,  and  must  pay  the  forfeit  !  I  am 
prepared.  On  the  threshold  of  the 
Unknown  World,  the  dark  spirit  of 
prophecy  rushes  into  us.  Lord  Sena- 
tor, I  go  before  thee  to  announce — 
that  in  Heaven  or  in  Hell — ere  many 
days  he  over,  room  must  be  given  to 
one  mightier  than  I  am  !" 

As  he  spoke,  his  form  dilated,  his 
eye  glared  ;  and  Eienzi,  cowering  as 
never  had  he  cowered  before,  shrunk 
back,  and  shaded  his  face  with  his 
hand. 

"  The  manner  of  your  death  ] "  he 
asked,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"  The  axe :  it  is  that  which  befits 
knight  and  warrior.  For  thee,  Senator, 
Fate  hath  a  less  noble  death." 

"  Robber,  be  dumb  !  "  cried  Rienzi, 


passionately  ;  "  Guards,  hear  back  the 
prisoner.     At  sunrise,  Montreal " 

"Seta  the  sun  of  the  scourge  of 
Italy,"  said  the  Knight,  bitterly.  "  Be 
it  so.  One  request  more  ;  the  Knights 
of  St.  John  claim  affinity  with  the 
tine  order;  grant  me  an  Au- 
gustine confessor." 

"It  is  granted;  and  in  return  for 
thy  denunciations,  I,  who  can  give 
thee  no  earthly  mercy,  will  implore 
the  Judge  of  all  for  pardon  to  thy 
soul ! " 

"Senator,  I  have  done  with  man's 
mediation.  My  brethren  ?  Their 
deaths  are  not  necessary  to  thy  safety 
or  thy  revenge  !  " 

Rienzi  mused  a  moment:  "No," 
said  he,  "  dangerous  tools  they  were, 
hut  without  the  workman  they  may- 
rust  unharming.  They  served  me 
once,  too.  Pri°/)iier,  their  lives  are 
spared." 


CHAPTER  V. 


THE    DISCOVERT. 


The  Council  was  broken  up—  Rienzi 
hastened  to  his  own  apartments. 
Meeting  Villani  by  the  way,  he  pressed 
the  youth's  hand  affectionately.  "  You 
have  -aved  Borne  and  me  from  great 
peril,''  said  he;  "the  saints  reward 
you ! "  Without  tarrying  for  Villain's 
an  '•'•'<  r.  hi  in,!  i  [i  d  on.  Nina,  anxious 
and  perturbed,  awaited  him  in  their 
chamber. 

"Not  a-bed  yet?"  said  he:  "lie, 
Nina,  even  thy  beauty  will  not  stand 
these  vigils." 

"  I  could  not  rest  till  I  had  soen 
thee.  I  hear  (all  Kmi.e  has  heard  it 
ore  this)  that  thou  hast  sei/ed  Walter 
do  Montreal,  and  that  he  will  perish 
by  the  leadsman." 


"  The  first  robber  that,  ever  died  so 
brave  a  death."  returned  Rien/.i,  slowly 
unrobing  him -ill'. 

"Cola,  I  have  never  crossed  your 
schemes, — your  policy,  even  by  a 
nil.  Enough  f«T  me  to 
triumph  in  tie  ir  Huccess,  to  nn.ni  n 
for  their  failure.  Now,  I  ask  thee 
one  re<p<  me  the  lite  of  tin- 

man." 

••  Xina " 

"  ll<;ir  me,— for  thee  I  apeak  I 
I  I  his  crime-;,  his  vainer  and  he 

geniuB  have  gained  him  admin  • 

•     hi-    foi  Many    a    prince, 

many  a  Mat''   thai    BCCretlj   tejl 

his  fall,  will  affeci  Imrrnr  againal  hit 

judge.      Hear   ne    farther'    hi*  hro 
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thers  aided  your  return;  the  world 
will  term  you  ungrateful.  His  bro- 
thers lent  you  monies,  the  world — 
(out  on  it !) — will  term  you " 

"  Hold  ! "  interrupted  the  Senator. 
"All  that  thou  sayest,  my  mind  fore- 
stalled. But  thou  knowest  me — to 
thee  I  have  no  disguise.  No  compact 
can  bind  Montreal's  faith — no  mercy 
win  his  gratitude.  Before  his  red 
right  hand  truth  and  justice  are  swept 
away.  If  I  condemn  Montreal  I  incur 
disgrace  and  risk  danger — granted. 
If  I  release  him,  ere  the  first  showers 
of  April,  the  chargers  of  the  North- 
men will  neigh  in  the  halls  of  the 
Capitol.  Which  shall  I  hazard  in 
this  alternative,  myself  or  Rome] 
Ask  me  no  more — to  bed,  to  bed  !  " 

"  Couldst  thou  read  my  forebodings, 
Cola,  mystic — gloomy — unaccount- 
able?" 

"  Forebodings  !  —  I  have  mine," 
answered  Rienzi,  sadly,  gazing  on 
space,  as  if  his  thoughts  peopled  it 
with  spectres.  Then,  raising  his  eyes 
to  Heaven,  he  said  with  that  fanatical 
energy  which  made  much  both  of  his 
strength  and  weakness — "  Lord,  mine 
at  least  not  the  sin  of  Saul !  the  Ama- 
lekite  shall  not  be  saved  !" 

While  Rienzi  enjoyed  a  short, 
troubled,  and  restless  sleep,  over 
which  Nina  watched — unslumbering, 
anxious,  tearful,  and  oppressed  with 
dark  and  terrible  forewarniugs — the 
accuser  was  more  happy  than  the 
judge.  The  last  thoughts  that  Heated 
before  the  young  mind  of  Angelo  Vil- 
lani,  ere  wrapped  in  sleep,  were  bright 
and  sanguine.  He  felt  no  honou raid e 
remorse  that  he  had  entrapped  the 
confidence  of  another — he  felt  only 
that  his  scheme  had  prospered,  that 
his  mission  had  been  fulfilled.  The 
grateful  words  of  Rienzi  rang  in  his 
ear,  and  hopes  of  fortune  and  power, 
beneath  the  sway  of  the  Roman  Sena- 
tor, lulled  him  into  slumber,  and 
coloured  all  his  dreams. 

Scarce    however,  had  he  been  two 


hours  asleep,  ere  he  was  wakened  bj 
one  of  the  attendants  of  the  palace, 
himself  half  awake.  "  Pardon  me, 
Messere  Villani,"  said  he,  "  but  there 
is  a  messenger  below  from  the  good 
Sister  Ursula;  he  bids  thee  haste  in 
stantlytotheConvent — sheissirk  unto 
death,  and  has  tidings  that  crave  thy 
immediate  presence." 

Angelo,  whose  morbid  susceptibility 
as  to  his  parentage  was  ever  excited 
by  vague  but  ambitious  hopes— started 
up,  dressed  hurriedly,  and  joining  the 
messenger  below,  repaired  to  the  Con- 
vent. In  the  Court  of  the  Capitol, 
and  by  the  Staircase  of  the  Lion,  was 
already  heard  the  noise  of  the  work- 
men, and  looking  back,  Villani  beheld 
the  scaffold,  hung  with  black — sleep- 
ing cloudlike  in  the  grey  light  of 
dawn — at  the  same  time,  the  bell  of 
the  Capitol  tolled  heavily.  A  pang 
shot  athwart  him.  He  hurried  on; 
—despite  the  immature  earliness  01 
the  hour,  he  met  groups  of  either  sex, 
hastening  along  the  streets  to  witness 
the  execution  of  the  redoubted  Captain 
of  the  Grand  Company.  The  Convent 
of  the  Augustines  was  at  the  farthest 
extremity  of  that  city,  even  then  so  ex- 
tensive, and  the  red  light  upon  the  hill 
tops  already  heralded  the  rising  sun, 
ere  the  young  man  reached  the  vene 
rable  porch.  His  name  obtained  him 
instant  admittance. 

"  Heaven  grant,"  said  an  old  Nun, 
who  conducted  him  through  a  long 
and  winding  passage,  "  that  thou 
mayst  bring  comfort  to  the  sick  sister  . 
she  has  pined  for  thee  grievously  since 
matins." 

In  a  cell  set  apart  for  the  recepluOii 
of  visitors  (from  the  outward  world)j 
to  such  of  the  Sisterhood  as  received 
the  necessary  dispensation,  sate  the 
aged  Nun.  Angelo  had  only  seen  hei 
once  since  his  return  to  Rome,  and 
since  then  disease  had  made  rapid 
havoc  on  her  form  and  features.  And 
now,  in  her  shroudlike  garments  and 
attenuated  frame,  she  seemed  by  the 
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morning  light  as  a  spectre  whom  day 
nad  surprised  above  the  earth.  She 
approached  the  youth,  however,  with 
a  motion  more  elastic  and  rapid  than 
seemed  possible  to  her  worn  and 
ghastly  form.  "Thou  art  come,"  she 
said.  "Well,  well !  This  morning  after 
matins,  my  confessor,  an  Augnstine, 
who  alone  knows  the  secrets  of  my 
life,  took  me  aside,  and  told  me  thai 
Walter  de  Montreal  had 
by  the  Senator  thai  he  was  adjudged 
to  die,  and  that  one  of  the  Augustine 
brotherhood  had  been  sent  for  to  attend 
■  hours— is  it  so?" 

"Thou    wert    told    aright,"   said 
.  wonderingly.     "  The  man  at 
name     thou     wert    wont    to 
shudder — against    whom    thou    hast 
so  often  warned  me — will  die  at  sun- 
rise/' 

"  So  soon  ! — so  soon  .' — Oh,  Mother 
of  Mercy ! — fly!    thou  art  about  the 
' T  the  Senator,  thou  hast  high 
favour  with  him  :  fly  !   down  on  thy 
knees-  >u  hopest  for  God's 

grace,  rise  not  till  thou  hast  won  the 
life." 

••  She  rai  es,"  muttered  Angelo,  with 
white  lips. 

:'  I  do  not  rave, — hoy'"  screeched 
'.'.  ihlly,  "know  that   my 
daughter  was  his  leman.  Hedi 
our  ho'ise, — a  hou                  er  than 
his  own.     Sinner  that  I  was,  I  vowed 
revenge.      His   boj                 ad   only 
one! — was  brought   up  in  a  robber's 
camp; — a  life  ofhloodshed     a  d 
doom — a  futurity  of  hell— were  before 
him.     I  plucked  the  child  from  9uch 
a  fate — I  bore  him  away — I  I 
fath<  r  he  was  dead     1  placed  him  in 
the  path  to  honourable  fortunes.    May 
my  sin  be  forgiven  me  '     A  n 
lani,  thou  art  that  child; — Walter  de 
l!    is    thy   father.     Hut  now, 
trembling  on  the  verge  of  d 
Bhudder   at  the   vindictive  tl 
I  once  nourished.     Perhaps " 

"Sinner and  accuned  I"  Interrupted 
Villani,    with    a    loud     I  ;i": ll 


ner  and  accursed  thou  art  indeed ! 
Know  that  it  was  /  who  betrayed  thy 
daughter's  lover  ! — by  the  son's  trea- 
son dies  the  father  !  " 

Not  a  moment  more  did  he  tarry  : 
he  waited  not  to  witness  the  effect  his 
words  produced.  As  one  frantic — as 
one  whom  a  fiend  possesses  or  pur- 
sues— he  rushed  from  the  Convent — 
he  flew  through  the  desolate  streets. 
The  death-bell  came,  first  indistinct, 
then  loud,  upon  his  ear.  Every  sound 
seemed  to  him  like  the  c 
on — on— he  passed  the  more  deserted 
quarter — crowds  swept  before  him — 
he  was  mingled  with  the  living 
stream,  delayed,  pushed  back 
sands  on  thousands  around,  before 
him,  Breathless,  gasping,  he  still 
pre— cd  on — he  forced  his  way — he 
heard  not — he  saw  not — all  was  like  a 
dream.  Up  burst  the  sun  over  the 
distanl  hills  ' — the  bell  ceased  !  From 
right  to  left  he  pushed  aside  the 
crowd — his  strength  was  as  a  giant's, 
ital  spot.  A  dead 
hush  lay  like  a  heavy  air  over  the 
multitude,  lie  heard  a  voice,  as  he 
along,  dee],  and  clear — it  was 
the  voice  of  his  father  !  it  a 
the  audience  breathed  heavily  they 
murmured — they  swayed  to  and  fro. 
On,  on,  went  Angelo  Villani.  Tl  e 
guards  of  the  Senator  stopped  his 
way;  he  dashed  aside  their  pikes  - 
he  eluded  their  grasp  he  pierced  the 
armed  barrier — he  stood  on  the  Place 
of  the  ( lapitol.  "  Hold,  hold  ! "  he 
would  have  cried  -  but  horror 
him  dumb.  He  beheld  the  gleaming 
axe — he  saw  the  bended  aeck.  Bra 
another  breath  passed  his  lips,  a 
ghastly  and  trunk! 
on  high     Walter  de  Montreal  vat  no 

Villani  saw— swooned  uol     shrunk 
)i..t     breathed  not  I     but  he   turuc«." 
from  that  lifted  bead,  drop 
ping  gore,  to  the  balcony,  in  which 
accordin  m,  sate,  in 

pomp,  i!  and 


t'6r 
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the  face  of  that  young  man  was  as  the 
face  of  a  demon  ! 

"  Ha !  "  said  he,  muttering  to  him- 
self, and  recalling  the  words  of  Rienzi 


seven  years  before — "  Bktaed  art  tA>M 
wlio  hast  no  blood  cf  kindred  to 
avenge  I " 


CHAPTER  VL 


THE   SUSPENSE. 


Walter  de  Montreal  wf.s  buried 
in  the  church  of  St.  Maria  dell' 
Araceli.  But  the  "  evil  that  he  did 
lived  after  him ! "  Although  the 
vnlgar  had,  until  his  apprehension, 
murmured  against  Rienzi  for  allowing 
so  notorious  a  freebooter  to  be  at 
large,  he  was  scarcely  dead  ere  they 
compassionated  the  object  of  their 
terror.  With  that  singular  species  of 
piety  which  Montreal  had  always  cul- 
tivated, as  if  a  decorous  and  natural 
part  of  the  character  of  a  warrior,  no 
sooner  was  his  sentence  fixed,  than  he 
had  surrendered  himself  to  the  devout 
preparation  for  death.  With  the 
Augustine  Friar  he  consumed  the 
brief  remainder  of  the  night  in  prayer 
and  confession,  comforted  his  brothers, 
and  passed  to  the  scaffold  with  the 
step  of  a  hero  and  the  self-acquittal  of 
a  martyr.  In  the  wonderful  delusions 
of  the  human  heart,  far  from  feeling 
remorse  at  a  life  of  professional  rapine 
and  slaughter,  almost  the  last  words 
of  the  brave  warrior  were  in  proud 
commendation  of  his  own  deeds.  "  Be 
valiant  like  me,"  he  said  to  his  bro- 
thers, "and  remember  that  ye  are 
now  the  heirs  to  the  Humbler  of 
Apulia,  Tuscany,  and  La  Marca."* 

This    confidence    in    himself    con- 

*'*  Pregovi  clie  vi  amiateesiate  valorosi  a  I 
mondo,  come  fui  io,  che  mi  feci  fare  oboe 
riienza  a  la  Puglia,  Toscana,  e  a  La  Marca." 
~Vit.  di  Cola  di  Rienzi,  lib.  ii  cap.  2-'. 

*"  I  pray  you  love  one  another,  and  be  valo- 
rous as  was  I,  who  made  Apulia,  Tuscany 
and  La  Marca  own  obedience  to  me."— Life 
*fCola  di  Rienzi 


tinued  at  the  scaffold.  "  I  die,"  he 
said,  addressing  the  Romans — "  I  die 
contented,  since  my  bones  shall  rest 
in  the  Holy'  City  of  St.  Peter  and  St. 
Paul,  and  the  Soldier  of  Christ  shall 
have  the  burial  place  of  the  Apostles. 
But  I  die  unjustly.  My  wealth  is  my 
crime — the  poverty  of  your  state  my 
accuser.  Senator  of  Rome,  thou  mayst 
envy  my  last  hour — men  like  Walter 
de  Montreal  perish  not  unavenged.' 
So  saying,  he  turned  to  the  East, 
murmured  a  brief  prayer,  knelt  down 
deliberately,  and  said  as  to  himself, 
"  Rome  guard  my  ashes ! — Earth  my 
memory — Fate  my  revenge ; — and, 
now,  Heaven  receive  my  soul ! — 
Strike !  "  At  the  first  blow,  the  head 
was  severed  from  the  body. 

His  treason  but  imperfectly  known, 
the  fear  of  him  forgotten,  all  that 
remained  of  the  recollection  of  Walter 
de  Montreal*  in  Rome,  was  admira- 
tion for  his  heroism,  and  compassion 
for  his  end.  The  fate  of  Pandulfo  di 
Guido,  which  followed  some  days 
afterwards,  excited  a  yet  deeper, 
though  more  quiet,  sentiment,  against 

*  The  military  renown  and  bold  exploits 
of  Montreal  are  acknowledged  by  all  the 
Italian  authorities.  One  of  them  declares 
that  since  the  time  of  Cassar,  Italy  had 
never  known  so  great  a  Captain.  The 
biographer  of  Kicnzi,  forgetting  all  the 
offences  of  the  splendid  and  knightly  rob- 
ber, seems  to  feel  only  commiseration  lor 
his  fate.  He  informs  us,  moreover,  that  at 
Tivoli  one  of  his  servants  (perhaps  our 
friend.  Kodolf  of  Saxony),  hearing  hi*  death 
died  of  grief  the  following  day. 
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the  Senator.  "  He  was  once  Rienzi's 
friend  ! "  said  one  man  ;  "  He  was  an 
honest,  upright  citizen  !  "  muttered 
another  ;  "  He  was  an  advocate  of  the 
people!"  growled  Ceeco  del  Vecchio. 
But  the  Senator  had  wound  himself 
up  to  a  resolve  to  l>e  inflexibly  just, 
and  to  regard  every  peril  to  Rome  as 
became  a  Roman.  Ricnzi  remembered 
that  he  had  never  confided  but  he 
had  been  betrayed;  he  had  never 
forgiven  but  to  sharpen  enmity.  He 
was  amidst  a  ferocious  people,  uncer- 
tain friends,  wily  enemies ;  and  mis- 
placed mercy  would  be  but  a  premium 
to  conspiracy.  Vet  the  struggle  he 
underwent  was  visible  in  the  hyste- 
rica] emotions  he  betrayed.  He  now 
wept  bitterly,  now  laughed  wildly. 
"Can  1  never  again  have  the  luxury 
to  forgive!"  -aid  he.  The  coarse 
spectators  of  that  passion  deemed  it, 
— some  imbecility,  some  hypocrisy. 
But  the  execution  produced  the  mo- 
mentary effect  intended.  All  sedition 
ceased, terrorcrept  throughout  the  city, 
order  and  peace  rose  to  the  surface ; 
but  beneath,  in  the  strong  expression 
of  a  contemporaneous  writer,  "  Lo 
mormorito  quetamente  suonava."* 

On  examining  dispassionately  the 
conduct  of  Rienzi  at  this  awful  period 
of  his  life,  it  is  scarcely  possible  to 
condemn  it  of  a  single  error  in  point 
of  policy.  Cured  of  his  faults,  he 
exhibited  no  mini  entation 

— he  indulged  in  no  exhibit 
intoxicated  pride— that  gorgeous  ima- 
gination rather  than  vanity,  which 
had  led  the  Tribune  ii 
and  pomp,  was  now  lulled  to  rest,  by 
the  sober  memory  of  grave  vicisai 
and  the  stern  calmness  of  a 
inatiircr  intellect.  Frugal, provident, 
watchful,  self-collected,  'never  was 
seen,'  observes  no  partial  witness,  'so 
extraordinary  a  man.'+  '  In  him  was 
concentrated  every  thought  for  cv^ry 

*  "The  murmur  quietly  sounded." 
t    Vit-diCola    Ii  Kknzi,  lit.,  n. 

No.  19. 


want  of  Home.  Indefatigably  occu- 
pied, he  inspected,  ordained,  regulated 
all  tilings;  in  the  city,  m  the  army, 
for  peace,  or  for  war.  But  he  was 
feebly  supported,  and  those  he  em- 
ployed were  lukewarm  and  lethargic. 
Still  his  arms  prospered.  Place  after 
place,  fortress  after  fortress,  yielded  to 
the  Lieutenant  of  the  Senator :  and 
the  cession  of  Palestrina  itself  was 
hourly  expected.  His  art  and  address 
were  always  strikingly  exhibited  in 
difficult  situations,  and  the  reader 
cannot  fail  to  have  noticed  how 
conspicuously  they  were  displayed 
in  delivering  himself  from  the  iron 
tutelage  of  his  foreign  mercenaries. 
Montreal  executed,  his  brothers  im- 
prisoned, (though  their  lives  were 
spared,)  a  fear  that  induced  respect 
was  stricken  into  the  breasts  of  those 
bandit  soldiers.  Removed  from  Rome.. 
and,  under  Annibaldi,  engaged  against 
the  Baron-,  constant  action  and  con- 
stant success,  withheld  those  neces- 
sary fiends  from  falling  on  their 
.Master ;  while  Rienzi,  willing  to  yield 
to  the  natural  antipathy  of  the 
Romans,  thus  kept  the  Northmen 
from  all  contact  with  the  city;  and, 
as  he  boasted,  was  the  only  chief  in 
Italy  who  reigned  in  his  palace 
guarded  only  by  his  citizens. 

De  pite     his    perilous    situation — 

despite  his  BUSpicioUB,  and  his  fears, 
no  wanton  cruelty  stained  his  BtfirD 
justice      .Montreal     and     l'aiidull'o    d: 

Guido  were  the  only  state  \n-tims  he 
demanded.  If.  according  to  the  dark 
Machiavelism  of  Italian  wisdom,  the 
death  of  those  enemies  was  impolitic, 

!!>.t    in   the  act,  but    the  mode 

of  doing  it.  A  prince  of  Bologna,  or 
of  .Milan  would  have  avoided  the 
sympathy  excited  bj  tie'  wafFold,  and 

•vould  have 

been  tie-  safer  substitute  for  the  axe. 

But    with    all     hi-     fault-,    r.  al     and 

iii'i'in.  d,  no   tingle  act  of  tint  foul 

and  murtherouB  policy,    rhich  neb 

ace  ot    1 1,.-   more    fortunate 
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princes  of  Italy,  ever  advanced  the 
ambition  or  promoted  the  security  of 
the  Last  of  the  Roman  Tribunes. 
Whatever  his  errors,  he  lived  and  died 
as  became  a  man,  who  dreamed  the 
vain  but  glorious  dream,  that  in  a 
corrupt  and  dastard  populace  he 
could  revive  the  genius  of  the  old 
Republic. 

Of  all  who  attended  on  the  Senator, 
<he  most  assiduous  and  the  most 
honoured  was  still  Angelo  Villani. 
Promoted  to  a  high  civil  station, 
Rienzi  felt  it  as  a  return  of  youth,  to 
find  one  person  entitled  to  his  grati- 
tude ; — he  loved  and  confided  in  the 
youth  as  a  son.  Villani  was  never 
absent  from  his  side,  except  in  inter- 
course with  the  various  popular  leaders 
in  the  various  quarters  of  the  city ; 
and  in  this  intercourse  his  zeal  was 
indefatigable — it  seemed  even  to  prey 
upon  his  health  ;  and  Rienzi  chid  him 
fondly,  whenever  starting  from  his 
own  reveries,  he  beheld  the  abstracted 
eye  and  the  livid  paleness  which  had 
succeeded  the  sparkle  and  bloom  of 
youth. 

Such  chiding  the  young  man 
answered  only  by  the  same  unvarying 
Yi  ords. 

"Senator,  I  have  a  great  trust 
to  fulfil;" — and  at  these  words  he 
smiled. 

One  day  Villani,  while  with  the 
Senator,  said  rather  abruptly,  "  Do 
you  remember,  my  Lord,  that  be/ore 
Viterbo,  I  acquitted  myself  so  in  arms, 
that  even  the  Cardinal  d'Albornoz 
was  pleased  to  notice  me  1 " 

"  I  remember  your  valour  well, 
Angelo  ;  but  why  the  question  V 

"  My  Lord,  Bellini,  the  Captain  of 
the  Guard  of  the  Capitol  is  dange< "  ^sly 
121." 

"  I  know  it." 


"  Whom  can  my  Lord  trust  at  tha 
post  ? " 

"  Why,  the  Lieutenant." 

"  What ! — a  soldier  that  has  served 
under  the  Orsini !  " 

'■  True.  Well !  there  is  Tommaso 
Filangieri." 

"  An  excellent  man  ;  but  is  he  mot 
kin  by  blood  to  Pandulfo  di  Guido  V 

"Ay — is  he  so  )  It  must  be  thought 
of.  Hast  thou  any  friend  toname?,; 
said  the  Senator,  smiling,  "  Methinks 
thy  cavils  point  that  waj ." 

"My  Lord,"  replied  Villani,  colour- 
ing ;  "  I  am  too  young,  perhaps  ;  but 
the  post  is  one  that  demands  fidelity 
more  than  it  does  years.  Shall  I  own 
it  1 — My  tastes  are  rather  to  serve  thee 
with  my  sword  than  with  my  pen." 

"  Wilt  thou,  indeed,  accept  the 
office  1  It  is  of  less  dignity  and 
emolument  than  the  one  you  hold  ; 
and  you  are  full  young  to  lead  these 
stubborn  spirits." 

"Senator,  I  led  taller  men  than 
they  are  to  the  assault  at  Viterbo. 
But,  be  it  as  seems  best  to  your 
superior  wisdom.  Whatever  you  do, 
I  pray  you  to  be  cautious.  If  you 
select  a  traitor  to  the  command  of  the 
Capitol  Guard  ! — I  tremble  at  the 
thought !" 

"  By  my  faith,  thou  dost  turn  pale 
at  it,  dear  boy ;  thy  affection  ia  a 
sweet  drop  in  a  bitter  draught.  Whom 
can  I  choose  better  than  thee]  — 
thou  shalt  have  the  post,  at  least 
during  Bellini's  illness.  I  will  attend 
to  it  to-day.  The  business,  too,  will 
less  fatigue  thy  young  mind  than 
that  which  now  employs  thee.  Thou 
art  over-laboured  in  our  cause." 

"Senator,  1  can  but  repeat  my 
usual  answer—  I  have  a  ereat  trust 
to  fulfil!" 
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These  formidable  conspiracies 
quelled,  the  Barons  nearly  subdued,  and 
three  parts  of  the  Papal  territory  re- 
unite! to  Rome,  Rienzi  aow  deemed 
he  might  safely  execute  one  of  his 
favourite  projects  for  the  preservation 
of  the  liberties  of  his  native  city;  and 
this  was  to  raise  and  organize  in  each 
quarter  of  Rome  a  Roman  i 
Armed  in  the  defence  of  their  own 
institutions,  he  thus  trusted  I 
blish  amongst  her  own  citizens  the 
only  soldiery  requisite  for  Rome. 

But  so  base  were  the  tools  with 
which  this  great  man  was  condemned 
to  work  out  his  noble  schemes,  that 
Done  could  be  found  to  serve  their  own 
country,  without  a  pay  equal  to  thai 
ded  by  foreign  hirelings.  With 
the  insolence  so  peculiar  to  a  race 
that  In  .  each  Roman 

said,  "Am  1  not  better  than 
man  .' — Pay  me,  then,  accordingly." 

The  Senati  r  smothered  bis 
— he  had  learned  at  last  to  know  that 
the  age  of  the  Catos  was  no  more. 
From  a  daring  enthusiast,  exp 
had  converted  him  into  a  practical 
statesman.  The  Legions  v ere  neces- 
sary to  Rome — they  were  formed— 
gallant  their  appearance  and  faultless 
their  caparisons.     How  were  they  to 

be  paid  i      There   was   but   One    mean- 
to  maintain    B  im<       Rome 
taxed.     A  gabelle  was  put  upon  wine 
and  salt. 

The  Proclamation  ran  thus  : — 

'•  Ron  d   i"    the  rank    of 

i  aator,  my  whole  though!  has 

:  r  your  lib<  i  lies  and  welfare  ; 

already  treason  defeated  in  I 

our    banners     triumphant     without, 

our  with  which  1 1 
regards  men  who  seek  to  unite  liberty 


with  law.  Let  us  set  an  example  to 
Italy  and  the  World!  Let  us  prove 
that  the  Roman  sword  can  guard  the 
Roman  Forum  !  In  each  Rione  of 
is  provided  a  Legion  of  the 
Citizens,  collect  .d  from  the  traders 
and  artisans  of  the  town ;  they  allege 
that  they  cannot  leave  their  callings 
wiihoul  remuneration.  Your  Senator 
calls  upon  you  willingly  to  as.~-i.-t  in 
your  own  defence.  He  has  given  you 
liberty  ;  he  has  restored  to  you  peace  : 
your  oppressors  are  scattered  over  the 
earth,  lie  asks  you  now  to  preserve 
the  treasures  you  have  gained.  To 
be  free,  you  must  sacrifice  some- 
thing; for  freedom,  what  sacrifice 
Hi  of  your  support, 
1  a-  length,  for  the  first  time,  exeri 
the  right  entrusted  to  me  by  office 
-  and  for  Rome's  salvation  I  tax  thvi 
Roman 

Then  followed  the  announcement 
of  the  gabelle. 

The  Proclamation  was  set  up  in  the 
public  thoroughfares,  bound  one  ol 
the  placards  a  crowd  assembled  Their 
gestures  were  vehement  and  unguarded 
—their  eyes  sparkled — they  conversed 
low,  but  eagerly. 

••  lie  dar  -  to  tax  us,  then !     Why, 
lie   Baron    or   the   Pope   could   not 
do  more  than  that  ! " 

"Shame!  shame!"  cried  a  gaunt 
female;  "we,  who  were  his  friends! 
How  are  our  little 

"  He  should  have  seized  the 
money  !  "    quoth    un     honest    wine> 
render. 

•■  Ah !  Pandulfo  di  Guido  would 
have  maintained  an  army  at  his  own 

II       uras    a    rich    man        What 
•    in  the  in:.'.  ii  U)  bo 

or  !  " 
o  3 
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"  We  are  not  Romans  if  we  suffer 
this  ! "  said  a  deserter  from  Palestrina. 

"  Fellow- citizens  !  "  exclaimed 
gruffly  a  tall  man,  who  had  hitherto 
been  making  a  clerk  read  to  him  the 
particulars  of  the  tax  imposed,  and 
whose  heavy  brain  at  length  under- 
stood that  wine  was  to  be  made  dearer 
— "  Fellow-citizens,  we  must  have  a 
new  revolution  !  This  is  indeed  gra- 
titude !  What  have  we  benefited  by 
restoring  this  man  !  Are  we  always 
to  be  ground  to  the  dust  ?  To  pay — 
pay — pay !    Is  that  all  we  are  fit  for  ? " 

"  Hark  to  Cecco  del  Vecchio  !  " 

"  No,  no  ;  not  now,"  growled  the 
smith.  "  To-night  the  artificers  have  a 
special  meeting.  We  '11  see — we  '11  see !" 

A  young  man,  muffled  in  a  cloak, 
who  had  not  been  before  observed, 
touched  the  smith. 

"  Whoever  storms  the  Capitol  the 
day  after  to-morrow  at  the  dawn,"  be 
whispered,  "shall  find  the  guards 
absent ! " 

He  was  gone  before  the  smith  could 
look  round. 

The  same  night  Rienzi,  retiring  to 
rest,  said  to  Angelo  Villain  —  "  A 
bold  but  necessary  measure  this  of 
mine !     How  do  the  people  take  it  ] " 


"  They  murmur  a  little,  but  seem 
to  recognise  the  necessity.  Cecco  del 
Vecchio  was  the  loudest  grumbler, 
but  is  now  the  loudest  approver." 

"  The  man  is  rough ;  he  once 
deserted  me ;  —  but  then  that  fatal 
excommunication  !  He  and  the  Ro- 
mans learned  a  bitter  lesson  in  that 
desertion,  and  experience  has,  I  trust, 
taught  them  to  be  honest.  Well, 
if  this  tax  be  raised  quietly,  in 
two  years  Rome  will  be  again  the 
Queen  of  Italy  ;— her  army  manned — 
her  Republic  formed ;  aud  then  — 
then " 

"  Then  what,  Senator  ] " 

"  Why  then,  my  Angelo,  Cola  di 
Rienzi  may  die  in  peace  !  There  is  a 
want  which  a  profound  experience  of 
power  and  pomp  brings  at  last  to  us 
— a  want  gnawing  as  that  of  hunger, 
wearing  as  that  of  sleep ! — my  A  ngelo, 
it  is  the  want  to  die  !  " 

"  My  Lord,  I  would  give  this  right 
hand,"  cried  Villani,  earnestly,  "  to 
hear  you  say  you  were  attached  to 
life  !  " 

"  You  are  a  good  youth,  Angelo  !  " 
said  Rienzi,  as  he  passed  to  Nina's 
chamber  ;  and  in  her  smile  and  wist- 
ful tenderness,  forgot  for  a  while — 
that  he  was  a  great  man  ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  THRESHOLD  OF  THE  EVENT. 


The  next  morning  the  Senator  of 
Rome  held  high  Court  in  the  Capitol. 
From  Florence,  from  Padua,  from 
Pisa,  even  from  Milan,  (the  dominion 
of  the  Visconti,)  from  Genoa,  from 
Naples, — came  Ambassadors  to  wel- 
come his  return,  or  to  thank  him  for 
having  freed  Italy  from  the  freebooter 
De  Montreal.  Venice  alone  who  held 
in  her  pay  the  Grand  Company,  stood 


aloof.  Never  had  Rienzi  seemed  more 
prosperous  and  more  powerful,  and 
never  had  he  exhibited  a  more  easy 
and  cheerful  majesty  of  demeanour. 

Scarce  was  the  audience  over,  when 
a  messenger  arrived  from  Palestrina. 
The  town  had  surrendered,  the  Colonna 
had  departed,  and  the  standard  of  the 
Senator  waved  from  the  walls  of  the 
last    hold   of  the    rebellious   Baron*. 
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Rome  might  now  at  length  consider 
herself  free,  and  not  a  foe  seemed  left 
to  menace  the  repose  of  Rienzi. 

The  Court  dissolved.  The  Senator, 
elated  and  joyous,  repaired  towards 
his  private  apartments,  previous  to 
the  banquet  given  to  the  Ambassa- 
dors. Villani  met  him  with  his  wonted 
sombre  aspect. 

"  No  sadness  to-day,  my  Angelo," 
said  the  Senator,  gaily ;  "  Palestrina 
is  ours ! " 

"  1  am  glad  to  hear  such  news,  ami 
to  see  my  Lord  of  so  fair  a  mien," 
answered  Angelo.  "  Does  he  not  now 
desire  life  1 " 

"Till  Roman  virtue  revives,  per- 
haps— yes  !  But  thus  are  we  fools  of 
Fortune ;  —  to-day  glad  —  to-morrow 
dejected ! " 

"  To-morrow,"  repeated  Villani, 
mechanically  :  "  Ay — to-morrow  per- 
haps dejected." 

"  Thou  playest  with  my  words, 
boy,"  said  Rienzi,  half  angrily,  as  he 
turned  away. 

But  Villani  heeded  not  the  dis- 
pleasure  of  his  Lord. 

The  banquet  was  thronged  and 
brilliant;  and  Rienzi  that  day,  with- 
out an  effort,  played  the  courteous 
host. 

Milanese,    Paduan,    Pisan,    Neapo- 
litan, vied  with  each  other  in  attract 
bag  the  smiles  of  the  potent  S 
Prodigal  were   their  complin 
lavish     their    promises    of    support. 
No  monarch    in   Italy  seemed    more 
Becurely  throned. 

The  banquet  was  over  (as  usual  on 
state  occasion-)  at  an  early  hour;  and 
Rienzi,  somewhat  heated  with   winr, 
strolled  forth  alone  from  the  ' 
Bending  in-  Bolitarj  -t'!>   toward ■  the 
Palatine,  he  saw  the  pale  and  veil-like 
mists  that  ^icceed  the  Buna 
over  the  ivild  grass  which  wavt 
the  Palace  of  the  Caesars,  <  in  a  mound 

of  ruin-  (column  and  an-h  ovei 

lie   st I.    with    folded    arm-.   musing 

and   intent.      In  1 1  ■  las  UJt- 


mclancholy  tombs  of  the  Campagna, 
and  the  circling  hills,  crested  with 
the  purple  hues  soon  to  melt  beneath 
the  starlight.  Not  a  breeze  stirred 
the  dark  cypress  and  un waving  pine. 
There  was  something  awful  in  the 
stillness  of  the  skies,  hushing  the 
desolate  grandeur  of  the.  earth  below. 
Many  and  mingled  were  the  thoughts 
that  swept  over  Rienzi's  breast  • 
memory  was  busy  at  his  heart.  How 
often,  in  his  youth,  had  he  trodden 
the  same  spot!  —  what  visions  had 
he  nursed  ! — what  hopes  conceived  ! 
In  tin'  turbulence  of  his  later  life, 
Memory  had  long  slept;  but  at  that 
hour,  she  re -asserted  her  shadowy 
reign  with  a  despotism  that  seemed 
prophetic.  He  was  wandering — a  hoy, 
with  his  young  brother,  hand  in  hand, 
by  the  river  side  at  eve  :  anon  he  saw 
a  pale  face  and  gory  side,  and  once 
more  uttered  his  imprecations  of 
revenge  !  1 1  is  first  successes,  his 
virgin  triumphs,  his  secret  love,  his 
fame,  his  power,  his  reverses,  the 
hermitage  of  Maiella,  the  dungeon  of 
Avignon,  the  triumphal  return  to 
Rome,  —  all  swept  across  his  breast 
with  a  distinctness  as  if  he  were  living 
those  scenes  again! — and  now! — he 
shrunk  from  the  present,  and  des- 
cended the  hill.  The  moon,  already 
risen,  shed  her  lighl  ovi  r  th<  Forum, 
as  he  passt  d  I  hrough  its  mingled 
ruins.  By  the  Temple  of  Jupiter,  two 
figures  suddenly  emerged  ;  the  moon 
light  fell  upon  their  faces,  and  R  i  ii 
recogni  ■  del    Vecchio    and 

.  Villani.     They  saw  him  uol  ; 
erlj   conversing,  disappeared 
by  the  Arch  of  Trajan. 

•■  Villain  I   ever  active  in  o 
i  ice  ' "   thought   the  Senator  ;   "  mo- 
thinks  this  mornin  to  him 
harshly-  it  was  churlish  in  i 

He   re-entered    the    Place  of    the 

Capitol     he  -' l  bj  the       •    •  a  of 

the  Lion  ;  there  was  a  red  Btain  upon 
the  pavement,  unohliteratod  since 
Montreal    execution,  and  the  8<  nutor 
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drew  himself  aside  with  an  inward 
shudder.  Was  it  the  ghastly  and 
spectral  light  of  the  Moon,  or  did  the 
face  of  that  old  Egyptian  Monster 
wear  an  aspect  that  was  as  of  life? 
The  stony  eyeballs  seemed  bent  upon 
him  with  a  malignant  scowl ;  and  as 
he  passed  on,  and  looked  behind,  they 
appeared  almost  preternaturally  to 
follow  his  steps.  A  chill,  he  knew 
not  why,  sunk  into  his  heart.  He 
hastened  to  regain  his  palace.  The 
sentinels  made  way  for  him. 

"  Senator,"  said  one  of  them,  doubt- 
ingly,  "  Messere  Angelo  Villani  is 
our  new  captain — we  are  to  obey  his 
orders  ? " 

"  Assuredly,"  returned  the  Senator, 
passing  on.  The  man  lingered  un- 
easily, as  if  he  would  have  spoken, 
but  Rienzi  observed  it  not.  Seeking 
his  chamber,  he  found  Nina  and  Irene 
waiting  for  him.  His  heart  yearned 
to  his  wife.  Care  and  toil  had  of  late 
driven  her  from  his  thoughts,  and  he 
felt  it  remorsefully,  as  he  gazed  upon 
her  noble  face,  softened  by  the  solici- 
tude of  untiring  and  anxious  love. 

"Sweetest,"  said  he,  winding  his 
arms  around  her  tenderly  ;  "  thy  lips 
never  chide  me,  but  thine  eyes  some- 
times do  !  We  have  been  apart  too 
long.  Brighter  days  dawn  upon  us, 
when  I  shall  have  leisure  to  thank 
thee  for  all  thy  care.  And  you,  my 
fair  sister,  you  smile  on  me  ! — ah, 
you  have  heard  that  your  lover,  ere 
this,  is  released  by  the  cession  of 
Palestrina,  and  to-morrow's  sun  will 
Bee  him  at  your  feet.  Despite  all  the 
cares  i if  the  day,  I  remembered  thee, 
my  Irene,  and  sent  a  messenger  to 
bring  back  the  blush  to  that  pale 
cheek.  Come,  come,  we  shall  be 
happy  again  !  "  And  with  that  domes- 
tic fondness  common  to  him,  when 
harsher  thoughts  permitted,  he  sate 
himself  beside  the  two  persons  dearest 
to  bis  hearth  and  heart. 

"  So  happy — if  we  could  have  many 
hours  like  this!"    murmured   Nina, 


sinking  on  his  breast.  "  Yet  some 
times  I  wish " 

"  And  I  too,"  interrupted  Rienzi ; 
"  for  I  read  thy  woman's  thought — / 
too  sometimes  wish  that  fate  had 
placed  us  in  the  lowlier  valleys  of 
life  !  But  it  may  come  yet !  Irene 
wedded  to  Adrian — Borne  married  to 
Liberty — and  then,  Nina,  methinks 
you  and  I  would  find  some  quiet  her- 
mitage, and  talk  over  old  gauds  and 
triumphs,  as  of  a  summer's  dream. 
Beautiful,  kiss  me  !  Couldst  thou 
resign  these  pomps  ? " 

"  For  a  desert  with  thee,  Cola  ! " 

"  Let  me  reflect,"  resumed  Bienzi ; 
"  is  not  to-day  the  seventh  of  October  1 
Yes !  on  the  seventh,  be  it  noted,  my 
foes  yielded  to  my  power !  Seven  ! 
my  fated  number,  whether  ominous 
of  good  or  evil !  Seven  months  did 
I  reign  as  Tribune — seven*  years  was 
I  absent  as  an  exile ;  to-morrow,  that 
sees  me  without  an  enemy,  completes 
my  seventh  week  of  return  ! " 

"  And  seven  was  the  number  of  the 
crowns  the  Eoman  Convents  and  the 
Boman  Council  awarded  thee,  after 
the  ceremony  which  gave  thee  the 
knighthood  of  the  Santo  Spirito.'"f 
said  Nina,  adding,  with  woman's 
tender  wit,  "  the  brightest  association 
of  all ! " 

"  Follies  seem  these  thoughts  to 
others,  and  to  philosophy,  in  truth, 


*  There  was  the  lapse  of  one  year  between 
the  release  of  Hiciizi  from  Avignon,  and  his 
triumphal  return  to  Rome:  a  year  chiefly 
spent  in  the  campaign  of  Albornoz. 

t  This  superstition  had  an  excuse  in 
strange  historical  coincidences ;  and  the 
number  seven  was  indeed  to  Rienzi  what 
the  3rd  of  September  was  to  Cromwell.  The 
ceremony  of  the  seven  crowns  which  he 
received  af  ter  his  knighthood,  on  the  nature 
of  which  ridiculous  ignorance  has  been 
shown  by  many  recent  writers,  was,  in 
fact,  principally  a  religious  and  typical  do- 
nation.  (symbolical  of  the  gifts  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.)  conferred  by  the  heads  of  con- 
vents—and  that  part  of  the  ceremony  wbicb 
was  political,  was  republican,  not  regal. 
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.hey  are  so,'"  said  Rienzi;  "but  all 
ny  life  long,  omen  and  type  and 
ihadow  have  linked  themselves  to 
iction  and  event :  and  the  atmosphere 
)f  other  men  hath  not  been  mine. 
Life  itself  a  riddle,  why  should  riddles 
amaze  us  ?  The  Future  ! — what  mys- 
tery iu  the  very  word  .'  Had  we  lived 
all  through  the  Past,  since  Time  was, 
our  profoundest  experience  of  a  thou- 
sand ages  could  not  give  us  a  guess  of 
the  events  that  wait  the  very  moment 
we  are  about  to  enter !  Thus  deserted 
by  Reason,  what  wonder  that  we 
recur  to  the  Imagination,  on  which, 
by  dream  and  symbol,  God  sometimes 
paints  the  likeness  of  things  to  come? 
lure  to- leave  the  Future 
all  unguessed,  and  sit  tamely  down  to 
groan  under  the  fardel  of  the  Present.  I 
that  which  the  foolish-wise  call 
Fanaticism,  belongs  to  the  same  part 
of  us  as  Hope.  Each  but  carries  us 
onward — from  a  barren  strand  to  a 
glorious,  if  unbounded  sea.  Bach  is 
the  yearning  for  the  Grkat  Beyond, 
which  attests  our  immortality.  Each 
us  and  chimeras — some 
ae  !  Verily,  a  man 
who  becomes  great  is  often  but  made 
so  by  a  kind  of  sorcery  in  his  own 
soul — a  Pythia  which  prophesi 
he  shall  be  L,rreat — and  so  renders  the 
life  one  effort  to  fulfil  the  warning  ! 
13  this  folly)  —it  were  so,  if  all  things 


stopped  at  the  grave !  But  perhaps 
the  very  sharpening,  and  exercising, 
and  elevating  the  faculties  here — 
though  but  for  a  bootless  end  on 
earth — may  be  designed  to  fit  the 
soul,  thus  quickened  and  ennobled,  to 
some  high  destiny  beyond  the  ear;  h  ! 

Who   can   tell  1    not   I  ! Let  us 

pray ! " 

While  the  Senator  was  thus  em- 
ployed, Rome  in  her  various  quarters 
presented  less  holy  and  quiet  scenes. 

In  the  fortress  of  the  Orsini  lights 
flitted  to  and  fro,  through  the  gratings 
of  the  great  court.  Angelo  Villani 
might  be  seen  stealing  from  the 
postern  gate.  Another  hour,  and  the 
Moon  was  high  in  heaven  ;  toward 
the  ruins  of  the  Colosseum,  men, 
whose  dress  bespoke  them  of  the 
lowesl  rank,  were  seen  creeping  from 
lanes  and  alleys,  two  by  two;  from 
these  ruins  glided  again  the  form  of 
the  son  of  Montreal.  Later  yet — the 
Moon  is  Binking — a  grey  lighl  break- 
ing in  the  Fast- — and  the  g 
Rome,  by  St.  John  of  Lateran,  are 
open!  Villani  is  conversing  with  the 
sentries  !  The  Moon  has  set  —  the 
mountains  are  dim  with  a  m  turnful 
and  chilling  haze— Villani  is  before 
the  pala 

soldier  there  !  Where  are  the  Roman 
legions  that  were  to  guard  alike  the 
freedom  and  the  deliverer  of  Rome ) 


CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 


THE    0LOSK.    OP    THE    CHASE. 


It  was  the  morning  of   the  8th  of 
October,    1354.      Rienzi,    who    rose 

betimes,  stirred  restlessly  in  his  bed. 
"It  is  yet  early."  he  .-aid  to  Nina. 
whose  soft  arm  was  round  his  neck  ; 
"  none  of  my  people  seem  to  1 

Howbcit,  ii/>/  day  I.  re  Ou  < i 


yet.    my    Cola;    you    want 
sleep." 

••  No  :  |  feel  feverish,  and  I 
pain  in  the  side  torments  me     1  have 

to  write." 

■•  Let  me  be  your  secretary,  di 

-aid  Nina. 
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Rienzi  smiled  affectionately  as  he 
rose  ;  he  repaired  to  his  closet  adjoin- 
ing his  sleeping  apartment,  and  used 
the  bath,  as  was  his  wont.  Then 
dressing  himself,  he  returned  to  Nina, 
who,  already  loosely  robed,  sate  by  the 
writing-table,  ready  for  her  office  of 
love. 

•'How  still  are  all  things!"  said 
Ri  ;nzi.  "  W  hat  a  cool  and  delicious 
prelude,  in  these  early  hours,  to  the 
toilsome  day." 

Leaning  over  his  wife,  he  then  dic- 
tated different  letters,  interrupting  the 
task  at  times  by  such  observations  as 
crossed  his  mind. 

"So,  now  to  Annibaldi !  By  the  way, 
young  Adrian  should  join  us  to-day  ; 
how  I  rejoice  for  Irene's  sake  !  " 

"  Dear  sister — yes  !  she  loves, — if 
any,  Cola,  can  so  love, — as  we  do." 

"  Well,  but  to  your  task,  my  fair 
scribe.  Ha !  what  noise  is  that  1  I 
hear  an  armed  step — the  stairs  creak 
— some  one  shouts  my  name." 

Rienzi  flew  to  his  sword !  the  door 
was  thrown  rudely  open,  and  a  figure 
in  complete  armour  appeared  within 
the  chamber. 

"  How  !  what  means  this  1 "  said 
Rienzi,  standing  before  Nina,  with  his 
drawn  sword. 

The  intruder  lifted  his  visor — it  was 
Adrian  Colonna. 

"Fly,  Rienzi! — hasten,  Signora  ! 
Thank  Heaven,  I  can  save  ye  yet! 
Myself  and  train  released  by  the  cap- 
ture of  Palestrina,  the  pain  of  my 
wound  detained  melast  night  at  Tivoli. 
The  town  was  filled  with  armed  men 
—not  thine,  Senator.  I  heard  rumours 
that  alarmed  me.  I  resolved  to  pro- 
ceed onward — I  reached  Rome,  the 
gates  of  the  city  were  wide  open  !  " 

"  How ! " 

"  Your  guard  gone.  Presently  I 
name  upon  a  band  of  the  retainers  of 
the  Savelli.  My  insignia,  as  a  Colonna, 
misled  them.  I  learned  that  this  very 
hour  some  of  your  enemies  are  within 
the  city,  the  rest  are  on  their  march 


— the  people  themselves  arm  against 
you.  In  the  obscurer  streets  I  passed 
through,  the  mob  were  already  form- 
ing. They  took  me  for  thy  foe,  and 
shouted.  I  came  hither — thy  sentries 
have  vanished.  The  private  door 
below  is  unbarred  and  open.  Not  a 
soul  seems  left  in  thy  palace.  Haste 
— fly — save  thyself! — Where  is  Irene  1 " 

"The  Capitol  deserted! — impos- 
sible ! "  cried  Rienzi.  He  strode 
across  the  chambers  to  the  ante-room, 
where  his  night-guard  usually  waited 
— it  was  empty  !  He  passed  hastily  to 
Villani's  room — it  was  untenanted ! 
He  would  have  passed  farther,  but  the 
doors  were  secured  without.  It  was 
evident  that  all  egress  had  been  cutoff, 
save  by  the  private  door  below, — and 
that  had  been  left  open  to  admit  his 
murtherers ! 

He  returned  to  his  room — Nina  had 
already  gone  to  rouse  and  prepare 
Irene,  whose  chamber  was  on  the  other 
side,  within  one  of  their  own. 

"  Quick,  Senator  ! "  said  Adrian. 
"  Methinks  there  is  yet  time.  We 
must  make  across  to  the  Tiber.  I  have 
stationed  my  faithful  squires  and 
Northmen  there.     A  boat  waits  us." 

"  Hark ! "  interrupted  Rienzi,  whose 
senses  had  of  late  been  preternatu rally 
quickened.  "  I  hear  a  distant  shout 
— a  familiar  shout,  '  Viva  '1  Popolo  ! ' 
Why,  so  say  I !  These  must  be  friends." 

"Deceive  not  thyself;  thou  hast 
scarce  a  friend  at  Rome." 

"  Hist!"  said  Rienzi,  in  a  whisper; 
"  save  Nina — save  Irene.  I  cannot 
accompany  thee." 

"  Art  thou  mad?" 

"  No  !  but  fearless.  Besides,  did 
I  accompany,  I  might  but  destroy 
you  all.  Were  I  found  with  you,  you 
would  be  massacred  with  me.  With- 
out me  ye  are  safe.  Yes,  even  the 
Senator's  wife  and  sister  have  pro- 
voked no  revenge.  Save  them,  noble 
Colonna  !  Cola  di  Rienzi  puts  hU 
trust,  in  God  alone  !" 

By  this  time  Nina  had  returned 
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Irene  with  her.  Afar  was  heard  the 
tramp — steady —  slow — gathering — of 
the  fatal  multitude. 

"  Now,  Cola,"  said  Nina,  with  a 
bold  and  cheerful  air,  and  she  took 
her  husband's  arm,  while  Adrian  had 
already  found  his  charge  in  Irene. 

"Yes,  now,  Nina!"  said  Rienzi; 
"  at  length  we  part !  If  this  is  my 
last  hour — in  my  last  hour  I  pray 
God  to  bless  and  shield  thee !  for 
verily,  thou  hast  been  my  exceeding 
solace — provident  as  a  parent,  tender 
as  a  child,  the  smile  of  my  hearth, 
the — the " 

Rienzi  was  almost  unmanned.  Emo- 
tions, deep,  conflicting,  unspeakably 
fond  and  grateful,  literally  choked  his 
speech. 

"  What !"  cried  Nina,  clinging  to 
his  breast,  and  parting  her  hair  from 
her  eyes,  as  she  sought  his  averted 
face.  "  Part ! — never !  This  is  my 
place — all  Rome  shall  not  tear  me 
from  it !" 

Adrian,  in  despair,  seized  her  hand, 
and  attemped  to  drag  her  thence. 

"Touch  me  not,  sir!"  said  Nina, 
waving  her  arm  with  angry  majesty, 
while  her  eyes  sparkled  as  a  lioness, 
whom  the  huntsmen  would  sever 
from  her  young.  "  I  am  the  wife  of 
Cola  di  Rienzi,  the  Great  Senator 
of  Rome,  and  by  his  side  will  I  live 
and  die!" 

"  Take  her  hence  :  quick  ! — quick! 
I  hear  the  crowd  advancing." 

Irene  tore  herself  from  Adrian,  and 
fell  at  the  feet  of  Rienzi — she  clasped 
his  knees. 

"  Come,  my  brother,  come  !  Why 
V>se  these  precious  moments?  Rome 
forbids  you  to  cast  away  a  life  in  which 
her  very  self  is  hound  up." 

"  Right,  Irene  ;  Rome  is  bound  op 
with  mc,  and  we  will  rise  or  fall  to- 
gether !—  no  more ! " 

"  You  destroy  us  all !"  said  Adrian, 
with  generous  and  impatient  warmth. 
"  A  few  minutes  more,  and  we  are 
lost.     Rash  man  !  it  is  not  to  fall  bj 


an  infuriate  mob  that  you  have  been 
preserved  from  so  many  dangers." 

"  I  believe  it,"  said  the  Senator,  as 
his  tall  form  seemed  to  dilate  as  with 
the  greatness  of  his  own  soul.  "  I 
shall  triumph  yet !  Never  shall  mine 
enemies — never  shall  posterity  say 
that  a  second  time  Rienzi  abandoned 
Rome  !  Hark  !  '  Viva  '1  Popolo  !'  still 
the  cry  of  '  The  People.'  That  cry 
scares  none  but  tyrants!  I  shall 
triumph  and  survive !" 

"And  I  with  thee!"  said  Nina, 
firmly.  Rienzi  paused  a  moment, 
gazed  on  his  wife,  passionately  clasped 
her  to  his  heart,  kissed  her  again  and 
again,  and  then  said,  "  Nina,  I  com- 
mand thee, — Go  !" 

"  Never!" 

He  paused.  Irene's  face,  drowned 
in  tears,  met  his  eyes. 

"  We  will  all  perish  with  you,"  said 
his  sister  ;  "  you  ,  only,  Adrian,  you 
leave  us ! " 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  Knight,  sadly ; 
"  we  will  all  remain,"  and  he  desisted 
at  once  from  further  effort. 

There  was  a  dead  but  short  pause, 
broken  but  by  a  convulsive  sob  from 
Irene.  The  tramp  of  the  raging 
thousands  sounded  fearfully  distinct. 
Rienzi  seemed  lost  in  thought — then 
lifting  his  head,  he  said,  calmly,  "  Ye 
have  triumphed — I  join  ye — I  but 
collect  these  papers,  and  follow  you. 
Quick,  Adrian — save  them  !"  and  he 
pointed  meaningly  to  Nina. 

Waiting  no  other  hint,  the  young 
Colouna  seized  Nina  in  his  strong 
grasp — with  his  left  hand  he  sup- 
ported Irene,  who  with  terror  ami 
excitement  was  almost  inscnRihle. 
Kienzi  relieved  him  of  the  Ughtei 
|o;ul — he  took  his  sister  in  his  arms, 
and  descended  the  winding  stairs. 
Nina  remained  pat  lye  -l" 
her  husband's  step  behind,  it  was 
enough  for  her  j-1"'  but  turned  once 
to  thank    him  with   her  eyes.       A  tall 

Northman  clad   in  armour  stood  at 
the  -["  11  door.       Kien/i  placed  Irene, 


20S 


RIENZI, 


now  perfectly  lifeless,  in  the  soldier's 
arms,  and  kissed  her  pale  cheek  in 
silence. 

"  Quick,  my  Lord,"  said  the  North- 
man, "  on  all  sides  they  come  ! "  So 
saying,  he  bounded  down  the  descent 
with  his  burthen.  Adrian  followed 
with  Nina,  the  Senator  paused  one 
moment,  turned  back,  and  was  in  his 
room  ere  Adrian  was  aware  that  he 
had  vanished. 

Hastily  he  drew  the  coverlid  from 
his  bed,  fastened  it  to  the  casement 
bars,  and  by  its  aid  dropped  (at  a 
distance  of  several  feet)  into  the  bal- 
cony below.  "I  will  not  die  like  a 
rat,"  said  he,  "  in  the  trap  they  have 
set  for  me  !  The  whole  crowd  shall,  at 
least,  see  and  hear  me." 

This  was  the  work  of  a  moment. 

Meanwhile,  Nina  had  scarcely  pro- 
ceeded six  paces,  before  she  discovered 
that  she  was  alone  with  Adrian. 

"  Ha  !  Cola  ! "  she  cried,  "  where 
is  he?  he  has  gone  !" 

"  Take  heart,  Lady,  he  has  returned 
but  for  some  secret  papers  he  has 
forgotten.     He  will  follow  us  anon." 

"  Let  us  wait,  then." 

"  Lady,"  said  Adrian,  grinding  his 
teeth,  "  hear  you  not  the  crowd  ] — on, 
on  ! "  and  he  flew  with  a  swifter  step. 
Nina  struggled  in  his  grasp — Love 
gave  her  the  strength  of  despair. 
With  a  wild  laugh  she  broke  from 
him.  She  flew  back — the  door  was 
closed — but  unbarred — her  trembling 
hands  lingered  a  moment  round  the 
spring.  She  opened  it,  drew  the 
heavy  bolt  across  the  panels,  and 
frustrated  all  attempt  from  Adrian 
tn  regain  her.  She  was  on  the  stairs, 
— she  was  in  the  room.  Rienzi  was 
gone  !  She  fled,  shrieking  his  name, 
through  the  State  Chambers — all  was 
desolate.  She  found  the  doors  opening 
on  the  various  passages  that  admitted 
to  the  rooms  below  barred  without. 
Breathless  and  gasping,  she  returned 
to  the  chamber.  She  hurried  to  the 
casement     she  perceived  the  method 


by  which  he  had  descended  below — 
her  brave  heart  told  her  of  his  brave 
design; — she  saw  they  were  separated, 
— "  But  the  same  roof  holds  us,"  she 
cried,  joyously,  "and  our  fate  shall 
be  the  same!"     With  that  thought 

j  she  sank  in  mute  patience  on  the 
floor. 

Forming  the  generous  resolve  not 
to  abandon  the  faithful  and  devoted 

i  pair  without  another  effort,  Adrian 
had  followed  Nina,  but  too  late — the 
door  was  closed  against  his  efforts. 
The   crowd   marched  on  —  he  heard 

|  their  cry  change  on  a  sudden — i',  was 
no  longer  "Live  the  People!"  but, 
"Death  to  the  Traitor!"  His 
attendant  had  already  disappeared, 
and  waking  now  only  to  the  danger 
of  Irene,  the  Colonna  in  bitter  grief 
turned  away,  lightly  sped  down  the 
descent,  and  hastened  to  the  river 
side,  where  the  boat  and  his  band 
awaited  him. 

The  balcony  on  which  Rienzi  bad 
alighted  was  that  from  which  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  address  the  people 

]  — it  communicated  with  a  vast  hall 
used  on  solemn  occasions  for  State 
festivals  —  and  on  either  side  were 
square  projecting  towers,  whose  grated 
casements  looked  into  the  balcony. 
One  of  these  towers  was  devoted  to 
the  armory,  the  other  contained  the 
prison  of  Brettone,  the  brother  of 
Montreal.  Beyond  the  latter  tower 
was  the  general  prison  of  the  Capitol. 
For  then  the  prison  and  Ike  palace 
were  in  awful  neighbourhood  ! 

The  windows  of  the  I  fall  were  yet 
open — and  Rienzi  passed  into  it  from 
the  balcony — the  witness  of  the  yes- 
terday's banquet  was  still  there — the 
wine,  yet  undried,  crimsoned  the  floor, 
and  goblets  of  gold  and  silver  shone 
from  the  recesses.  He  proceeded  at 
once  to  the  armory,  and  selected  from 
the  various  suits  that  which  he  him- 
self had  worn  when,  nearly  eight 
years  ago,  he  had  chased  the  Barons 
from  the  gates  of  Rome.     He  arrayed 


THE  LAST  OF  THE  TRIBUNES. 


299 


himself  in  the  mail,  leaving  only  his 
head  uncovered  ;  and  then  taking,  in 
his  right  hand,  from  the  wall,  the 
great  Gonfalon  of  Rome,  returned 
once  more  to  the  hall.  Not  a  man 
encountered  him.  hi  that  vast  build- 
ing, Bave  the  prisoners, and  the  faithful 
Nina,  whose  presence  he  knew  not  of 
—the  Senator  was  alone. 

On  tluy  came,  no  longer  in  mea- 
sured order,  as  stream  after  stream  — 
from  lane,  from  alley,  from  palace 
and  from  hovel  —  the  raging  sea 
received,  new  additions.  On  they 
came — their  passions  excited  by  their 
numbers — women  and  men,  children 
and  malignant  age-j-in  all  the  awful 
array  of  aroused,  released,  unresisted 
physical  strength  and  brutal  wrath  ; 
'•  Death  to  the  traitor — death  to  the 
tyrant  -  death  to  him  who  has  taxed 
the  people  !  " — "  Mora  V  traditon  cht 
Jia  fatta  la  gabella .' — Mora  ! "  Such 
was  the  cry  of  the  people — such  the 
crime  of  the  Senator!  They  broke 
over  the  low  palisades  of  the  Capitol 
— they  filled  with  one  sudden  rush 
;  Bpace; — a  moment  before  so 
s, — now  swarming  with  human 
I  for  blood  ! 

Suddenly  came  a  dead  silence,  and 
on  the  balcony  above  stood  Kienzi — 
his  head  was  bared  and  the  morning 
sun  ehone  over  that  Iprdly  brow,   and 
the  hair  grow  u  grey  befoi 
the  service  of  that  maddening  multi- 
tude.      I'ale    and    erect    he 
neither  fear,    nor  anger,  nor  menace 
— but  dee])  grief  and   high   r< 
upon    his    features!     A    momentary 
shame — a  momentary  awe  seized  the 
erowd. 

lie  pointed  to  the  Gonfalon, 
wrought  with  the  Republican  motto 
and    arms    of  Borne,    and    thus   he 

D  : — 

"  I  too  am  a  Roman  and  a  Citizen  ; 
hear  me  !  " 

"  I  [ear  him  not !  hear  him  nol  !  lii- 
false  tongue  'in  charm  away  our 
senses  ! "  cried  a  voice  loud>  r  than  his 


own  ;  and  Uienzi  recognised  Cecco 
del  Vecehio. 

"Hear  him  not!  down  with  the 
tyrant  !"  cried  a  more  shrill  and 
youthful  tone  ;  and  by  the  side  of  the 
artisan  stood  Angelo  Yillani. 

"  Hear  him  not !  death  to  the  death- 
giver  !  "  cried  a  voice  close  at  hand, 
and  from  the  grating  of  the  neigh- 
bouring prison  glared  near  upon  him, 
as  the  eye  of  ;i  tig  r,  the  vengeful 
gaze  of  the  brother  of  Montreal. 

Then  from  Earth  to  Heaven  rose 
the  roar — "Down  with  the  tyrant- 
down  with  him  w  ho  taxed  the  peopl  ! ": 

A  shower  of  stones  rattled  on  the 
mail  of  the  Senator,  -till  bestirred 
not.  No  changing  muscle  betoki  aed 
fear.  His  persuasion  of  his  own  won- 
derful powers  of  eloquence,  if  he  could 
but  be  heard,  inspired  him  yet  with 
hope;  he  stood  collected  in  his  own 
indignant,  but  determinnd  th 
—  but  the  knowledge  of  that  very 
eloquence  was  now  his  deadlii 
The  leaders  of  the  multitude  trembled 
lest  he  should  be  heard;  "ami  doubt- 
less? says  the  contemporaneous  bio- 
grapher, "  had  he  butspoh  n  In  would 

i    them  all,   and  // 
been  marred." 

The   soldiers   of  the    Barons    had 
already    mixed    themselvi 
throng— more  deadly   weapon 

uided  tin'  h rath  of  the  multi- 
tude— darts  and  arrows  darkened  the 
air ;  and  now  a  voici  was  heard  shriek- 
ing, "  Way  for  the  torches  ! "  And 
red  in  the  Bunlighl  the  b 
and  waved,  and  danced  to  and  fro, 
above  the  heads  of  the  crowd 
the  fiend  amongst  the 

mob  And  what,  place  Hi  hell  hath 
fiends  like  those  a  mad  mob  can  fur- 
nishl     Straw,   and    wood,  and    litter, 

Mere     piled    lustily     round     lie 

ij    the   '  lapitol,   and    the  -m"ke 

uddenlj  op,  beating  bark  t  lio 

ru-h  of  the 

.mow  had  pierced  his  hand—  the  right 
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hand  that  supported  the  flag  of  Rome 
— the  right  hand  that  had  given  a 
constitution  to  the  Republic.  He 
retired  from  the  storm  into  the  deso- 
late hall. 

He  sat  down ; — and  tears,  springing 
from  no  weak  and  woman  source,  but 
tears  from  the  loftiest  fountain  of 
emotion  —  tears  that  befit  a  warrior 
when  his  own  troops  desert  him — a 
patriot  when  his  countrymen  rush  to 
their  own  doom — a  father  when  his 
children  rebel  against  his  love, — tears 
such  as  these  forced  themselves  from 
his  eyes  and  relieved,  —  but  they 
Jianged,  his  heart ! 

"  Enough,  enough ! "  he  said,  pre- 
sently rising  and  dashing  the  drops 
scornfully  away;  "  I  have  risked, 
dared,  toiled  enough  for  this  dastard 
and  degenerate  race.  I  will  yet  baffle 
their  malice — I  renounce  the  thought 
of  which  they  are  so  little  worthy  ! — 
Let  Rome  perish  !  — I  feel,  at  last, 
that  I  am  nobler  than  my  country  ! — 
she  deserves  not  so  high  a  sacrifice!" 

With  that  feeling,  Death  lost  all 
the  nobleness  of  aspect  it  had  before 
presented  to  him ;  and  he  resolved,  in 
very  scorn  of  his  ungrateful  foes,  in 
very  defeat  of  their  inhuman  wrath, 
to  make  one  effort  for  his  life  !  He 
divested  himself  of  his  glittering  arms; 
his  address,  his  dexterity,  his  craft, 
returned  to  him.  His  active  mind 
ran  over  the  chances  of  disguise  — of 
escape; — he  left  the  hall — passed 
*h rough  the  humbler  rooms,  devoted 
to  the  servitors  and  menials — found 
in  one  of  them  a  coarse  working  garb 
— indued  himself  with  it — placed  upon 
his  head  some  of  the  draperies  and 
furniture  of  the  palace,  as  if  escaping 
with  them;  and  said,  with  his  old 
" fantastico  riso"* — "When  all  other 
friends  desert  me,  I  may  well  forsake 
myself!"  With  that  he  awaited  his 
occasion. 

Meanwhile  the  flames  burnt  fierce 

*  «•  Fantastic  smile  or  laugh." 


and  fast;  the  outer  dooi  below  was 
already  consumed ;  from  the  apart- 
ment he  had  deserted  the  fire  burst 
out  in  volleys  of  smoke— the  wood 
crackled — the  lead  melted — with  a 
crash  fell  the  severed  gates  —  the 
dreadful  entrance  was  opened  to  all 
the  multitude — the  proud  Capitol  of 
the  Caesars  was  already  tottering  to 
its  fall ! — Now  was  the  time  !  —  he 
passed  the  flaming  door — the  smoul- 
dering threshold  ;  —  he  passed  the 
outer  gate  unscathed— he  was  in  the 
middle  of  the  crowd.  "  Plenty  of 
pillage  within,"  he  said  to  the  by- 
standers, in  the  Roman  iKiioit),  his 
face  concealed  by  his  load — "  Sv&o, 
suso  a  ijliu  traditore  ! "  *  The  mob 
rushed  past  him — he  went  on— he 
gained  the  last  stair  descending  into 
the  open  streets — he  was  at  the  last 
gate — liberty  and  life  were  before  him. 

A  soldier  (one  of  his  own)  seized 
him.  "  Pass  not — whither  goest  thou  1 ' 

"  Beware,  lest  the  Senator  escape 
disguised!"  cried  a  voice  behind — it, 
was  Villani's.  The  concealing  load 
was  torn  from  his  head — Rienzi  stood 
revealed  ! 

"  I  am  the  Senator ! "  he  said  in  a 
loud  voice.  "  Who  dare  touch  the 
Representative  of  the  People?" 

The  multitude  were  round  him  in 
an  instant.  Not  led,  but  ral her  hur- 
ried and  whirled  along,  the  Senator 
was  borne  to  the  Place  of  the  Lion. 
With  the  intense  glare  of  the  bursting 
flames,  the  grey  image  reflected  a  lurid 
light,  and  glowed — (that  grim  and 
solemn  monument!) — as  if  itself  of 
fire! 

There  arrived,  the  crowd  gave  way, 
terrified  by  the  greatness  of  their 
victim.  Silent  he  -food,  and  turned 
his  face  around  ;  nor  could  the  squalor 
of  his  garb,  nor  the  terror  of  the  hour, 
nor  the  proud  grief  of  detection,  abate 
the  majesty  of  his  mien,  or  reassure 
the   courage   of  the   thousands   who 


*  "  Down,  down  with  the  traitor.' 
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gathered,  gazing,  round  him.  The 
whole  Capitol  wrapped  in  fire,  lighted 
with  ghastly  pomp  the  immense 
multitude.  Down  the  long  vista  of 
the  streets  extended  the  fiery  light 
and  tLe  serried  throng,  till  the  crowd 
closed  with  the  gleaming  standards 
of  the  Colonna  —  the  Orsini  —  the 
Savelli !  Her  true  tyrants  were  march- 
ing into  Rome  !  As  the  sound  of 
their  approaching  horns  and  trumpets 
hroke  upon  the  burning  air,  the  mob 
seemed  to  regain  their  courage.  Rienzi 
prepared  to  speak  ;  his  first  word  was 
as  the  signal  of  his  own  death. 

"  Die,  tyrant !  "  cried  Cecco  del 
Vecchio  :  and  he  plunged  his  dagger 
in  the  Senator's  breast. 

"  Die,  executioner  of  Montreal !  " 
muttered  Villain  :  "  thus  the  trust  is 
fulfilled  ! "  and  his  was  the  second 
stroke.  Then  as  he  drew  back,  and 
saw  the  artisan  in  all  the  drunken 
fury  of  his  brute  passion,  tossing  up 
his  cap,  shouting  aloud,  and  spurning 
the  fallen  lion, — the  young  man  gazed 
upon  liim  with  a  look  of  withering 
and  bitter  scorn,  and  said,  while  he 
Bheathed  his  blade,  and  slowly  turned 
to  quit  the  crowd, 

"Fool,  miserable  fool!  thou  and 
tlt/se  at  least  had  no  blood  of  kin- 
<//■■  1 1  to  av>  ngel" 

They  heeded  not  his  words — they 
saw  him  not  depart ;  for  as  Rienzi, 
without  a  word,  without  a  groan,  fell 
to  the  earth,— as  the  roaring  wavi  -  of 
ill-  multitude  closed  over  him,  a 
voice,  shrill,  sharp,  and  wild,  was 
heard  above  all  the  clamour.  At  the 
casement  of  the  I'alaee,  (tli<-e;i 

of  her  bridal  chamber,)  Nini 

— through  the  flames  thai  burst  below 

and  around,  her  face;  and  outstretched 

arms    alone    visible !     Ere   yet    the 


sound  of  that  thrilling  cry  passed 
from  the  air,  down  with  a  mighty 
crash  thundered  that  whole  wing  of 
the  Capitol, — a  blackened  and  smoul- 
dering mass. 

At  that  hour,  a  solitary  boat  way 
gliding  swiftly  along  the  Tiber.  Rom« 
was  at  a  distance,  but  the  lurid  glow 
of  the  conflagration  cast  its  reflection 
upon  the  placid  and  glassy  stream : 
fair  beyond  description  was  the  land- 
scape ;  soft  beyond  all  art  of  Painter 
and  of  Poet,  the  sunlight  quivering 
over  the  autumnal  herbage,  and  hush- 
ing into  tender  calm  the  waves  of  the 
golden  River ! 

Adrian's  eyes  were  strained  towards 
the  towers  of  the  Capitol,  distin- 
guished by  the  flames  from  the  spires 
and  domes  around ; —  senseless,  and 
clasped  to  his  guardian  breast,  Irene 
was  happily  unconscious  of  the  hor- 
rors of  the  time. 

"  They  dare  not — they  dare  not," 
said  the  brave  Colonna,  '•  touch  a  hair 
of  that  sacred  head  ! — if  Rienzi  fall, 
the  liberties  of  Rome  fall  for  ever! 
As  those  towers  that  surmount  the 
flames,  the  pride  and  monument  of 
Rome,  he  shall  rise  above  the  dangen 
of  the  hour.  Behold,  still  unscathed 
amidst  the  raging  element,  the  Capitol 
his  emblem !" 

Scarce  had  he  spoken,  when  a  vast 
volume  of  .-moke  obscured  the  fires 
alar  oil',  a  dull  crash  (deadened  by 
the  distance)  travelled  to  his  ear,  and 
the  next  moment,  the  towers  on  which 
bed  from  the  -'-'I!'  . 

and     one     intense     and     sullen    glare 

seemed  to  settle  over  the  atmosphere, 
— making  all  Rome  itself  the  funeral 
pyre   of    TBI    East   oir    tiik    Roman 

Till  BUNKS  ! 
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SOME   REMARKS   ON   THE    LIFE   AND    CHARACTER   OF    RIEN2I. 


The  principal  authority  from  which  his- 
torians have  taken  their  account  of  the  life 
and  times  of  Rienzi  is  a  very  curious  biogra- 
phy, by  some  unknown  contemporary  ;  and 
this,  which  is  in  the  Roman  patois  of  the 
time,  has  been  rendered  not  quite  unfamiliar 
to  the  French  and  English  reader  by  the  work 
of  Pere du Cerceau, called  "Conjuration  de  Ni- 
colas Gabini,  dit  de  Rienzi,"*  which  has  at  once 
pillaged  and  deformed  the  Roman  biographer. 
The  biography  I  refer  to  was  published  (and 
the  errors  of  the  former  editions  revised] 
by  Muratori  in  his  great  collection;  and  has 
lately  been  reprinted  separately  in  an  im- 
proved test,  accompanied  by  notes  of  much 
discrimination  and  scholastic  taste,  and  a  com- 
ment upon  that  celebrated  poem  of  Petrarch, 
"  Spirto  (lentil,"  which  the  majority  of 
Italian  critics  have  concurred  in  considering 
addressed  to  Rienzi,  in  spite  of  the  ingenious 
arguments  to  the  contrary  by  the  Abbe  de 
Sade. 

This  biography  has  been  generally  lauded 
for  its  rare  impartiality.  And  'he  author 
does,  indeed,  praise  and  blame  anke  with  a 
moat  singular  appearance  of  stolid  candour. 
The  work,  in  truth,  is  one  of  those  not  un- 
common proofs,  of  which  Boswell's  "  John- 
son" is  the  most  striking,  that  a  vc  ry  valuable 
book  may  be  written  by  a  very  silly  man. 
The  biographer  of  Rienzi  appears  more  like 
the  historian  of  Ricnzi's  clothes,  so  minute  is 
he  on  all  details  of  their  colour  and  quality — 
so  si!.  ,it  is  he  upon  everything  that  could 
throw  light  upon  the  motives  o(  their 
wearer.  In  fact,  granting  the  writer  every 
desire  to  be  impartial,  he  is  too  foolish  to  be 
so.  It  requires  some  cleverness  to  judge 
accurately  of  a  very  clever  man  in  verj  diffi- 
cult circumstances;  and  the  worthy  biogra- 
pher is  nth  rly  inculpable  of  giving  us  any 
clue  to  the  acta  ns  of  Rienzi— utterly  unable 
to  explain  the  conduct  of  the  man  by  the 
circumstances  of  the  time.  The  weakness 
of  bis  vision  causes  him,  therefore,  often  to 
squint.  We  must  add  to  his  want  of  w  isdom 
a  want  of  truth,  which  the  Herodotus-like  sim- 
plicity of  his  style  frequently  conceals.  lie 
describes  things  which  had  no  witness  as 
precisely  and   distinctly   as  those   which  lie 


•  See  lor  a  specimen  of  the  singular  blunders  of  tin 
Frenchmen  '8  work,  Appendix  II. 


I  himself  had  seen.  For  instance,  before  Ji6 
death  of  Rienzi,  in  those  awful  moments 
when  the  Senator  was  alone,  unheard,  un- 
seen, he  coolly  informs  us  of  each  motion, 
and  each  thought  of  Rienzi's,  with  as  much 
detail  as  if  Rienzi  had  returned  from  the 
grave  to  assist  his  narration.  These  obvious 
inventions  have  been  adopted  by  Gibbon  and 
others  witb  more  good  faith  than  th<  laws  of 
evidence  would  warrant.  Still,  however,  to 
a  patient  and  ciutious  reader  the  biography 
may  furnish  a  much  better  notion  of  Rienzi's 
character,  than  we  can  glean  from  the  his- 
torians who  have  borrowed  from  it  piecemeal. 
Such  a  reader  will  discard  all  the  writer's 
reasonings,  will  think  little  of  his  praise  or 
blame,  and  regard  only  the  facts  he  narrates, 
judging  them  true  or  doubtful,  according  as 
the  writer  had  the  opportunities  of  being 
himself  the  observer.  Thus  examining,  the 
reader  will  find  evidence  sufficient  of  Rienzi's 
genius  and  Rienzi's  failings:  Carefully  dis- 
tinguishing between  the  period  of  his  power 
as  Tribune,  and  that  of  his  power  as  Senator, 
he  will  find  the  Tribun?  vain,  haughty,  fond 
of  display;  but,  despite  the  reasonings  of  the 
biographer,  he  will  not  recognise  those  faults 
in  the  Senator.  On  the  other  hand,  he  will 
notice  the  difference  between  youth  and 
maturity  — hope  and  experience  ;  he  will 
notice  in  the  Tribune  vast  ambition,  great 
schemes,  enterprising  activity— which  sober 
into  less  gorgeous  and  more  quiet  colours  in 
the  portrait  of  the  Senator.  He  will  find 
that  in  neither  instance  did  Rienzi  fill  from 
his  own  faults — he  will  find  that  the  vulgar 
moral  of  ambition,  blasted  by  its  own  ex- 
cess, s,  is  not  the  true  moral  of  the  Roman's 
life ;  he  will  find  that,  both  in  his  abdication 
as  Tribune,  and  his  death  as  Senator,  Riensn 
fell  from  (he  rices  of  the  People.  Tin  Tn- 
bune  was  a  victim  to  ignorant  cowrdicc — 
the  Senator,  a  victim  to  ferocious  avarice.  It 
is  this  which  modern  historians  have  failed 
to  represent.  Gibbon  records  rightly,  thai 
the  Count  of  Minorbino  entered  Rome  with 
01  e  hundred  and  fifty  soldiers,  and  barrica- 
doed  the  quarter  of  the  Colonna  -  that  the  bell 

of  the  Capitol  sounded  — that  uieiizi  addres  cd 

the  1'  ople— that  they  were  silent  and  inactive 

-  and  that  Rienzi  then  abdicated  th  ■  govern- 
ini  ii'.  But  lor  this  he  calls  liieuzi  "pusilla- 
nimous." Is  not  that  epithet  to  be  applied 
to  the    Peoplet     Rienzi    invoke!    them  to 
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n.ovo  against  the  Robber  the  People  refused 
lo  obey.  Bienzi  wished  to  tight — the  People 
refused  to  stir.  It  was  not  the  cause  of 
Bienzi  alone  which  demanded  their  exertions 
— it  was  the  cause  of  ihe  People  —  theirs, 
not  his,  the  shame,  if  one  hundred  and  fifty 
foreign  soldiers  mastered  Rome,  overthrew 
their  liberties,  and  restored  their  tyrants! 
Whatever  Kienzi's  sins,  whatever  his  unpo- 
pularity, their  freedom,  their  lam,  their  re- 
public,' were  at  stake;  and  these  they  sur- 
rendered to  one  hundred  and  fifty  hirelings  ! 
This  is  the  fact  that  damns  them  !  But  Bienzi 
was  not  unpopular  when  he  addri 
conjured  them :  they  found  ho  fault  with 
him.  "  The  sighs  and  the  groans  of  the 
People,"  says  Sismondi,  justly,  "  replied  to 
his," — they  could  weep,  but  they  would  not 
fight.  This  strange  apathy  the  modern  his- 
torians have  not  accounted  for,  yet  the 
principal  cause  was  obvious — Rienzi  was  ex- 
communicated I*  In  stating  the  fact,  these 
writers  have  seemed  to  think  that  excommu- 
nication in  Rome,  in  the  fourteenth  century, 
produced  no  effect ! — the  effect  it  did  pro- 
duce I  have  endeavoured  in  these  pages  to 
convey. 

The  causes  of  the  second  fall  and  final 
murder  of  Rienzi  are  equally  misstated  by 
modern  narrators.  It  w.is  from  no  fault  of 
his — no  injustice,  no  cruelty,  no  extra\  agance 
— it  was  not  from  the  execution  of  Montreal, 
nor  that  of  Pandulfodi  Gaido — it  was  from  a 
gabelle  on  wine  and  salt  that  he  fell.  To 
preserve  Rome  from  the  tyrants  it  was 
necessary  to  maintain  an  armed  force;  to 
pay  the.  force  a  tax  was  necessary ;  the  tax 
was  imposed — and  the  multitude  joined  with 
the  tyrants,  and  their  cry  was,  "  Perish  the 
traitor  who  has  made  the  gabelle  I"  1  his  was 
their  only  charge— this  the  onij  crime  that 
their  passions  and  their  fury  could  cite 
against  him. 

The  faults  of  Rienzi  at  c  sufficiently  visible, 
and  I  have  not  unsparingly  shewn  them ;  but 
we  must  judge  men,  not  according  as  the) 
approach  perfection,  but  according  as  their 
good  or   bad  qualities   preponderate  —  their 


*  And  tbis  curse  I  appreh  enthemorc 

eflVriive  in  the  Instance  ol  Bienzi,  from  a  fact  that  it 
would  be  Interesting  ami  easy  in  establish  :  *•  iz.,  that 
be  owed  his  rise  aa  much  toi  ivflctmees. 

Be  aimed  evidently  to  be  areugious  Reformer.    All 

religious  char...  or.    The  monks  look  part  with  hi» 
ned  in  ibe  revolution.    Hialettera 
arc  lull  ol  mystical  fanaticism.    Ili>  r<  :• 

nithinvo. 
I  hr    Bible,  .  1  that 
time  littb 

►  tantly  in  bis  hands,  and  his  addrciu»--  Mudded  with 
texts.    His  very  garments  utr<  adorned  with  sacred 
ari'i  mysterious  emblem  ■ 
of  hi-  Knighthood,  which  G 
hi  mere  rani 
1 

1  Bptrito  .  *i"i  b 

piece,  ihk 

III',  lull   Willi   I'  • 

'■  raoal  ic    1 '  met,  I  hi  .  triei      trd  in  pro*  e 
him  a  her  under  ths 

mild  Innocent,  whjcb  a  centun  •  >!  two 

eentnxy  or  two  aft  erw  1  rds.v I 

sent  a  dozen  EUenzls  to  thi  •  dwelt  the 

more  upon  ibi«  |m.mit.  because,  U 

•eluriuu-  causes  operated  with  those  01  liberty,  wi 


talents  or  their  weaknesses  —the  benefits  they 
effected,  the  evil  they  wrought.  For  a  man 
who  rose  to  so  great  a  power,  Rienzi's  faults 
wire  singularly  few — crimes  he  committed 
none.  He  is  almost  the  only  man  who  ever 
rose  from  the  rank  of  a  citizen  to  a  power 
equal  to  that  of  monarchs  without  a  single 
act  of  violence  or  treachery.  When  in  power, 
he  was  vain,  Ostentatious,  and  imprudent,- 
always  an  enthusiast  -often  a  fanatic ;  but  his 
very  faults  had  greatness  of  soul,  and  his  very 
fanaticism  at  once  supported  his  enthusiastic 
daring,  and  proved  his  earnest  honesty.  It 
is  evident  that  no  heinous  charge  could  he 
brought  against  him  even  by  his  enemies,  for 
all  the  accusations  to  which  he  was  subjected, 
when  excommunicated,  exiled,  fallen,  were 
for  two  offences  which  Petrarch  rightly 
deemed  the  proofs  of  his  virtue  and  his  glory  : 
fust,  for  declaring  Rome  to  be  free ;  secondly, 
tor  pretending  that  the  Romans  had  a  right 
of  choice  in  the  election  of  the  Roman  Empe- 
ror.* Stein,  just,  and  inflexible,  as  he  was 
when  Tribune,  his  fault  was  never  that  of 
wanton  cruelty.  The  accusation  against  him, 
made  by  the  gentle  Petrarch,  indeed,  was  that 
he  was  not  determined  enough— that  he  did 
not  consummate  the  revolution  by  extermi- 
nating the  patrician  tyrants.  When  Senati  1, 
he  was,  without  sufficient  ground,  accused  of 
avarice  in  the  otherwise  just  and  ni 
execution  of  Montreal.t  It  was  natural 
enough  that  his  enemies  and  the  vulgar 
should  suppose  that  he  executed  a  creditor 
to  get  rid  of  a  debt ;  but  it  was  inexcusable 
in  later,  and  wiser,  an  !  fairer  writers  to 
grave  a  calumny,  without  at  least 
adding  the  obvious  suggestion,  that  the  avarice 
of  Rienzi  could  have  been  much  belter  grati- 
fied by  sparing  than  by  destroying  thi 
one  of  the  richest  subjects  in  Europe.  Mob- 
treal,  we  may  be  (mite  sure,  would  have 
purchased  his  life  at  an  immeasurably  higher 
price  than  the  paltry  sum  lent,  to  Rienzi  by 
bis  brothers.  And  this  iN  not  a  probable 
hypothesis,  hut  a  certain  fact,  for  we  are 
expresslj  told  that  .Montreal,    "knowing  the 

Tribune  was  in  warn  ..i  mom  \,  offered  Bienzi, 
that    i!  bi  Montreal, 

would   furnish    him   not    only    with    twenty 
dines  the  amount  of 
Kienzi's   debt   01   inn,,;     hut  with  as  many 


en  lightupon  the  whole  of  that  most  extra- 

ordinary  revolution,  and  u  .,  Infinitely 

.  produced 

•   i  with  1 1**-  sjiiril 
01  (in-  r. ;  .  1    'I.. -,u  thai  m   no- 

il'   OH.-    i>l     I    mill 

rai  iiu-il  .ni,! 
■ 

I.,  restore  ibi   - 

■  l    nirrnl  ii»  tl,. 

■  I  LaJy  :  hr  took  thai  err-  r  r-  ,111  1 1.« 
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soldiers  and  as  much  money  as  he  pleased." 
This  offer  Rienzi  did  not  attend  to.  Would 
he  have  rejected  it  had  avarice  been  his 
motive?  And  what  culpable  injustice,  to 
mention  the  vague  calumny  without  citing 
the  practical  contradiction !  When  Gibbon 
tells  us,  also,  that  "  the  most  virtuous  citizen 
of  Rome,  meaning  Pandulfo,  or  Pandolficcio 
di  Guido,*  was  sacrificed  to  his  jealousy,  he 
a  little  exaggerates  the  expression  bestowed 
upon  Pandulfo,  which  is  that  of  "  virtuoso 
assai ; "  and  that  expression,  too,  used  by  a 
man  who  styles  the  robber  Montreal  "  eccel- 
lente  uomo — di  quale  faroa  suono  per  tutta  la 
Italia  di  virtude"t — (so  good  a  moral  critic 
was  the  writer  1,  but  he  also  altogether  waves 
all  mention  of  the  probabilities  that  are  suf- 
ficiently apparent,  of  the  scheming  of  Pan- 
dulfo to  supplant  Rienzi,  and  to  obtain  the 
"  Signoria  del  Popolo."  Still,  however,  if 
the  death  of  Pandulfo  may  be  considered  a 
blot  on  the  memory  of  Rienzi,  it  does  not 
appear  that  it  was  this  which  led  to  his  own 
fate.  The  cry  of  the  mob  surrounding  his 
palace  was  not,  "  Perish  him  who  executed 
Pandulfo,"  it  was— and  this  again  and  again 
must  be  carefully  noted — it  was  nothing  more 
nor  less  than,  "  Perish  him  who  has  made  the 
gahellel" 

Gibbon  sneers  at  the  military  skill  and 
courage  of  Rienzi.  For  this  sneer  there  is 
no  cause.  His  first  attempts,  his  first  rise, 
attested  sufficiently  his  daring  and  brave 
spirit;  in  every  danger  he  was  present- 
never  shrinking  from  a  foe  so  long  as  he  was 
supported  by  the  People.  He  distinguished 
himself  at  Vite  bo  when  in  the  camp  of  Albor- 
noz,  in  several  feats  of  arms,$  and  his  end 
was  that  of  a  hero.  So  much  for  his  courage ; 
as  to  his  military  skill,  it  would  be  excusable 
enough  if  Rienzi — the  eloquent  and  gifted 
student,  called  from  the  closet  and  the  rostrum 
to  assume  the  conimind  of  an  army — should 
have  been  deficient  in  the  art  of  war ;  yet, 
somehow  or  other,  upon  the  whole,  his  arms 
prospered.  He  defeated  the  chivalry  of  Rome 
at  her  gates ;  and  if  he  did  not,  after  his 
victory,  march  to  Marino,  for  which  his 
biographer }  and  Gibbon  blame  him,  the 
reason  is  sufficiently  clear — "  Volea  pecunia 
per  soldati" — he  wanted  money  for  the  sol- 
diers! On  his  return  as  Senator,  it  must  be 
remembered  that  he  had  to  besiege  Palcstrina, 
which  was  considered  even  by  the  ancient 
Romans  almost  impregnable  by  position;  but 
during  the  few  weeks  he  was  in  power, 
Palestrina  yielded — all  his  open  enemic  s  were 
uefeated — the  tyrants  expelled — Home  free; 
and  this  without  support  from  any  party, 
Papal  or  Popular,  or,  as  Gibbon  well  expresses 
it,  "  suspected  by  the  People — abandoned  by 
the  Prince." 

On  regarding  what  Rienzi  did,  we  must 


•  Matthew  Villani  speaks  of  him  as  a  wise  and  (rood 
citizen,  of  preat  repute  anioug  the  People— and  thia, 
jiseems,  he  really  was. 

t  "  An  excellent  man  whose  fame  for  valour  re- 
funded throughout  all  Italy." 

1  Vit  di  Col.  di  Kicnzi,  lib.  ii.  rap.  14. 

«  In  thi-  the  anonymous  writer  compares  him 
fraveiy  to  Hannibal,  who  knew  how  to  conquer,  but 
lot  bow  to  use  his  conquest. 


look  to  his  means,  to  the  difficulties  hat  Bur- 
rounded  him,  to  the  scantiness  ol  his  r. 'sources. 
We  see  a  man  without  rank,  wealth,  or  friends, 
raising  himself  to  the  head  of  a  popular  go- 
vernment in  the  metropolis  of  the  Church — 
in  the  City  of  the  Empire.  We  see  him  reject 
any  title  save  that  of  a  popular  magistrate — 
establish  at  one  stroke  a  free  constitution — a 
new  code  of  law.  We  see  him  first  expel, 
then  subdue,  the  fiercest  aristocracy  in 
Europe— conquer  the  most  stubborn  banditti, 
rule  impartially  the  most  turbulent  people, 
embruted  by  the  violence,  and  sunk  in  the 
corruption  of  centuries.  We  see  him  restore 
trade — establish  order — create  civilization  as 
by  a  miracle— receive  from  crowned  heads 
homage  and  congratulation — outwit,  conci- 
liate, or  awe,  the  wiliest  priesthood  of  the 
Papal  Diplomacy — and  raise  his  native  city 
at  once  to  sudden  yet  acknowledged  eminence 
over  every  other  state,  its  superior  in  arts, 
wealth,  and  civilization  ; — we  ask  what  errors 
we  are  to  weigh  in  the  opposite  balance,  and 
we  find  an  unnecessary  ostentation,  a  fanatical 
extravagance,  and  a  eertain  insolent  stern- 
ness. But  what  are  such  offences — what  the 
splendour  of  a  banquet,  or  the  ceremony  of 
Knighthood,  or  a  few  arrogant  words,  com- 
pared with  the  vices  of  almost  every  prince 
who  was  his  contemporary  1  This  is  the  way 
to  judge  character :  we  must  compare  nun 
with  men,  and  not  with  ideals  of  what  men 
should  be.  We  look  to  the  amazing  benefits 
Rienzi  conferred  upon  his  country.  We  ask 
his  means,  and  see  but  his  own  abilities.  His 
treasury  becomes  impoverished — his  enemies 
revolt — the  Church  takes  advantage  of  his 
weakness — he  is  excommunicated — the  sol- 
diers refuse  to  fight — the  People  refuse  to 
assist — the  Barons  ravage  the  country — the 
ways  are  closed,  the  provisions  are  cut  off 
from  Rome.*  A  handful  of  banditti  enter  the 
city — Rienzi  proposes  to  resist  them  —  the 
People  desert — he  abdicates.  Kapine,  Famine, 
Massacre,  ensue — they  who  deserted  regret, 
repent — yet  he  is  still  unassisted,  alone — now 
an  exile,  now  a  prisoner,  his  own  genius  saves 
him  from  every  peril,  and  restores  him  to 
greatness.  He  returns,  the  Pope's  Legate 
refuses  him  arms — the  People  refuse  him 
money.  He  re-establishes  law  and  order, 
ex i  els  the  tyrants,  renounces  his  former 
faults  f — is  prudent,  wary,  provident — reigns 


*  "  Allora  le  strade  furo  chiuse,  11  massari  de  la 
terre  non  portavuno  jrrano,  o^ni  die  nasceva  nuovo 
rutnoreV"— I  it.  ili  Col.  di  Rtnui.Ub.  i.  cap.  37. 

t  This,  the  second  period  ol  his  power,  iias  been  re- 
presented  by  Gibbon  and  others  as  that  of  bis  principal 
laults.  nud  be  is  evidently  at  this  time  no  lavourite 
with  his  contemporaneous  bioirrapher;  but  looking 
to  what  he  did,  we  find  amusing  dexterity,  prudence, 
and  energy  in  the  most  difficult  crisis,  and  none  of  his 
earlier  foul's.  It  is  true,  that  he  does  not  shew  the 
same  brilliant  extravagance  which,  I  suspect, dazzled 
his  contemporaries,  more  than  his  sounder  qualities; 
but  we  timl  that  in  a  few  weeks  he  had  conquered  all 
his  powerful  enemies — that  biseloquencewasasgreal 
as  ever — his  promptitude  greater— his  diligence  inde- 
fatigable— bis  foresight  unslumbering.  "lie  alone," 
says  the  biographer,  "  carried  on  the  affairs  of  Koine, 
but  his  officials  were  slothful  and  cold."  This  too, 
tortured  by  a  painful  disease  already— tliough  yet 
young— broken  and  infirm.  The  only  cnatyrs  against 
him,  .is  Senator,  were  the  deaths  of  Montreal  and 
I'n ii,: 1 1 1 1. 1  di  i: ., i.i.i,  the  imposition  of  the  gabelle,  and 
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ft  few  weeks — taxes  the  People,  in  support  of 
the  People,  and  is  torn  to  pieces!  One  day 
ol  the  rule  that  followed  is  sufficient  to  vindi- 
cate his  reign  -11111  avenge  his  memory  -and 
for  certuries  afterwards,  whenever  that 
Wretched  and  degenerate  populace  dreamed 
cf  glory  or  siched  for  ju-tice,  they  recalled 
the  bright  vision  of  their  own  victim,  and 
deplored  the  fate  of  Cola  di  Rienzi.  That  he 
Was  not  a  tyrant  is  clear  in  tills — when  lie 
was  dead,  he  was  bitterly  regretted.  The 
People  never  regie  a  tyrant  !  From  the 
unpopularity  that  springs  from  other  faults 
there  is  often  a  re-action;  but  there  is  no 
re-action  in  the  populace  towards  their  be- 
trayor  or  oppressor.  A  thousand  biographies 
cannot  decide  upon  the  faults  or  merits  of  a 
rider  like  the  one  fact,  whether  he  is  bel  ved 
ir  hated  ten  years  alter  he  is  dead.    But  if 


the  renunciation  of  his  former  habits  of  rigid  absti- 
nenct  ,  for  indulgence  in  wine  anil  feasting.  Of  the  first 
Charge*,  the  reader  haa  already  been  enabled  to  form 
»  judgment.  To  the  last,  alas  the  reader  must 
extend  indulgence,  and  for  it  la-  may  find  excuse.  We 
iiium  compassionate  even  more  than  condemn  the 
man  to  whom  excitement  has  become  nature,  and  who 
1  the  physical  stiiriulus  or  the  momentary 
Lethe,  when  the  mental  exhilarations  of  hope,  youth, 
and  glory,  begin  to  desert  him  Hi-  alleged  intem- 
perance, however,  which  the  Romans  (a  peculiarly 
sober  people)  might  perhaps  exaggerate,  and  lor 
which  be  gave  the  ex  use  of  a  thirst  produced  by 
disease  contracted  in  the  dungeon  of  Avignon-  evi- 
dently and  idnoi  in  the  least  diminish 
■  "•1  to  business,  which,  according  to  his 
biographer,  was  »r  that  time  greater  than  ever. 


the  ruler  has  *een  murdered  by  the  People, 
and  is  then  regretted  by  them,  their  repent- 
ance is  his  acquittal. 

1  have  said  that  the  moral  of  the  Tribune'? 
life,  and  of  this  fiction,  is  not  the  stale  and 
unprofitable  moral  that  warns  the  ambition  of 
an  individual : — More  vast,  more  solemn,  and 
move  useful,  it  addresses  itself  to  nations.  If 
[  judge  not  erringly,  it  proclaims  that,  to  be 
great  and  free,  a  People  must  trust  not  to  in- 
dividuals but  themselves  that  there  is  no 
sudden  leap  from  servitude  to  liberty  -that  it 
is  to  institutions,  not  to  men,  that  they  must 
look  for  reforms  that  last  beyond  the  hour— 
that  their  own  passions  are  the  real  despots 
they  should  subdue,  their  own  reason  the  true 
regenerator  of  abuses  With  a  calm  and  a 
noble  people,  the  individual  ambition  of  a 
citi/en  can  never  effect  evil :  -to  be  impatient 
of  chains,  is  not  to  be  worthy  of  freedom-  to 
murder  a  magistrate  is  not  to  ameliorate  the 
laws.'  The  People  write  their  own  condemna- 
tion whenever  they  use  characters  of  blood  ; 
and  theirs  alone  the  madness  and  the  crime,  if 
(hey  crown  a  tyrant  or  butcher  a  victim. 

•  ltienzi  was  murdered  because  the  Homans  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  murdering  whenever  they  were 
displeased  They  had.  very  shortly  before,  stoned  one 
magistrate,  and  lorn  to  pieces  am  it  her.  Ky  the  same 
causes  and  the  same  career  a  People  may  be  made  to 
resemble  the  bravo  whose  haml  wanuera  to  his  kaiie 
al  the  smallest  affront,  ami  11"  today  be  poniards  the 
enemy  w  ho  assaults  bin,  to-morrow  he  strikes  the 
(Hsnawho  would  restrain. 
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WORD    UPON    THE    WORK  BY    PERE    DU  CERCEAU  AND   PERE   BRUMOY,   ENTIT1 
"CONJURATION    DE    NICOLAS   GABRINI,    DIT    DE    RIENZ1,   TYRAN    DE   ROME." 


Shortly  after  the  Romance  of  "  Rienzi" 
>'  st  appeared,  a  translation  of  the  biography 
,m  pi  ed  by  Cerceau  and  Bruruoy  was  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  WMttaker.  The  translator,  in  a 
short  and  courteous  advertisement,  observes, 
"  That  it  nas  always  been  considered  as  a 
work  of  authority  ;  and  even  Gibbon  appears 
to  have  relied  on  it  without  further  re- 
search :  "* that,  "as  a  record  of  facts, 

therefore,  the  work  will,  it  is  presumed,  be 
acceptable  to  the  public."  The  translator  has 
fulfilled  his  Cuty  with  accuracy,  elegance,  and 
spirit,-  and  he  must  forgive  me,  if,  in  justice 
to  History  and  Rienzi,  I  point  out  a  very  few 
from  amongst  a  great  many  reasons,  why  the 
joint  labour  of  the  two  'worthy  Jesuits  cannot 
be  considered  either  a  work  of  authority,  or  a 
record  of  facts.  The  translator  observes  in  his 
preface,  "that  the  general  outline  (of  Du 
Cerceau's  work)  was  probably  furnished  by  an 
Italian  life  written  by  a  contemporary  of 
Kienzi."  The  fact,  however,  is,  that  Du 
Cerceau's  book  is  little  more  than  a  wretched 
paraphrase  of  that  very  Italian  life  mentioned 
by  the  translator, — full  of  blunders,  from 
ignorance  of  the  peculiar  and  antiquated  dia- 
lect in  which  the  original  is  written,  and  of 
assumptions  by  the  Jesuit  himself,  which  rest 
upon  no  authority  whatever.  I  will  first  shew, 
in  support  of  this  assertion,  what  the  Italians 
themselves  think  of  the  work  of  Fathers 
Krumoy  and  Du  Cerceau.  The  Signor  Zefirino 
Re,  who  has  proved  himself  singularly  and 
minutely  acquainted  with  the  history  of  that 
time,  and  whose  notes  to  the  "  Life  of  Rienzi  " 
are  characterized  by  acknowledged  acuteness 
and  res. -arch,  thus  describes  the  manner  in 
which  the  two  Jesuits  compounded  this  valu- 
able "record  of  facts." 

"  Father  Du  Cerceau  for  his  work  made  use 
of  a  French  translation  of  the  life  by  the 
Italian  contmiporary  printed  in  Bracciano, 
1024,  executed  by  Father  Sanadon,  another 
Jesuit,  from  whom  he  received  the  MS.  This 
prove<  thai  Du  Cerceau  knevi  little  of  our 
'  volgar  lingua'  of  the  fourteenth  century. 
But  the  errors  into  which  he  has  run  shew, 
th.it  even  that  little  was  unknown  to! 
and  still  less  to  Father  Brumoy,  (however 
learned  and  reputed  the  latter  might  be  in 

*  U  ?re,  however,  he  doe*  injustice  to  Gibbon 


French  literature,)  who.   after  the  death] 
Du  Cerceau,  supplied  the  deficiencies  in 
first  pages  of  the  author's  JIS.,  which  wei] 
I  know  not  how,  lost ;  and  in  this  part 
found  the  more  striking  errors  in  the  wor 
which  shall  be  noticed  in  the  proper  place  ; 
the  meantime,  one  specimen  will  suffice, 
the  third  chapter,  book  i..  Cola,  addressing  tl'1 
Romans,  says,  'Che  lo  giuhileo  si  approssuQttll 
che  m  la  gente,  la  quale  vena  a!  giubileo,  II 
trova  sproveduti   di  annona,    le  pietre  (pell 
metatesi  sta  scritto  le  preite)  neporteranno  dci 
Roma  per  rabbia  di  fame,   e  le  pietre  noil 
bas  eranno  a  tanta  moltitudine.    II  france6J| 
traduce .  Le  jubile  approche,  et  vous  r'avcz  r 
provisions,  ni  vivres  ;   les  i  triggers  .  .   .   i 
trouveront  votre  ville   denue  a    tout,      ?  1| 
comptez    point    sur    les    secourr    des   ge] 
d'Eglise;    ils  sortiront  de  la  villi       'il-  r.' 
trouvent  de  quoi  .-ubsister  :  etd'aillc.     pi  ur- 
roient-ils  suffire  a  la  multitude  innombrai  '■', 
que  se  trouvera  dans  vos  murs? '  "*    "  l'.uon' 
Dio  !"  exclaims  the  learned  Zefirino,  "  Buon 
Diol    le    pietre  prese    per    tanta    gente  di 
chiesa !  "  t 

Another  blunder  little  less  extraordinary 
occurs  in  Chapter  vi.,  in  which  the  ordinances 
ot  Kienzi's  Buono  Stato  are  recited. 

1*  is  set  forth  as  the  third  ordinance: — 
"  Che  nulla  casa  di  Homa  sia  data  per  terra 
per  alcuna  cagione,  ma  vada  in  commune  ;  " 
which  simply  means,  that  ihc  houses  of  delin- 
quents should  in  no  instance  be  razed,  tint 
added  to  the  community  or  confiscated.  This 
law  being  intended  partly  to  meet  the  barba- 
rous violences  with  which  the  excesses  and 
quarrels  of  the  Barons  had  half  dismantled 
Ron  e,  and  principally  to  repeal  some  old 
penal  laws  by  which  the  houses  of  a  certain 
class  of  offenders  might  be  destroyed  ;  hut  the 
French  translator  construes  it,  "(jnc  i.utle 
maison  de  Home  ne  saroit  do^nfe  rn  jiroprc, 
pour  quelque  raison  que  ceputetre;  maisque 
les  revenus  en  apparbendroient  au  public !  "1 

•  The  English  translator  could  not  fail  to  adopt  the 
Frenchman's  ludicrous  mistake. 

t  See  Preface  to  Zefirino  He's  edition  »f  the  "l-ife 
Of  Eti'  iu'i,"  p.  9,  note  on  T»u  Cerceau. 

1  The  English  translator  makes  this  law  unintelli- 
gible:—"  Thai  no  family  ol  Home  shall  appropriate 
to  their  own  us,-  what  they  think  tit.  hut  thai  the 
-i>all  appertain  to  the  public"!  !  !  -  The 
revenues  of  w  hat  t 
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But  enough  of  the  blunders  arising  from  I  tkemsclves,"  (epresepenitenzaecomtmione;) 
Ignorance. — I  must  now  be  permitted  to  sett  that  when  Kienzi  addressed  them,  "fill  the 
be f.  re  the  reader  a  few  of  the  gTaver  offences  Barons  (come  dannati)  stood  in  sadness. "• 
of  wilful  assumption  and  preposterous  inven-  Du  <  erceau  tlun  proceeds  to  state,  that 
tion.  "  although  he  (Kienzi)  was  grieved  at  heart 

When  Kienzi  condemned  someef  the  Barons  to  behold  his  victims  snatched  from  him,  he 
to  death,  the  I'ere  thus  writes;  I  take  the  endeavoured  to  make  a  merit  of  it  in  the^ey*3 
recent  translation  published  by  Mr.  Whit-  of  the  People."  There  it  not  a  wofdofthis 
taker: —  in  the  original  1 

"  The  next  day  the  Tribune,  resolving  more  So,  when  Kienzi,  on  a  latter  occasion,  placed 
ret  to  rid  himself  of  his  prisoners,  or-  the  Prefect  John  di  Vico  in  prison,  this  Jesuit 
dered  tapestries  ol  two  colours,  red  and  white,  says,  "  To  put  a  gloss  upon  this  action  before 
to  be  laid  over  the  place  whereon  he  held  bis  the  eyes  of  the  people,  Kienzi  gave  out  that 
councils,  and  which  he  had  made  choice  of  to  the  t.overnor,  John  di  Vico,  keeping  acorres- 
be  the  theatre  of  this  blood;  tragedy,  as  the  pondence  with  the  conspirators,  came  with  no 
extraordinary  ta;  estry  si  emed  to  declare.  lie  other  view  than  to  betray  the  Romans."  And 
aftcrwa:-  elier  to  every  one  of  the    if  this  scribbler,  who  pretends  to  have  oon- 

prisoners  to  administer  the  sacraments,  and  suited  the  Vatican  M^s..  had  looked  at  the 
then  ordered  '.he  Capitol  bell  to  be  tolled.  At  most  ordinary  authorities,  he  would  have  seen 
that  fatal  Bound  and  the  Bight  of  the  confes-  that  John  di  Vico  did  come  with  that  view. 
sors,  thi  .lited  of  sentence     [See  for  Di  Vico's  t-ecret  correspondence  with 

ot  death  being  passed  upon  them.  They  ail  the  Barons,  La  ('ton.  Bologn.  p.  40(1 ;  and  La 
confessed  exc.pt  the  old  Colonna,   and  many    Cron.  Kst.  p.  lit 

the  communion.  ■  In  the  meanwhile       Again,  in  the  battle  between  the  Barons  and 
the  people,  naturally  prompt  to  at/end,  when    the  Komans  at  tin    gates,  Du  (erceau  thus 

induct  ot  the  Tribune  : — ''The 
'd  tli*  dismal  prepa  a-    Tribune,  amidst  his  troops,  knew  so  little  ol 
lions  which  were  making.     The  rigid  of  the    what  had  passed,  that  seeing  at  a  distance 
bloody  colour  in  the  tapestry  shocked  them     (me  of  h  fall,  he  looked  upon  all 

On  this  first  impression  they  joined  in  opinion  as  lost,  and,  casting  up  his  eyes  to  heaven 
in  rela'  on  to  so  many  illusl  I  ow     full  of  despair,  cried  out,  '  ()  God,  will  you 

going  to  be  sacrificed,    and  lamented  more    then   forsake  me?'     But  no  sooner  was  he 
their  unhappj   catastrophe,  as  no  crime  hat     inf  rniei!  of  the  entire  defeat  of  hie 
been  proved  upon  them  to  n  niter  tin  in  worthy     than  his  dread   and  cowardice  even  turned  to 

nt.    Above  nil,  the    boldness  and  arrogance." 
•mi.,  to  at'    Sti     ■      C   •  whose  birth,        Now  in  the  original  all  that  is  said  of  this 

ige,  and      fabU    behaviour,   commanded  re-    i-,  "That  it  !-•  true  that  the  standard  of  the 
tusion.    An    Tribune  fe  l  -   1 1 

tied  among    \  w\  please,  di  tnod  with 

1/nm.     i nose  who  v.-  Rienzi  die-    his  eyes  raised  to  heaven,  and  could  find  no 

an  alteration      tiny  took  the  oppor-    other  words  than,  '  O  God  hast  thou  betrayed 

iunity  of  imploring   hi-  mercy   towards  the    me?"1      This    evinced,    perhaps,    alarm    or 

i-  in  terms   ;.  'tin;.'   ami    consternation   at  the  tall  of  his  standard 

:ng."  a  constei  nation  natural,  not  to  a  coward,  hut 

Will  it  lie  believed,    that  in  the  original    a  fanatic,  at  such  an  event       But  notaword 

from  which  the  Pet    Du  Cerceau  borrows  or    is -aid  about  Bienzi's  cowardice  in  the  action 

rather  imagines  this  touching  recital,  there  is    it-elf:    it    is  not   stated   when  the   accident 

■ol  //  *'ntiir  syllable  about  tin   pity  oj  I  i     nothing  bears  out  the  implication 

.■;  ■   of 

apeslry,  nor  their  particular  comp 
for    the   unfortui  ati       t<  ph(  n    Coloui 

ed  at  ail. 
All  ' 


i  ribune  was  r<  mote  from  the  con- 
test, and  knew  little  ol  «  let  passed.  And  ii  this 
ignorant  Frenchman  had  consulted  any  other 
hewould 
have  found  it  asserted  by  them  all,  that  the 


conducted  with  great  valour,  luth 
j  to  make,  inb  r-     bj  i  tie  Korean  , 

-    and  at    thi  "O  the  other.  - 

i                                                                   all    (i.  Vili.  lib.  xii  • *\ 

the  rest  n  the  pure  I                                        lurat.  p.  119 ;  i  retOibbrm 

.  on  tin-  Tribui 
the   a].;  i 

moment 

pretendei 


/  attend- 

ini  i,n  innocent  f  Heath."  Wh.it 

mV»    tie 


Stephen 


Inaiirnation,  or  this  p 

original   a  i  Ider,  \r 

■  i 
tpeak,"    dii •  i  ' 
favelloe;.    "thai    tin  ...  nil.  lit..  L  c«p. ! 
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Inexcusable  :  for,  had  the  priest  turned  over 
the  other  pages  of  the  very  collection  in 
which  he  found  the  biography  he  deforms, 
lie  would  have  learned  that  old  Stephen 
Colonna  was  alive  some  time  after  that  battle. 
— [Cron.  Sen.  Murat.  torn.  xv.  p.  121.] 

Again,  just  before  Rienzi's  expulsion  from 
the  office  of  Tribune,  I)u  Cerceau,  translating 
;n  his"  headlong  way  the  old  biographer's 
account  of  the  causes  of  Rienzi's  loss  of  popu- 
larity, says,  "  He  shut  himself  up  in  his 
palace,  and  his  presence  was  known  only  by 
the  rigorous  punishments  which  he  caused 
his  agents  to  inflict  upon  the  innocent."  Not 
a  word  ol  this  in  the  original ! 

Again,  after  the  expulsion,  Du  Cerceau 
says,  that  the  Barons  seized  upon  the  "  im- 
mense riches"  he  had  amassed, — the  words  in 
the  original  are,  "  grandi  ornamenti,"  which 
are  very  different  things  from  immense  riches. 
Hut  the  most  remarkable  sins  of  commission 
are  in  this  person's  account  of  the  second 
rise  and  fall  of  Rienzi  under  the  title  of  Sena- 
tor.    Of  this  I  shall  give  but  one  instance  : — 

"The  Senator,  who  perceived  it,  became 
>nty  the  more  cruel.  His  jealousies  produced 
inly  frosh  murders.  In  the  continual  diead 
\e  was  in,  that  the  general  discontent  would 


terminate  in  some  secret  attempt  upon  b 
person,  he  determined  to  intimidate  the  mo 
enterprising,  by  sacrificing  sometimes  on* 
sometimes  another,  and  chiefly  those  whas. 
riches   rendered    them    the    more  guilty  u 
his  eyes.      Numbers  were  sent  every  day 
the  Capitol  prison.     Happy  were  those  w 
could  get  off  with  the  confiscation  of  th 
estates." 

Of  these  grave  charge*  there  is  not  a  syll'i 
in  the  original  I  And  so  much  for  the  woi  I; 
P£re  Cerceau  and  Pere  Brnmoy,  by  virtu 
which,  historians  have  written  of  the  life  ; 
times  of  Rienzi,  and  upon  the  figments 
which,  the  most  remarkable  man  in  an  ; 
crowded  with  great  characters  is  judged 
the  general  reader ! 

I  must  be  pardoned  for  this  criticism,  whicl 
might  not  have  been  necessary,  had  not  th 
work  to  which  it  relates,  in  the  Engli 
translation  quoted  from,  (a  tran.»la  i  -i  tha 
has  no  faults  but  those  of  the  French  original 
been  actually  received  as  an  historical  an 
indisputable  authority,  and  opposed  wi  h 
triumphant  air  to  some  passages  in  my  o» 
narrative  which  were  literally  taken  fron.  ti 
authentic  records  of  the  time. 
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